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jJCais S^ition* of the Pootical Works of Kobort Burns is 
Sieved to be complete, and the text, is prei^nted entire. 
Where variations occiir in the original MSS., or in the 
editions published in the poet's lifetime, that reading has 
boor adopted which, in the editor’s jinfs; i^nnent, i' considered 
DO bo the best, A division of the wholes of the Wv»rks has 
)een made into Poems aiul Songs ; and order of arrange- 
[iient is Iho <>rder’of popul e. ity, which pre^y well corresponds 
pvith the order of merit. \ chj‘on<‘l(‘gi('^ indtev, as well as 
m index of first lines, h> also been ad^:|^ * ri»e former to 
illustrate the developn\em of the ]»oot’s ^ the latter 

DO hicHUjite reference, .Sncli note.s tho*ight to be 

lecossaiy are given.; and an adempt, by no ni^eans exhaustive, 
aas made to show bat may occasionally be mere 

JOiitcidences, but what most s\lso* have t een to som^: extent 
die sources of Burns’s .o^piration. ilis indebb v»oss to 
Rritish poots of his own ' entury, notably/to Youn^ Gold- 
smith, and 1 ergusson, is g . eater than is coniMihiily s r posed. 
The glossujy has been i;<rofnIly put jjipuether, an ! lany 
slight and soip® absurd mistakes which have gained c\n ^‘ency 
tiave been corrected. 
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tam o shant '^. 

jjgjWn \ clicipmii billies le^vi ii | treet, 

A d drouthy lu ibors neil3#i ^ ^ i i 
As mark«t*days are wearing Ut‘A 
An' folk begin to tak th< KnLe,<| 

While we sik boiismg at the natm, 

\ii’ rrotting .aid inuo liai>l>v%\ 

We think nix on tUe lang Scots mles. 

The mosses, wabiii, ^p>, and sf|les, 

'L’hat In betM i> u ^ aifiid our lian H 
Wlieie our sulky sullen ilaiiu ^ 
(iatheung Inu blew- like gal In iiiig^doi^l^ 
ISni'-ing iici mall 1 eep it 

Tbw iiutli i 111(1 i »iu r mi o B^anter, 
As iu ua* Asr a< u out canter^ 

^AuJu .Vvj, s\ bam lu » \ iowi sui passes 
or lioin s( juen ami ^ onuio Jafcst ^ 

O Tanxt Imdst thou Int been sae Axise 
\s ia'eii thy aim wife K,M<’s ndAnoI 
'die tauld thee wool thoU v»as a skdliim, 
A blet^tin’, blustei&i^ diunk<n Idcllnm; 
That ilroe November tiU Ovt<dMr, 

Ae imrtjk6^a3’^ thou wal na soboi * ” 

That ilka t^eldei \vi the miller 
Thou sat as lang as th^*u bad siller ; 

That every Igiaig vas ca’d .i shoe on, 

Tin smittt JInd tUe<^ gat i-oarin' on ; 



, _ __ ^^~-~— 

ffjiai: at ttio LonlV hoQs«, pven oif Htm<'ltty, 
drank wi’ Kirktl^n Jean till Monday. 

Sho pi ophesK d '^Lat, Jiit© or soon. 

Thou would bo iouna 4fc€p drofniTd ni J)o<»n; 
(>i cut hVi Ksi warl6cki^ in tho ilMrk 
J^v A])owa>’' auld haunted kirk. 

irc'utk James! it gars mo greet 
To tlunk lioN\ 11 m>«<<Munsels sweet, 
liovv inoin Mmtliii 3 sage advb es, 

The hnsbaiul fu t i wife despise®^ 

Bni t> oni Lh|II^Ao market night, 

T*nii li ul i |J fted unco light, 

1)\ Ul Ul ) ^bhozing finely, 

Wi Hat drank divinely 

And ifc Ills o^h %» Souier Johnny, 

Jli*, aiiciont, iiniuthy crony; 

3\ ui ^<1 bi»» i V a very brither ; 

rh( ad » I ton ,oi weeks thegither. 

Tilt nighf ih /« sangs and ciatter, 

^vud mo ih^t ,do w.v- j-»*wjng bettei 
'J he J um h«d\ iiid 3iUi ^row gi*aeioi)B, 

V i’ li\ »uis >ociet, s\\etd, and precious, 

I ih SOI kr ^luld hi^ o; eejost st >iies , 

Ul lamlloi? |s Lmgh vis ready thoius' 

Un ‘^toMui' ith id '***fuht i ur and 
3'}\m did i . i i < ^ ^ i wJu^th 

Caie, uif/l h* 

"E’en drown’d 1 puw« 1 aiuang me iiappv. 

As bees hatuo sM l.uios o’ treasiiK, 

Uhe minutes unu'd dun v », wi* ple.uaiM 
ilings may b< bUsi but ram n^as gloii<‘ »«*, 
OW a’ the ills o' l!t< \i- ! 


But pleasuios am uke pop[>i»‘'> spread 
You sehse the flov it*- bjoom is shed ; 
Oi\Iike tho sno>v falls u- the — 

A mr^ment wlutr, then melts bi evei*; 
Or the boiealis .iftoe. 


That^fiii ei<* you can point their place; 
Or til^^the liiinbowH lovely form 
Evmiahlilg amid the stornu 

can.teflier iin^e nor tid< } 

Ifliir appi'oaches Tam maun ii4e| 
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Tbufc li<W> o* nigM’fc black ;jieh the key«stau<v 
TliMt 4r^'y hour, he mounts his l>eust in 
Mid hW ^ 

M powp^ner ^v,l$ ab^iiad in. 

'Tho wind weW aa * wad foWwn ita last ; 

Tiia rattling alupw*fs ro-iC on -the blast; 

The speedy gletims the darkni «*s swallow'd ; 
Loud, deep, and lang, the^liundei l>elhA\M: 
Tliat night, a child xnighti%n<lerstaiul, 

The Doll had buBineae on Mb hand. 

Woel mounted on his grf^maio, Mog, 

A better never lifted leg, ^ 

Tam skclpit on thro’ dub aiicfmiicN 
' Despising wind, and and \re ; 

Willies holding fast his i^de hhe bonnet ; 
Whiles crooning o^er »(m)» auldWtots somv t , 
Whiles glowering round m’ prix^nt cares, 
Ijest bogles catch |}im unawaiesii 
Kirk*Alloway was drawing nigh A 
Where ghaists and houleis nighty cJty* 

By this time he was cross the^lWd, 

Wheie in the snaw the chapmamBmoor^d ; 
And jia^t^ilie birha and meikle sbAe. 

Where dii^nkeii Charlie biak^s ne^tham ; 
A^d thro*^ the whins, and b> the ^%rn, 

Where hunttrs fand the murdoi’d jj^irn ; 

And neai the thorn, aboon tlie ^^eft 
Wlieio Mungo’s mither hang’d hcis%. 

Before him Doou pours ail his flood ? ; 

The doubling storm ^ roars ihro' th< woods ; 
The lightnings Sash from t>ole to pole ; 

Nein« and more near tliS ihondeis roll ; 

When, glimmering thrtf the groaning trees, 


niro* Uku the bdttia«(H<r«(e glancing ; 
i^Od lohd pteeovinded tehth nnd dancing. 

* Joj^ Baoiiiejreom ! 

Whali ^^geteahou eatxsk ttiake us scorn t 
Wi* fear n|« evil ; 

na^wwl^eMl faoa«the devflt 
'^e i.isinn*d in *!i^inmie's noddle, 

PlNsf hil»ft#d na doils a hoddlc ! 





(potm, Sii' 

But Mag^»io '-ttK ^ li^iifc sai^f fihtotoSsliM, 

Till, b> ihe bt't.l and l^ind adm^nbird, 

She ventur J ioiwaj<l on the light; 

Aud, vow I Ti&m saw uu unco I 
Warlocks and witches in a dane^ 

^fao cotillon brent now fnw^T Franco, 

But hortuplpes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels, 

Pot iii< olid mettle ^ their lieels. 

\ wiiiuoi \ r 1 ^the east, 

TL< * it auiii hiici " m shape o* beast — 

A loii>ae tvke, bli^A, giim, and laige! 

f gi«* lii« in iau‘'^e ^vas las charge; 

Hi scrov M the Apis and garr them skirl, 

Till root and i*a cers a’ did dirk 
Cidhns stood ro'^ nd like open presses, 

That shaw’d tiv dead in tlicir last dresses ; 

And l»y somo < evilish cantrftij> Height 
L Kh in its ca} d hand li-. Id a hgiit, 

By which hevrfc Tam nhxo 
To note nponffthe haly table 
A murderei*s banes m gibbet-airns ; 

Twa span-lanj, wee, nuchiistend b *i*nB , 

A thief new’^'t^itted fme the rape 
W^’ his last^^p his gib did gaj't 
Five toniah^ ^ks, wi' bind i(<i Iu^ted; 

+Five ficyini* is, wi ni mlt a crus^Ml ; 

A gaiter, 1 huh a babe had -h m dtH ; 

A knile, a tatbei’s thioat itad mingled, 

Whom his nm son o' Jdo biie^t 
The grfiv liins yet stack to the Lc^t ; 

Wi’ inair of hoinblo and awfu*, 

Wlu«*ii even to name wad be unlawfu’. 

As Tanimif giowrM ania«’d, and curious, 

The mirth and ftih grow fast aud furious; 

piper iowd and louder blew ; 

The danccis quick and quirkei Hew ; 

They reel*d, they set, they cross'd, they cleeldt, 
Till ilka carlin « 5 wat and ii.ekit> ^ 

And coosi her daddies to the wark, 

Ajad linklt at it in her sarK ! 

Now Tam, O Tam! bad time been queans 
A* plump iind strapping in tbHi teens; 







Their isaiten, lan^ad <•’ cn^lije fiannen. 

sa«vp»ilH?^hit» ueventeen hunder linen ! 
Thir 1i*reek<i </ mine, luy only poii'. 

That smo© gude blue hair, 

I wad lift© gi^ tiien' ofi my iiurdies, 
tW ae blink o* the botime biirdios » 

Blit wither’d beldams, auld and dioll, 
Rigwoodie hags \\.id spean a Ibal, 

Lonping and flinging on a x*iui>)mo(*k, 

1 wonder didua turn Ihy s^^itich. 

But Tam kciit what was^hat fu’ brawli 
Theie was le winsome wen dr 'and walie 
That night es.listed in the cort\ 

Lang aftex k<nt on Cairick shoVl 
(For mony a beast to dead she Vhot, 

And peiish’d mon> a lx>nnie boat, 

And shook ba'th meiklo coin and beai, 

And kept the i oUntry-M’do \r leal.) 

Her cutty s*iik o* Paisley ham, . 

That while a li sh s)»e bid Motmij 
In longitude Iho •'Mdy sfeant) 

It was hei best, and she wa-. vaUiltie. 

Ah! little keid thy |;e\oi*iid graiime 
That sark sho <oft for hei v Nt^io 
Wi’ twa puud Scots (’twas a hei ™hes) 
Wad ev^M* grac'd a dance ot ivitc]ie^% 

But iune my nose In'- *ii inaii^ ( oiu * 
Sic flights are fii layond ini pow 
To sing ho%v IS A uue lap md ii aig, « 

(A soUplo 3 ade sIm was, and sinUig); 

And how Tam stood, like ano bewitch'd, 
And thought his very eeu enrichd ; 

Even Satan glowi'd, and fldg'd ftl* fain, 

And hotch’d and blew wi’ might and main: 
Till first ae cawr syne aiiithei, 

Tam tint his ndisjn a’ tlugjthei. 

And roars out ^'Weel done. Oidty-sai'k !’ 

And in an instant aU was ihitk! 


And scarcely Jmjl M Hagm© rallied, 
^\hon out the ]^abish lel^on} soUiedL 
As bees bias oid wF angry fyke 
When plundeirn^ lords assail theiir 
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As luorial 

Wh«»ii i>op! stalls V>efore their node, 

A& eager runs the mai kot-crowd. 

When 'Oaten tiv* ihieU* resomv 
kSo 'Ma^^gie imis» the witches fol 
Wf mony mi eKhitch iekrieih and hollow. 

Ah, l^m! ah, Taiu! thou 4 get thv TauinM 
liT hell theyll roast tin o Ifke a herl'iu^ ! 

Ilf v'ain thy Kate awaits thy amsui 1 ^ 

K ite soon will be woman ' 

Jffow *io thy spee8j|nitmo«t, Meg, 

And wm the key^taue o* tile hiig • 

There * them tl|ou thj^ tiii mav toss, ^ 

A iitnning str*a,!«f they daiena trogh. 

J^t ere the key'‘'raiio she could make, 
fient a tail she had to «^hake ! 

Ar Nannie, tai 1>< o«re lie rest, 

Raid o|H»n iiobh Mco>gie ;>n >i. 

And d Tam wi' iuiit>us dtic : 
iJut littk s^hUc Maggie’s mettle! 

Ae spring biohirht od ]i< » m -hr halt 
But felt beiiii^M hei ^ i '.>v tail* 


300 


The carlir cjy 
And left poq 
N-w. wt 
£ach 

mu 


light her by tlo iiaOj, 
Maggie scaico a ■’tninj). 

Ibis talc o’ truth shall Jead. 
Id mot! # 1 aon, take In-^od : 
Jjeneei drink >«'U are incliuM, 

Or cutt% \ks rill in \our mind 
Think! lay ])ny the joys oei lear 
ReuieiJiber 'i'liu o* shmiieiN m:\io ^ 





THE JOLLY BEGGARS. 

/ 

When lyart leaves bestrew the yird, 

Or, wavering like the baiikio bird, 

Bedim canid ‘Boreas’ blast ; 

When hailshsines drive wi’ Ijitter skyto, 

And infant frosts begin to Ijite, 

^ In hoary cranrench drest ; 

Ao night at e’en a inoriy core 
O’ randie gaiigrel bodies 
In Poosio Nansie’s held the sj)loro, 

To drink their orra duddios. ro 

Wi’ quaffing and laughing, 

They ranted and they sang ; 

Wi* jumping and thumping 
The very girdle rang. 

First, niest the fire, in auld red rags, 

Ane sat, weel brac’d wi’ ineajK^ hags, 

And knapsack a’ in order ;>4 
His doxy lay within his arniH 
Wi’ usquebae and blankets Wimn, 

8he blinket oii^lier sodger ; v 
An’ aye he gies the tosy drab 
The tither skelpin’ kiss, ^ 

While she held up her greedy gab, 

Just like an aumous dish: 

Ilk smack still did crack still 
Just like a cadger’s whij) ; 

Then staggering, and swaggering, 
lie roar’d this ditty up — 

I am a son of Mars, who have been in many wars, 

And show my cuts and scars wherever I come ; 3c 
This here was for a wench, and that other in a trench, 
When welcoming the French at the sound of the drum, 

Lai de dandle, 




^oemcf, Bfifttitf, Sic. 


My preiitieesliip I psissVl where my lojuler breath'd his 
last^ 

AVheii the bloody dio was cast on the ludghts of Al)ram ; 
^Vnd I served out iny trade when tlie gallant game was 
play’d, 

And the Moro low was laid at the sound of the drum. 


1 lastly was with Curtis, among the lloating bait'ries. 
And there I left for witness an arm and a limb : 

Yet let my country need me, with Elliot to head me, 40 
I’d clatter on my stumps at the sound of a drum. 

And now tho* 1 must 1 eg. witli a wooden arm and leg. 
And many a tatter’d rag hanging over my Iniin, 

I’m as happy with my wallet, my ))ottle, and my callet. 
As when 1 used in scarlet to follow a drum. 


What tho’ with hoary locks J must stand tlie winter 
shocks. 

Beneath the woods and rocks oftentinu's tor a hom(‘? 
When the t’other j|)ag I sell, and th(‘ t'otlnu* bottle tell. 

I could meet ajP’oop of hell at tho sound of the drum. 


He (‘iided : and th(‘ ke)>ars sheuk so 

Abo(li tin* chorus roar : 

AVhih* irighti'd rattons ])ackward leuk. 

And seek the benmost boie. 

A fairy liddler frae th(‘ Jieuk, 

He skirled out Knroro ! 

But up arose the martial chuck. 

And laid the loud uproar. 


1 once was a maid, tho' 1 cannot tell when, 

And still my delight is in ])roi)er young men : 

Home one of a troop of dragoons was my daddio, 6 o 

No wonder I’m fond of a soilgor lad(li(\ 

Hing, Jjal do dal, ccc. 
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The first of my loves was a swaggering blade, 

To rattle the thundering drum was his trade ; 

His leg was so tight, and his cheek was so ruddy, 
Transported I was with my sodger laddie. 

But the godly old chaplain left him in the lurch ; 

The sword I forsook for tho sake of the church ; 

He ventur’d the soul, and I lisked the body, — 

’Twas then I proved false to my sodger laddie. 70 

Full soon I grew sick of luy sanctified sot. 

The regiment at large for a liusband 1 got ; 

From the gilded spontoon to the fife I was ready, 

1 asked no more ])ut a sodger laddie. 

But the peace it reduced me to beg in despair, 

Till I met my old boy at a Cunningham fair ; 

His rags regimental they flutter'd so gaudy. 

My heart it rejoiced at a sodger laddie. 

And now I have liv’d — I know not hi>w long, 

And still I can join in a cup or a song : So 

But Avhilst with both hands 1 can hold the glass steady, 
Here 's to thee, my hero, my sodger laddie I 


Poor Meriy Andrew in (he neuk 
Sat guzzling wi’ a tinkler luzzie : 

They miiid’t 11a wha the chorus teuk. 

Between themselves they were sae ])usy. 

At length, wi’ drink and courting dizzy, 

He stoitered up an’ made a face ; 

Then turn’d, an’ laid si smack on Grizzy, 

Syne tun’d his pipes wi’ grave grimace. 90 


Sir Wisdom ’s a fool when ln‘ ’s fou. 
Sir Knave is a fool in Ji s«"Ssion ; 
Ho ’s there but a ’prentice I trow. 
But I am a fool by profession. 

H 
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My gnuiiiiu wlie bought me a beuk, 

And I held jvwa to the wchool ; 

1 fear I my talent misteiik. 

But what will ye hae of a fool? 

• 

For drink I would venture my neck ; 

A hizzie*.s the half o’ my craft: loo 

But what could ye other '’expect. 

Of ano that 's avowedly xlaft ? 


1 aiic(* was tied up like a stiik, 

For civilly swearing’^md (platting: 

I ance was abused i’ the kirk. 

For toiizling a lass i’ my dattin. 

Poor Andrew that tum]>h‘s for sport, 

L(‘t naobody name wi‘ a je(*r : 

Tlieie 's even, I'm tauld. i* th(‘ Court, 

A tumbler ca’d ih(‘ Pnunier, no 

()])S(‘rv'd y(‘ yon iev(*rend lad 
Maks faces to tickle th(‘ mob ? 
lie rails at our mouut<*bank scpiad — 

It’s rivalship just i* the job. 

And now my conclusion I'll t(*ll. 

Fur, faith I Fm confound(‘dly dry : 

The chiel that 's a fo<>l for hinisor. 

Gud(‘ Lord I In' 's far daftcr than 1. 


Tlieii ni(‘sl oiibpak a ranch' carlin, 

Wha kciit fu' w<*el to ch‘(‘k I In* sterlin::, no 

Fur mony a ]Hirsie sh<* had liookit, 

And had in niuny a well Ix'tui dookit ; 

Her luve had been a Highland laddie, 

Bui weary fa’ the waefu’ wuudie ! 

Wr sighs and sobs, she thus began 
To wail her braw John Ilighlaiidiiiaii : 



Joffg (gfeggare. 


1 1 


A Highland lad luy love was horn. 

The Lawlaii’ laws lu*^ h<dd in scorn ; 

But he still was faithfu’ to his clan. 

My gallant braw John Highlandinan. 130 


C IIOKUS. 

Sin^ Iny, jny braw John Highlandinan I 
Sing ho, niy braw John Highlandinan I 
Th(‘r«^*s no a lad in a' tln^ Ian’ 

Was inaicdi for iny John Highlandinan. 


With his phili))(‘g an’ tartan plaid. 

And glide clayniou‘ down by his side* 

Jdu* ladies’ hearts he did trepan. 

My gallant braw John Ilighlaiidnian. 

W(‘ ranged a* Iroin l\\eed to Spey. 

And liveil lik(^ lords ainl ladies gay : 140 

For a Lawlaii’ face In* haired nain*. 

3 ry gallant braw John Highlandinan. 


They lianisird him b<‘>ond the s<‘.i : 
But ere the Innl N\as on the tree. 
Adown iny cheeks the pearls ran. 
Embracing my John llighlandman. 


But i>h I they catch’d him at the last. 

And bound him in a dungeon fast : 

^ly curse 141011 them «‘Very one ! 

llicy’ve hang’d my braw John llighlandman. i^o 


And no^^ a widow 1 must mourn 
The jileasures that will ne’er return : 
No comfort hut a hearty can. 

When 1 think on John llighlandman. 
r> 
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A pigmy scraper wi’ his fiddle, 

Wha used at trysts and fairs to driddlc, 

Her strappin’ limb and gaucy middle 
(He reached iiao higher) 

Had holed his heartie like a riddle, 

And blaAvn't on fire. i6o 

Wi* hand on haunch, and u])\vard ee. 

He croon’d his gamut, one, two, three. 

Then, in an arioso key. 

The wee Apollo 
Set aff, wi' allegretto glee, 

His giga solo. 


Let me ryke up to dight that t(‘ar. 

And go vvi’ me and be my dear, 

And tlien your eveiy care and fear 

May whistle owre the lav(‘ o*t. 170 

cnoKUs. 

I ani a fiddler to iny trade. 

And a’ the tunes that e’er 1 iday'd. 

The sweetest still to wife or maid. 

Was whistle owre tin* lave o't. 

.Vt kirns and weddings we'se he there, 

And oh ! sae nicely ’s w<i will fare ; 

We’ll bouse about, till Daddiu Can*. 

Sings whistle owre the lave o’t. 

Sae merrily *s the banes we’ll i>yk('. 

And sun oursels about tlu^ dyk(\ iSo 

And at our leisure, when ye like. 

We’ll whistle owre the lav<* o’t. 

But bless me wi' your lieav'n o' charm.s. 

And while 1 kittle hair on thairnis, 

Hunger and cauld. and a’ sic harms. 

May whistle own* the lavt' o’t. 





Her charms had struck a sturdy caird, 
As well as poor gut-scraper ; 

He taks the fiddler by the beard, 

And draws a roosty rajjier — 


He swoor, by a’ was swearing worth, 
To spit him like a pliver, 

Unless ho would from that time forth 
Kelinquish lier for ever. 


Wi’ ghastly ee, poor tweeolc-doo 
Upon his hunkers bended. 

And pray’d for grace wi’ ruofu’ face. 
And sae tlu^ quarrel ended. 


But tho’ his little heart did grieve 
When round the tinkler prest her. 

He feign’d to snirtle in liis sleeve, 

When thus the caird address’d her : — 


My bonnie lass, I work in brass, 

A tinkler is my station ; 

I’ve tra veil’d round all Christian ground 
In this my occu})atioii ; 

I’ve ta’en the gi>ld, I’ve been enroll’d 
111 many a noble squadron ; 

But vain they search’d, when off I march'd 
To go and clout the cauldron. 


Despise that shrimp, that wither’d imp, 
Wi’ a’ his noise and caperin' ; 

And tak a share wi’ those that bear 
The budget and the apron ; 

And, by that stoup, my faith and houp ! 

And l>y that dear Kilbaigie, 

If e’er ye want, or meet wi’ scant. 

May I ne’er wei't iny craigie. 
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The cjvird provailM - th* iiiiblushiiic^ fair 

In his embraces sunk, 220 

Partlj^ wi’ love o'orcome sao sail*, 

And i)artly she was drunk. 

>Sir Violino, with an air 

That show'd a man o' spunk, 

Wisli'd unison betwecm the pair, 

And made' tlie bottle (dunk 

To their health that ni,»dit. 

Blit uivhin Cupid shot a shaft 
Idiat play'd a daim^ a shavi(‘ : 

Tlie fiddler rak’d h<‘r fon* and aft, 230 

Behint the chicken cavie. 

Her lord, a wi3^:ht of Homer's eraft, 
ddio' lim[dn' wi' tlu* spavi<‘. 

H(‘ hirpl(‘d up, and lap liki^ daft. 

And shor’d them Jhiintif Jhirlr 
O' boot that night. 

He was a canwhdVing )>lad(* 

As ever Bacadms list(»d ; 

Tho' Fortune sail* upon him laid. 

His heart she ever miss'd it. 240 

He had na(‘ wish, but to be glad. 

Nor want but wh<*n In^ thiistcMl : 

He hated nought l)ut to b(‘ sad. 

And thus the Muse suggest(‘d 
His sang that night. 


1 am a bard of no r(*gard 

Wi' gentlefolks, and a' that : 

But Homer-lik<\ th(‘ glowrin' byke, 
Fra(* town t<» town I draw that. 

( Hours. 

F(n* a' that, and a’ that. 

And twice as imdkh* 's a’ that ; 
IVe lost but aiK*, ]’v(‘ twa ludiin'. 
I've wif(* eiKUigh for a* that. 


250 
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I never drank tlie Must's’ stank, 

Castalia's burn, and a’ that ; 
l^ut there it strt'anis, and richly reams ! 

My Helicon I ca’ that. 

Great love T bear to a* the fair. 

Their humble slave, and a’ that : 

But lor<Uy 'will, I hold it still 260 

A mortal sin to thraw tliat. 

In raptures sweet this hour we mt'ot 
Wi' mutual love, and a' that ; 

But for how lan.i»' the flee may stan.Lr, 

Lt‘t inclination law thal^. 

Tlu'ir tricks and craft hae put me daft, 

They'vi' ta'en me in, and a' that ; 

But clear your decks, and //crc V Ute ! 

1 lik(‘ the jads for a' that. 

For a* that, and a* that, 270 

And twice as meikle 's a* that. 

My dearest l)luid, to do them i^uid, 

Tluw're welcome tilTt, for a' that. 


So sunjQf the bard — and Nansie’s wa’s 
Shook with a thunder of applause, 

Be-echo'd from each inoutli ; 

They tooiuM their pocks, an’ pawn'd their duds, 
^rhey scarc'ely left to co'er their fuds. 

To ([uench their lowin' drouth. 

'i'heii owre a^ain the jovial thraiii;* 280 

Th(‘ pot‘t ilid rcapiest 
'I’o lowso his ])ack, an' wah‘ a sjnu;\ 

A l)allad o' tlu' 1 e^t ; 

He rising, rejoicing*, 

Betwc^en his twa Deborahs, 

Looks round him. an' found tluun 
Impatient for the chorus. 



(}>oent0t 
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See the smoking bowl before ns, 

Mark oiir jovial ragged ring ; 

Kound and round take ui> the chorus, 
And in rai)tures let us sing — 


CHORUS. 

A fig for those by law protected ! 

Li))erty \s a glorious feast ! 

C^oiirts for cowards were erected, 

Chu relies built to please the priest. 

What is title? what is treasure? 

What is reputation's care? 

If we lead a life of ideasure, 

‘ Tis no matter how or where ! 

With the ready trick and fable, 

JRound we wander all the day ; 

And at night, in barn or stable. 

Hug our doxies on the hay. 

Does the train-attended carriage 
Thro’ the countiy lighter rove ? 

Does the sober bed of marriage 
Witness brighter scenes of lov(» ? 

Life is all a variorum, 

We regard not how it goes ; 

Let them cant about decorum 
Who hav(» characters to lose. 

Here’s to Inulgets, bags, and wallets! 

Here *s to .all the wandering train ! 
Here *s our i*agged brats and cal lets ! 
One :md all cry out Avion! 





[ThK SAILOR^S 8oxg.] 

Tho’ women's mimls, like winter wimls^ 
May shift, an’ turn, and* a’ tliat. 

The nohlest breast adores them maist — 
A eonseqiience I draw that. 

ciiORrs. 

For that, and a’ that, 

An’ twice as ineikle 's a' that : 

The boniiie lass that I lo'e best. 

She’ll be my ain for a* that 1 

(Ireat love I bear to a’ the fair, 

Their humble slave and a' that : 

But lordly will, I hold it still 
A mortal sin to thraw that. 

But there is ane aboon the lave 
Has wit, an' sense, and a' that : 

A bonnie lass, I like her best, 

An' wha a crime dare ca’ that ? 

In rapture sweet this houi’ we meed 
Wr mutual love, and a’ that ; 

But for how lang the flee may staiig. — 
Let inclination law that. 

Their tricks an’ craft hae put me daft ; 

They Ve ta’en me in, and a’ that ; 

But clear your decks, an’ Jfete's the .w/ 
I like the jads for a' that ! 
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[The Catkd’s Becond Bono.] 

O merry hao I beoii teethin’ a heckle. 340 

All' merry hao I ]>cen shapin’ a spoon : 

O merry hae I been cloutin’ a kettle. 

An' kissin' my Katie when a’ was done. 

O a' the lang day T ca' at my hamnun*. 

An’ a’ the lang* day I whistle and sing. 

A' the lang night 1 cuddle my kimmer. 

An' a' the lang night am as happy 's a King. 

Bitter in dool 1 lickit my winnins. 

O’ marrying Bess, to gie her a slave : 

Bless'd be the hour sln^ cool'd in her linens, 350 

And blythe be the bird tliat sings on her grave, 
C(»me to my arms, my Katie, my Katie, 

O come to my arms, an' ki.ss me again ! 

Drucken or sob(*r, hero *s to thee, Kati(* ! 

And bless’d be the day I did it again. 


HALLOWEEN. 

ITroN that night, when fairies light 
On Ca.ssilis Downans dance, 

Or own^ tin* lays, in splendid blaze. 
On sprightly coursers prance: 

Or for CoIt*an the rout is ta’en, 
Beneath tlio moon's pale bcsams ; 
There, u[) the Cove, to straiy an’ rove 
Amang the rocks and streams 

I’o sport that night ; 
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Aniang tlio )>onnio winding banks jo 

Wliert' Doon rhis wi millin' cdoar, 

Wliero Bruoo anco ruled the martial ranks 
An' shook his Garrick spear. 

Some merry friendly country-folks 
^rogether did convene 
To burn their nits, an’ pou their stocks, 

An' liaiid their iralloween 

I^’u’ blytlu* that night : 


The lasses feat, an cleanly neat, 

Mair In-aw than when they're lim' ; 20 

Their faces blythe fu’ sweetly kyth(‘ 

Hearts leal, an’ warm, an’ kin’ : 

The lads sae trig, Avi’ wooer-))abs 
VYeel knotted on their garten, 

>S()me unco blatis an' some Avi' gah > 

(iar lass<‘s' lu'arts gang startin’ 

"NYhyles fast at night. 


Then, first an foremost, thro* the kail. 

Their stocks maun a' be sought ancc^ : 

Th(*y steek their etui, an' grape an' Avah‘ 30 

For miickh' anes an' strauglit ant^s. 

Poor hav'j-el Will fell aft' the drift. 

An' AAaiider'tl tliro' the boAA-kail, 

An' poll'd, for Avant o' lietter shift, 

A runt AA'as likt' a soAA-tail. 

Sae boAv'd, that night. 


Then, straught or crooked, yird or nnnt\ 

Thty rt)ar an' cry a* throu'ther : 

Tlu» A"ery AA'ee things todtllin’ rin 

Wi' stocks out-oAvrt» thtur shouther : 40 

An' gif tilt' custock -wet't or st>iir, 

Wi' joctt*h‘gs tht‘y tastt' them; 

Syne coziely, aboon the tloor, 

Wi* cannie care they’ve plac’tl them 
To lit' that night. 
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The lasses staw frae hiiang them a' 

To 'pou their stalks o’ corn ; 

But Rab slips out, an’ jinks about. 

Behint the muckle thorn : 

He grippit Nelly hard an’ fast ; 50 

Loud skirled a’ the lasses ; 

But her tap-pickle maist was lost. 

When kiutlin’ i’ the faiise-liouse 
Wr him that night. 


The auld guidwife’s well-hoordit nits 
Are round an’ round divided. 

An’ mony lads’ an’ lasses’ fates 
Are there that night decided : 

Home kindle, couthie, side by side. 

An’ burn thegither trimly ; 60 

Some start awa, wi’ saucy ])ride, 

An’ juinx> out-owre the chiinlie 

Fu’ high that night. 


Jean slix>s in twa, wi’ tenti(^ (^’e ; 

Wha ’twas, she wadna tell ; 

But this is Jock, an’ this is me. 

She says in to hersel : 

He bleez’d owre her, an’ she owre him, 
As they wad never mair ])art ; 

Till fuff! he started ux> the him, 

An’ Jean luxd e’mi a sail* heart 
'J’o sei‘’t that night. 


Poor Willie, wi’ his bow-kail runt, 
Was brunt wi' i>rimsie Mallie, 

An’ Mary, nae dou})t, took the drunt, 
To be comx^ar’d to Willie : 

Mall’s nit laj) out, wi’ pridefu’ fling, 
All’ her ain fit it brunt it ; 

While ‘ Willie laji, an’ swoor by jing. 
‘Twas just the way he wanted 
To be that night. 


So 



1^af(otveen. 
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Nell liiid the fause-lioiise in her min’, 

8he pits hersel an’ Rob in ; 

In loving bleeze they sweetly join, 

Till white in use they’re sobbin : 

Nell’s heart was dancin’ at the view : 

She whisi)er’d Rob to leuk for't : 

Rob, stownliiis, prie’d her boiinie 
Fu’ cozie in the neuk for't, 

Unseen that night. yo 


But Mori'an sat behint their backs. 

Her thoughts on Andrew Bell ; 

She lea'es tliem gashin’ at their cracks. 

An’ slips out by h<u*sel ; 

She thro’ the yard the nearesi taks. 

An’ to Ihe kiln she goes then. 

All’ darklins grapit for the banks. 

And ill the Idue-clue throws then. 

Right fear’d that night. 


An’ aye she win’t, an’ aye slu‘ swat. loo 

1 wat she made iiac» jaukin’ : 

'^J’ill something held within the ])al. 

Uuid Lord ! but she was quaukin' 1 
]3ut Avhether 'twas the Beil himsel. 

Or whether 'twas a bauk-en’, 

Or whether it was Andrew Bell, 

She did iia wait on talkin 

To spier that night. 


Wee Jenny to her grannie says, 

‘Will ye go wi’ me, grannie? jio 

I'll oat tlu^ apple at the glass, 

I gat fiae uncle Johnic:’ 

She futrt her pipe wi’ sic a luiil. 

In wrath she was sat*- vap'rin. 

She noticed na an aizle brunt 
Her braw new worset apron 

Oiit-thro' that night. 
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* Ye little Hkelpie-liiiiiiier's face I 
1 tljiur you try sic sportin'. 

As seek the foul Thief oiiy place, 120 

For him to spue your fortune ! 

Nae doubt but ye may ^:>;et ti sight ! 

( Treat cause ye hae to fear it ; 

For mony a une lias gottcm a fright. 

An’ lived an' died deloerit. 

On sic a night. 


‘ liairsl afortj the Sherra-nioor, — 

1 inind't as wool 's yestreen, 

1 was ii gilpey then, J'm sure 

I was na past fyftcen : 130 

Tlie simmer had lieoii cauld an' wal. 

An’ stuff was unco green ; 

An' aye a rantin' kirn we gat. 

An' just on IIallow<M‘n 

It fell that night. 


Our stib])le-rig was Hal) iM’(»raen. 

A ch'ver, stur<ly fallow : 

II is sin gat Fppi<* Sim wi* wean. 

'^riiat liv'd in Achniacalla : 
lie gat liem])-sts*d. I mind it weed. i^o 

An' li«* niiide uncf> liglit o'l : 

11 ut mony a day was ])y himsel. 

He was sa<‘ sairly tViglit<‘d 

That Vera night.’ 


Then u[» gat iechlin* daniie Fleck, 

An* he sw<i<»r by his consciiuice 
That li<‘ could saw liem[)-see<l a ]K*ck : 

For it was a' but nonsense : 

The auld guidman raiight down tin* pock. 

An' out a liaiidfii' gied him : 150 

Syne ba<l Iiiiii sli}) fra<‘ 'niang tlio folk, 

Sometime wh<*ii na^ ane see'd him, 

An' try't that night. 






lie marches thro’ amaiig the stacks, 
Tho’ he was something stia-tiii* : 
'I’he graip he for a liarrow taks, 

An’ liaurls at his ciirpin : 

An’ evVy now an' tlien, he says, 

^ IIenij>-seecl ! 1 saw iheo. 

^Vii' her that is to he juy lass 
Come after me iiii’ draw the«* 

As last this j light.’ 


He wliislled up J^ord liC'iinox' marcJi, 
keep his courage cheery ; 

Altlio’ his liair liegan to arch. 

He was sae tioy'd an’ eerie : 

Till pr(\sently he hears a s<pieak. 

An’ then a grane an' gruntle : 

He hy his shoiithor gae a keek. 

An' tumbl’d wi' a wintle 

Dut-owro that night. 


He roar'd a horrid murder-shout. 

In droadfu’ desperation! 

An’ young an' auld come rinnin' out. 

An' lu‘ar tlie sad narration : 

He swoor *twas hilchin Jean M‘Craw. 

Or croucliie iMerran Humphie. 

Till stop ! she trotted thro' them a' : 
An' wha was it but gruniphie 
Asteer that niglit I 


Meg fain wad to the barn gane 

To winn thrta' wechts o' naething : 
Hut for to meet the Deil her lane 
She pal but little faith in : 

She gies tlie herd a pickhi nits. 

And twa red-cheekit apples, 

Ti» watch, whih* for the barn she stds. 
In ho[a*s to see Tam Kipjiles 
That very night. 
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She turns the key wi’ caiinie thruw, 190 

An’ owre the threshold ventures ; 

But first on Sawnie gies a ca’, 

Syne bauldly in she enters ; 

A ratton rattl'd up the wa’, 

An' she cried ' Liord preserve lier ! * 

An’ ran thro’ inidden-hole an’ a', 

An’ pray’d wi’ zeal an’ fervour 
Fu’ fi\st that night. 


They hoy’t out Will, wi' sail* advice ; 

Tliey liecht him some fine braw ane ; 200 

It clianced the stack he faddom’d thrice 
Was timmer-prox)t for thrawiii' : 
lie taks a swirl ie auld moss-oak 
For some black gruesome Car Jin ; 

All’ loot a winze, an’ drew a stroke, 

Till skin in blypes cam haurlin’ 

Ail’s nieves that night. 


A wanton widow Leezie was, 

As cantie as a kittlin ; 

But och ! that night, amang tlie shaws, 210 

She gat a foarfu’ settlin’ ! 

Slie thro’ the whins, an’ by the cairn, 

An’ owre the hill gaed scri(»vin ’ ; 

Where three laird's lands met at a burn, 

To dip her left sark-sleevo in, 

Was ]>ent that night. 


Wliyh'S owre a linn tlu‘ burnie plays. 

As tliro’ the glen it wimjdcul ; 

Whyh»s round a rocky scaur it stniys ; 

Whyles in a wiel it dimj>h*d ; 223 

Whyles glitter'd to tlu‘ nightly rays, 

Wi’ bickering, dancing dazzle ; 

Whyles cookit underneath the braes, 

Below the spreading hazel, 

Unseen that niglit. 






Ainang tin* brackens on the brae. 

Between Inn* an' the moon. 

The Deil. or else an ontler quey. 

(lat up an' ,!^ae a croon : 

Poor Lt^ezie's heart inaist hi]) llie Jiool : 2^0 

Near lavTock height she junipit, 

But miss'd a ht. an' in the pool 
Out-owre the lugs she plumpit, 

Wi' a ]>lungi‘ that night. 


In order, on the clean h<*artli-stane. 

Tlie biggies tliree are ranged ; 

And every time great care is ta'en. 

1\) see them duly change<l : 

Auld uncle John, wha wtsllock’s joys 

Hill' Mar's year did desire. 240 

Because he gat the toom dish thrice, 
lie heav'd them on the lire 

In wrath that night. 


Wi' merry sangs, an* IViemlly crai-k^. 

1 wat thtw did na wc>ary ; 

^\nd unco tah‘s, an' funny jokes. 

Their s])orts were chea]) and clieta y : 
d'ill ])utter'd sow'ns, wi' fragrant lunl. 

Set ii’ their gabs a-steerin' : 

^Sym^ wi' a social glass o' struiit. J50 

They parted aff careerin' 

Fu’ blythe that night. 
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THE COTTER^S SATURDAY NIGHT, 


My lov'd, my honour'd, much respected friend ! 

No mcrconaiy hard his homage pays : 

Witli honest pride I scorn each scllish end, 

My dearest meed a friend's esteem and i)raise : 

To you I sing, in simple Scottish lays, 

Tlie lowl^^ train in life's sequester’d sceiui : 

The native feelings strong, the guileless ways ; 
What Aiken in a cottage would have been — 

Ah ! tho' his worth unknown, far happier there, 1 ween. 


November chill blaws loud wi' angry sough ; 

Tlie short’ning winter-day is n<‘ar a close ; 

The miry beasts retreating frao the j>leugh ; 

The black’ning trains o’ craws to their rei>ose ; 

The toil-worn Cotter frae his labour goes, 

This night his weekly moil is at an end, 

Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his hoes. 
Hoping the morn in ease and rest to spend. 

And weary, o'er tho moor, his course does hamoward bend 


At length his lonely cot appears in view, 

Beneath tho shelter of an ag(‘d trt'e : 

Th’ exx^ectant wee things, tod<llin', staclnu’ through 
To meet their Dad, wi’ ilichterin' noise an' glee. 
His wee lut ingle, blinkin bonnilie. 

His clean hearth-stane, his thrifty Avilie's smile, 
The lisping inhmt x>i’iittling on his knt‘e. 

Does a’ his weaiy kiaugli and care beguile. 

An’ makes him quite forget his labour an’ his toil. 


Belyve, the elder bairns come drai>i>ing in. 

At service out, ainang the farmers roun’ ; 
Some ca’ the xdeugh, some herd, some ton tie riii 
A cannie errand to a neibor town : 
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Their eldest hope, their Jenny, woman-grown, 

In youthfii’ bloom, love Bjiarkling in her e'o, 

Comes hame, j)erhaps to shew a braw new gown, 

Or deposite her sair-won penny-fee, 

1*0 hell) her parents dear, if they in hardship be. 

With joy unfeign'd brothers and sisters meet. 

An' each for other’s weelfare kindly spiers : 

The social hours, swift-wing’d, unnoticed fleet ; 

Each tells the uncos that ho sees or hears ; 40 

The parents, i)artial, eye their hopeful years ; 
Anticipation forward points the view. 

The mother, wi’ her needle an’ her sheei's, 

Gars auld claes look amaist as weel 's the new ; 

Hie father mixes a' wi' admonition due. 


Their master's an* their mistress's command. 

The younkers a' are warned to obey; 

An’ mind their labours wi’ an eydent hand. 

An’ ne’er, tho’ out o’ sight, to jauk or play : 

• And O ! ])e sure to fear the Lord alway, 50 

An’ mind your duty. duly, morn an’ night ! 

Lest in temptation's path ye gang astray. 

Implore Ilis counsel and assisting might : 
fhey never sought in vain that sought the Lord aright !’ 

Lilt hark ! a rap i onies gently to tin* door ; 

Jenny, wha kens the meaning o' the same, 

Tells how a neibor lad cam o’er the moor, 

To do some errands, and convoy her hame. 

Tho wily mother sees the conscious flame 
Sparkle in Jenny's i}\\ and flush her cheek ; 60 

Wi’ heart-struck anxious care, inquires his name, 
While Jenny hafflins is afraid to speak ; 
y eel pleased tlie mother hears it's nae wild worthless rake. 


Wi’ kindly welcome, Jenny brings him ben ; 

A strapjDin’ youth ; he takes the mother's eye ; 
Blythe Jenny sees tho visit's no ill ta en ; 

The father cracks of hoi*ses, pleughs, and kye. 
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The youngster's artless heart o'erfiows wi’ joy. 

But blate and laithfu’, scarce can weel behave : 

The mother, wi a woman's wiles, can spy 70 

What makes the youth sae bashfu* an’ sae gravo ; 
Weel-pleased to think her bairn 's respected like the lave. 


O happy love ! where love like this is found 
O heart-felt raptures ! bliss beyond compare ! 

I've paced much this weary mortal round, 

And sage experience bids me this declar(»- 
‘ If Heaven a draught of heavenly jdeasure spare, 
One cordial in this melancholy vale, 

'Tis when a youthful, loving, modest pair 
In other's arms breathe out the tender tale, So 

Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the evening gah‘.' 


Is there, in human form, that ))ears a heart — 

A wretch, a villain, lost to lov(* and truth — 

That can, with stiulied, sly, ensnaring art. 

Betray sweet Jenny's unsuspc‘cting youth? 

CHirse on his perjur'd arts, dissembling smooth ! 

Are honour, virtu<‘, conscience, all <*xird ? 

Is there no pity, no relenting ruth. 

Points to tin* par<*nts fondling o'<‘r their cliild ? 

Then i)aints the ruin'd maid, ainl (heir distraction wihl ? yo 

Uut now llio .'iUpiH»r irowns lln^ir siinph* )>oard. 

The halosonn* parritch, chi<*f <»f Scotia's food : 

The sowpe their only hawkif* does ahord. 

That 'yont the hallaii snugly chows hvv cood ; 

The dame brings forth in comj)liinental mooil. 

To grace the lad, hc*r wt*el-hain'd k(*bbuck, fell ; 

And aft he 's prost, and aft he ca's it good ; 

The frugal witie, gariidous, will toll 
How ’twas a towmond auld sin’ lint was i' tht> bell. 


Tin? cheerfu’ suppiu* done, wi' serious face ico 

They round tin? ingle form a circle wide ; 

The sire turns o'er, wi' patriarclial gr«ace, 

The big ha’-bible, anco his father's jnlde : 
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His bonnet revVently is laid aside*, 

His lyart haifots wearing thin an' bare ; 

Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide — 

He wales a poition with judicious care, 

And ‘ Let us worshix> God ! ’ he says witli solemn air. 

They chant their artless notes in simple guise ; 

They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim : i lo 
Perhaps Dundee's wild warbling measures rise, 

Or plaintive Martyrs, worthy of the name ; 

Or noble Elgin beets the heav'nward flame, 

The sweetest far (if Scotia's holy lays : 

Compared with these, Italian trills are tame ; 

The tickled ears no In^artfelt raptures raise ; 

Na«* unison hac* they with our Creator's praise*. 

The priest-like father reads the sacred x>age. 

How Abram was the triend of God on high ; 

Or Moses bade* eternal warfare wage 120 

With Amah‘k's ungracious progeny ; 

Or how the loyal bard did groaning lie 
Pencath the stroke of Heaven's avenging ire ; 

Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing cry: 

Or rapt Isaiah's wild seraphic fire ; 

Or otlun* holy s(‘<*rs that turn* tla* saciuMl lyre. 

Perhaps the Christian volume is th<* tlieme. 

How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed : 

How Ho who bore iii Heavt*n the s(‘cond name 

H.ad not on earth whereon to lay His head ; i.^o 

How His first followers and servants sped ; 

The 2 >r(*c(*pts sagt^ they wrote to many a land : 

How hi*, was lone in Patinos banished. 

Saw in the sun a mighty angid stand. 

And heard great Bab* Ion's doom pronounced by Heaven's 
(‘oinmand. 

Then kneeling down to Heaven's Eternal King 
The saint, the father, and the husband prays : 

Hope ‘ springs exulting on triumphant wing ' 

That thus they all sliall meet in future days : 
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There ever bask in iinereatetl rays, 140 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear. 

Together hymning their Creator’s praise, 

In such society, yet still more dear ; 

While circling Time moves round in an eternal sphere. 


Compared with this, how poor Religion’.s pride, 

In all the pomp of method and of art, 

When men display to congregations wide 
Devotion’s every grace, oxcex>t the heart ! 

The Power, incensed, the j)ag(^ant will des(u*t. 

The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stoic; 150 

But hai)ly, in some eottaigo far a]>art. 

May hear, well pleased, the language of the soul : 

And in His Book of Life the inmates poor enrol. 

^0733 

Then homeward all taki^ off their several way : 

The youngling cottagers retire to rest : 

The parent-pair their secret homage pay, 

And proffer up to Heav'n the warm request. 

That lie who stills the raven’s clamorous nest. 

And decks the lily fair in flowcuy x>i‘ide, 

Would, in tlu‘ way His wisdom sees the best, i6o 
For them and for their little ones j^rovide ; 

But chiefly in their hearts witii grace diviiu‘ jiri'side. 


From scenes like these old Scotia’s grandt*ur siblings. 
That makes her loved at home, reveri^d abroatl ; 
Princes and lords are but th<^ breath of kings, 

^An honest man's the noblest work of God:' 

And certes, in fair virtue’s lu'avtmly road, 

The cottage leaves the x)alace far behind ; 

What is a lordling's pomj) ? a cumbrous load. 
Disguising oft the wretch of human kind, 173 

Studied in arts of ludl, in wickedness nTih'd ! 

O Scotia ! my dear, my native soil ! 

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is scuit ! 
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil 

Be blest with health, and 2>eace. and sweed eontenl I 
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And O may Heaven their simple lives prevent 
From luxury’s contagion, weak and vile ; 

Then, howe’er crowns and coronets be rent, 

A virtuous populace may rise the while, 179 

(Viul stand a wall of fire around their much-loved isle. 


O Thou ! who i>oured the patriotic tide 

That streamed thro’ Wallace’s undaunted lieart, 
Who dared to nobly stem tyrannic pride, 

Or nobly die — the second glorious part, 

(The patriot’s God, peculiarly thou art. 

His friend, inspire r, guardian, and reward !) 

O never, never, Scotia's realm desert ; 

But still the i>atriot, and the patriot-bard, 

[n bright succession raise, her ornament and guard ! 


THE HOLY FAIR. 


tube of s€<}nin(t it nth and tinst 
Hid (ra/ttj ohst I ration ; 
y\n(l seaef hn.if/f with jioisofd crnsf^ 

Thi dirk of difamatioii : 

A mask that like the yotytt show'd, 
Jh/t-ranjing on the 2ngeon : 

And for a mantle large and broad. 

He nrapt him in religion. 

IIvrocuisY A i.A Mode, 


Upon a simmer Sunday morn, 

When Nature’s face is fair, 

I walkt?d forth to view the corn. 

An’ snuff the caller air. 

The risin’ sun, owro Galston muirs, 

Wi’ glorious light was glintin' ; 

The hares were hirplin’ down the furi*s. 
The lav’roeks they were chantin’ 

Fu' sweet that day. 
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Aft lightsomely I glowr’<l abroad, 

To see fi scene sae gay, 

Three hizzies, early at the road, 

Cam skolpiii' np the way. 

Twa had maiiteeles o’ dolefu’ black, 
But ane wi’ lyart lining ; 

The third, that gaed a wee a-back, 
Was in the fafthion shining 

Fii' gay that day. 


The twa ai^pearM like sisters twin. 

In feature, form, an' elaes ; 

Their visage wither'd, lang an' thin. 
An’ ftcmr as ony slaes : 

The third cam up. hap-stap-an'“low[>. 

Aft light as ony lam hie, 

An’ wi’ a cMirchie low did stoo]). 

As soon as e'er she saw in(% 

Fu' kind that day. 


Wi’ bonnet iifr, quoth T. * ►Swecd lass, 

I think ye seem to ken me : 

I’m sure I've S(‘en that lM)nnit' iac«‘. 

But yet 1 canna name ye.* 

Quo’ slie, an’ laugliin’ as she spak. 

An’ taks ino by the hands, 

• Ve, foi* iny sake, hao gi’<*n the feck 
Of a’ tli(' t<*n commands 

A scribed some day. 

‘My name is Fun — your crony dear. 

The nearest friend ye liae ; 

An’ this is Superstition h(*re. 

An’ that ’s Hypocrisy. 

I’m gauii to Mauchline Holy Fair, 

To si>end an hour in daffin' : 
din ye’ll go tliere, yon runkled pair, 

We will get famous laughin' 

At them this day.’ 




^aiv. 3:i 


vjvioth I, ‘ Wi’ .V my heart, I’ll do’t ; 

I'll j^et my Sunday’s sark on, 

An’ meet you on the holy spot ; 

Faith, we’sG hae fine remarkin’ 1 ’ 

Then I gaed hamo at crowd ie- time, 50 

An’ soon I made me ready ; 

For roads were clad, frae side to side, 

Wi’ mony a wearie bodio 

In droves that day. 


Hero farmers gash in ridin’ graith 
Gaed hoddin’ by their cotteis ; 

There swankies young in braw liraid-claitli 
Are springin’ owro the gutters. 

The lasses, skeli>iu’ barefit, thrang, 

In silks an’ scarlets glitter, 60 

Wi’ sweet-milk cheese, in mony a whang. 

An’ farls bak'd wi’ butter, 

Fu’ crumx> that day. 


When by the plate wo sot our nose, 

Weel heaped up wi’ ha’pence, 

A greedy glow’r Black Bonnet throws. 

An’ we maun draw our tippenc(‘. 

Then in we go to see the show : 

On ev’ry side they're gath’rin’ ; 

Some carryin' deals, some chairs an’ stools, 70 

An’ some are busy bletli’riii’ 

Bight loud that day. 


Here stands a shed to fond the show’rs, 

All’ screen our country gentry ; 

There racer Jess an’ twa-three whores 
Are blinkin’ at the entry. 

Hero sits a raw o’ tittlin’ jades, 

Wi’ heavin’ breasts an’ bare neck, 

An’ there a batch o’ wabster lads, 

Blackguardin’ frao Kilmarnock So 

For fun this day. 


c 
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Here some are thinkin’ on thoir sins, 

An’ some npo’ their claes ; 

Ane curses feet that fylM his shins, 

Aiiithcr sighs an prays : 

On this hand sits a chosen swatch, 

WL’ screw’d up, grace-proud faces ; 

On that a sot o’ chaps, at watch, 

Thrang winkin’ on the lasses 

To chairs that day. 90 


O happy is that man an' hlost ! 

Nae wonder that it pride him ! 

Wha’s ain dear lass, that he likes -host, 
Comes clinkin’ down iussido liim ! 

Wi’ arm repos’d on the chair-hack 
He sweetly docs compose liim ; 

Which, by degrees, slips round luu* neck, 
An *s loof upon her bosom, 

I^nkcnird that day. 


Now a' th(' congregation o’er 100 

Is silent expectation ; 

For Moodie speels the holy door, 

Wi’ tidings o’ damnation. 

Should Hornie, as in ancient days, 

’Mang sons o’ Cod present him. 

The very sight o’ Hoodie’s fact* 

To ’s ain liet hame liad sent him 

Wi’ fright that day. 


Hear how he clears the points o’ faith 

Wi’ rattlin’ an’ wi’ thumpin’ ! no 

Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath, 

Ho ’s stami)in’ an’ he *s jumj)in’ I 
His lengthen’d chin, his turned-up snout, 

His eldritch squeal an’ gestures, 

O how they fire tho heart devout, 

Like cantharidian plaisters, 

On sic a day ! 
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But, hark ! the tent has changVl its voice ; 

There ’s peace an’ rest nae langer ; 

For a’ the real judges rise, 120 

They canna sit for anger. 

Smith opens out his cauld harangues, 

On practice and on morals ; 

An’ aft* the godly pour in thrangs 
To gie the jars an’ barrels 

A lift that day. 


What signifies his barren •shine 
Of moral pow’rs an’ reason ? 

His English style an’ gesture fine 

Are a’ clean out o’ season. 130 

Like Socrates or Anton ine, 

Or some auld i3agan Heathen, 

The moral man he does define, 

But ne'er a word o’ faith in 

Tliat 's right that day. 


In guid time comes an antidote 
Against sic poison’d nostrum; 

For Peebles, frae the water-fit, 

Ascends the holy rostrum : 

Hee, up he 's got tlie word o’ God, 140 

An’ meek an’ mini has view’d it, 

While Common Sense has ta’en the road, 

An’ aft*, an’ uj) the Cowgato 

Fast, fast, that day. 


Wee Miller, neist, the Guard relieves, 

All' Orthodoxy raibles, 

Tho’ in his heart he weel believes. 

An’ thinks it auld wives’ fables: 

But, faith ! the birkie wants a Manse, 

So cannilio he hums them ; 150 

Altho’ his carnal wit an’ sense 
Like hafflins-wise o'ercomes him 

At times that day. 


c 2 
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Now, butt an’ l>en, tho Change-hoube fills, 
Wi’ yill-caup Commentators ; 

Hero’s crying out for bakes an’ gills, 

An’ there tho pint-stowp clatters ; 

While thick an’ thrang, an’ loud an’ lang, 
Wi’ logic, ail’ wi’ Scripture, 

Thej^ raise a din, that in the end 
Is like to breed a rupture 

O* wrath that day. 


Leeze me on drink ! it giVs us mair 
Ilian oitlu'i* school or college : 

It kindles ^\it, it waukens lair, 

It pangs us foil o’ knowledge. 

Bo't whisky gill, or penny wheep. 

Or ony stronger potion. 

It never fails, on drink in’ deep. 

To kittle up our notion 

l^y night or day. 


The lads an’ lassi s, blytliely bent 
To mind baith said an’ body. 

Sit round the tabli*, weel content. 

An’ steia* about the toddy. 

On this ane’s dress, an' that ane’s leiik, 
They’re inakin observations ; 

While some are cosy i’ the neiik. 

An’ formin’ assignations 

To moot some day. 


But now the Lord’s ain trumpet touts, 

Till a’ the hills are railin’, 

An’ echoes back return the shoutH ; 

Black Kiissel is na sparin’ : 

His piercing words, like Highlan’ swords, 
Divide tho joints |in’ marrow ; 

Ilis talk o’ Hell, where devils dwell, 

Our very * sauls does harrow * 

Wi’ fright that day 
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A vast, iinbottom'd, boundless x)it, 190 

Fill’d fou o’ lowin’ brunstane, 

Wha’s ragin’ flame, an’ scorchiu’ heat. 

Wad melt the hardest whuu-stane ! 

The hall-asleep start up wi' fear 
An’ think they hear it roarin’, 

When i:)resently it does appear 
*T\vas but some neebor snorin’ 

Asleep that day. 


’Twad be owre lang a tale to tell 

How 1110113^ stories past, 200 

An' how the}’" erowdtHl to th<' 3"ilh 
When tln‘3" were a’ dismist : 

How drink gaed roiind, in cogs an’ oanps, 

Amang the fiirms and benches ; 

An’ chees<* an’ bri*ad, frae wom<‘n*s laps. 

Was dealt al)out in lunches. 

An’ dawds that daj’. 


In comes a gawsie, gasli gui<lwite. 

An' sits down bv the lire, 

Sy-ne draws hei* kt‘b])uck an' hei- knife : jio 

The lasses tlnw an* sh^er. 

The auld giiidineii, about tlie grace. 

Frae side to side the^^ })othei\ 

’Fill some ane bv his bonnet lajs. 

An' gi’i'S them’t like a i<*ther, 

Fu’ lang that day. 


Waesucks ! for him that gets nae lass. 

Or lasses that hao naething ! 

Sma’ need has ho to say u grace. 

Or inelvio hia braw claithing ! ->20 

O wives, bo inindfu’, anco y^oursel 
How bonnie lads yo wanted, 

An’ dinna for a kebbuck-heel 
Lot lasses be attronied 

On sic a day I 
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Now Clinkumbell, wi' rattlin’ tow, 

Begins to jow an’ croon ; 

Some swagger hanio the best they clow, 
Some wait the aftornoon. 

At slaps tho billies halt a blink, 

Till lassos strip their shoon : 

Wi’ faitli an’ hope, an’ love an’ drink. 
They’re a’ in famous tune 

For crack that day. 

How mony li<‘ar(s this day converis 
O’ siniK-rs and o’ lasses ! 

Their hearts o' stane. gin iiight, art' gane 
As saft as ony llesh is. 

There ’s some an* foil o’ love divine'. 

There ’s somi* are fou o’ brandy : 

An’ mony jobs that day begin, 

May end in hoiighmagandit' 

Some i tiler day. 


THE TWA DOGS. 

’Twas in that }»lace o' Scotland’s i>.Ie, 
That bears the naintj o' auld King Foil. 
Upon a bonnio <lay in Jiims 
When wearin’ througli the aftornoon. 
Twa dogs, that won*na thrang at haiiie. 
Forgather’d anco upon a time. 


Tho first I'll name, lh(*y ca’d him Caesar, 
Was keepit for his Honour’s pleasurt' ; 

Hi’s hair, his size, Iiis mouth, liis lugs, 
Show’d lie w«‘i.s nano o’ Scotland’s dogs. 

But whalpit some jilaco far abroad, 

Whore sailors gang to fish for coil. 

His locked, lett<*r’d, braW lirass collar, 
Shew’d him the gentleman and scholar ; 


230 
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But though ho was o’ high dogreo, 

Th(' ficnt ii x^rido, nae x^^’ido had ho ; 

But wad hac spent ano hour caressin’ 

B’eii wi' a tinklor-gq^sy’s messan : 

At kirk or market, mill or smiddie, 

Nao tawlod tyke, though e’er sae duddio, 20 

But ho wa<l stand as glad to see him. 

An’ stroan’d on stanes an’ hillocks wi’ him. 

The tithor was a x^loughman's collie, 

A rhyjning, ranting, raving hillio ; 

Wha for liis frit'ud and comrade had him, 

And in his freaks had Luath caM him. 

After some dog in Highland sang. 

Was luadt' lang syn<» I^ord knows how lang. 

II<‘ was a gash an' faith fu* tyke. 

As evor lap a sheugh or dyke : 

Jlis honest, sonsi<‘, hawsent lace 
Aye gat him frii^ids in ilka place. 

His hreast wa ^ white, his iousii‘ hack 
\Vo<‘l clad wi' coat o' glossy hlack : 

His gawsit' tail, wi' upward curl. 

Hung o'er his hurdii‘s wi' a swirl. 

Nae douht hut they were lain o' it her. 

And unco x^i^ek and thick ihegitluu' : 

Wi' social nose whyh‘S snulf'd and snowkit : 
Whyles mice and moudic'worts they howkil : 40 

Whylos scour'd awa in lang excursion. 

And W’orrii*d itlior in diversion ; 

Until wi' dalliii' weary grown, 

Ux>on a knowe they sat them down. 

And there began a lang digression 
About the lords i>f the cri'ation. 

<Ai:sAK. 

I’ve aften w’’ondorM, honest Luath, 

What sort o' life x'^uor <logs like you have ; 

An' wlien the gentry's life I saw. 

What way bodies liv'd ava. 


50 
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Our Ljiircl gets in his i*ack6d j’ents, 

His coals, his kain, and a’ his stents ; 

Ho rises when ho likes himsel’ ; 

His flunkies answer at the bell : 
lie ca's his coach ; he ca’s his horse ; 

He draws a bonny silken purse 

As lang ’s my tail, where, through the steeks, 

The yellow-1 etter'd Geordie keeks. 

Frae morn to eVn it 's nought l)ut toiling 
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling ; 

And though the gentry first are stechiir. 

Yet e'en tlie lia’ folk All their pechan 
Wi’ sauce, ragouts, and sic like trashtrie. 
That's little sliort o’ downright wastrie. 

Our whipp(*r-in, wee blast! t wonncr ! 

Poor worthless elf! it t'ats a dinner 
Better than ony tenant man 
His Honour has in ii" the Ian' ; 

An’ what poor cot-folk pit their j)ainch in, 

I own it 's past my comproh(‘iision. 

LX" ATT r. 

Trowtli, Caesar, wh\h‘s thi‘y're fash'd emuigli : 
A cottar howkin’ in a sheugh, 

Wi' dirty stanos biggin' a dyke, 
flaring a quarry, ami sic ]ik<‘ ; 

Ilimstd', a wile. In* thus sustain-^, 

A smytrio o' wee dmhly ^^eans, 

And nouglit but his han'-darg to Lc<*p 
Them right ami tight in Ihack ami raj)e. 

And when tluy met*t ^^i' sair disasters, 

Jjike loss o’ his-dth. or an ant o' masters. 

Ye maist Avad think, a wee touch lang<‘r 
And they maun star\e o' cauhl and huiig<u- : 
But how it comes 1 jiever kent yet. 

They're maistly wonderfu' contiuited ; 

An' l)uirdly chi<‘ls and clever hizzies 
^Vre bred in sic a way as this is. 

( Ai:sAH. 

But then, to see how yi‘'r<‘ negleckit. 

Hoav hufl’d, and ciift'd, and disres]»<‘ckit. 
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Lord, man It oiir gentiy care sae little 
For delvers, ditchers and sic cattle ; 

They gang as saucy by poor folk 
As I wad by a stinking brock. 

I’ve noticed, on our Laird’s court-day, 
An’ mony a time my heart’s been wao, 
Poor tenant bodies, scant o’ cash, 

How they maun thole a factor's snash ; 
He'll stamp and threaten, curse and swear, 
He’ll apprehend them, poind their gear : 
While they maun stan’, wi' aspect humble. 
An’ hear it a’, an’ fear an' tremble ! 

T see how folk live that hae riches ; 

Put surely poor folk maun bo wretches I 

LUATH. 

Tluy're no' sae wretched 's an«' wa<l think. 
Though constantly on poortith's ])rink : 
They're sae accustom'd wi’ the sight. 

The view o't gi'es them little fright. 

Then chance and foituno are sae guided. 
They’re aye in l(‘ss or mail* j>rovided ; 

An’ though fatigued ni' close employment, 
A blink o’ rest 's a swe4*t <*njoyment. 

The dearest comfort o' their livi''^. 

Their grushie Avt^ans an’ faithfu' wives : 

The prattling things are just their i>rid<>. 
TJiat sweetens a’ their iiri*sid<'. 

And whyhs twalpeiiny-worth o' na]>py 
Can inak the Ixxliivs unco ha]>py ; 

They lay aside their private cares 
To mind tho Kirk and Ptate alTairs : 
They'll talk o' j)atronago and prit'sts, 

Wi’ kindling fury iu their breasts ; 

Or tell what new taxation's coinin’, 

And fm*liti at tho folk in Lon'on. 

As bleak-faced Hallowmas returns 
They get tho jovial rantin’ kirns. 

When rural life o’ every station 
Unite in common n^creation ; 

Love blinks. Wit slaps, and social Mirth 
Forgets there's Care upo' the eartli. 
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That merry clay the year begins 
They bar the door on frosty win’s; 130 

The nappy recks wi’ mantling ream, 

And sheds a heart-inspiring steam ; 

The luntin’ pipe and sneeshin’-mill 
Are liandecl round wi' right giide-will ; 

The canty auld folk crackin' crouse, 

The young anes ranting through the lioiise — 

My lieart lias ]>een sac fain to see them 
That I for joy htxo barkit wi’ them. 

' Still it 's owre true that ye hae >said, 

Sic game is now owre aften play'd. i^o 

There 's mony a creditable stock 
O' decent, honest, fawsont folk. 

Are riven out baith root and branch 
Some rascal's pridefu' greed to <piench, 

Wha thinks to knit himsel the faster 
In favour wi’ some gentle master, 

\Ylia, aiblins, thrang a-i)arliamontin*. 

For Britain's glide his saul iiidentin 


C'AKSAK. 

Ilaith, lad. >'<• little ken about it; 

For Britain's glide!— guid faith! I doubt it! 150 
Say rath<*r, gaun as Premiers load him, 

Ami saying ay f>r no ’s they bid him I 
At op(*ras and plays parading. 

Mortgaging, gambling, iiiascpierading. 

Or niayb(‘, in a frolic daft. 

To Hague or Palais taks a Avaft, 

To niak(* a tour, an' tak a Avhirl. 

To learn hon ton an' see the worl’. 

There, at Vienna, or Vi rsailles, 

He rives his father's auld iuitails ; lOo 

Or by Madrid he tak<^s the rout, 

To thrum guitars and h^cht wi' nowt ; 

Or doAvn Italian vista startles, 

Wliorediunting amang groves o’ myrtles ; 

Then bouses dnimly Oerman wat(»r, 

To make hinisor look fair and fatter, 

And clear the consecpieiitial sorrows. 

Love-gifts of Carnival signoras. 
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For Britain’s glide ! — for her destruction ! 

Wr dissipation, feud, and faction! 170 

LUATH. 

Hech man ! dear sirs ! is that the gaic^ 

They waste sae mony a braw estate ? 

Ar<i we sae foughten and harass'd 
For gear to gang tliat gate at last ? 

0 would they stay aback frae courts, 

An' jdease thems(dvc\s wi' countiy sports. 

It wad for every an<‘ b<i better. 

The laird, tlie t(‘iiant, an’ the cotter ! 

For thae frank, rantin’, ramblin’ l)illies, 

Fient haet o’ them 's ill-hearted hdlows : iSo 

Except for breakin' o' their timiner, 

Or speaking lightly o' their limmer, 

Or shootin’ o’ a hare or moor-cock. 

Th<‘ ne'er-abit they'n* ill to poor folk. 

Bui will ye tell me. Master Caesar ? 

Sure great folk's life 's a life o' ph^asun^ : 

Nat‘ cauld noi* hunger e'er can steer tlnan, 

'riui very thought o't netMlna fear tliem. 

( AKSAK. 

Lord, man, wine ye but whyles wh<*re I am. 

The gentles y<* Avad ni‘'«*r <nivv 't*in, i(>o 

It’s true, they needna starve or sweat. 

Thro' winter's cauld or simmer s heat ; 

They've nae sair wark to craze their banes^ 

An' till auld age wi' grips an' granes : 

But human bodies art* sic fools. 

For a’ their colleges and schools. 

That when nat* real ills pt*rple\ them, 

Tht*y makt* onow tht*inst‘lves to vex them. 

An’ ayo the lt‘ss Iht'y hat* to sturt them. 

In like ])roi>ortit)n less will hurt them. 200 

A country fellt)W at the pleugh, 
llis acres till’d, he ’s right eneugh ; 

A country lassie at her wht*el, 

Her dizzens done, she 's unct> weel ; 

But gentlemen, an’ ladies wai*st, 

Wi’ ev’ndown want o’ wark are curst. 
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They loiter, loiiiigiiig, Isink, uiid lazy ; 

Though de'il liuct ails thorn, yot uneasy ; 

Their days insix>id, dull and tasteless ; 

Their nights unquiet, lang, and restless. 210 

And e'en their sports, their halls, and races, 

Their galloi^ing through i)ublic places ; 

There 's sic parade, sic pomp and art. 

The joy can scar<*ely reach the heart. 

The men cast out in party matches, 

Then sowther a’ in deep debauches : 

Ae night they’re mad wi' <lrink and whoring, 

Neist day their life is past enduring. 

The ladies arm-in-arm, in clusters. 

As great and gracious a' as sisters : 220 

But hear their absent thoughts o’ itlier. 

They're a’ run de'ils and jades thegithei’. 

Whyles. owre the wee bit cup and platie. 

They sip the scandal-potion pretty ; 

Or lee-lang nights, wi' crabbit leiiks. 

Pore owre the devil's picture^ l>euks ; 

Stake on a chance a farmer's sta(*k-yard. 

And cheat like ony unhang'd l)]ackguard. 

There *s som<‘ exception, man and woman ; 

But this is gentry's life in common. 2;,^ 


By this the sun was out o' sight. 

And darker gloamin ]>roug}it the night ; 
The Inim-clock liummM wi' lazy droiio. 
The kye stood rowtin' i* the loan ; 

When up they gat and shook their lugs. 
Rejoiced they werena men but dogs ; 
And each took aff his s(‘veral way, 
Resolved to meet some it her day. 
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THE BRIGS OF AYR. 

The simple Bard, rough at the rustic plough, 

Ijciirning his tuneful trade from every bougli ; 

The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush, 

Hailing the setting sun, sweet, in the green thorn hush; 
TJie soaring lai’k, the perching red-breast shrill. 

Or deep-ton'd plovers gray, wihl-whistling o'er the hill ; 
Shall ho, nurst in the peasant's lowly shed. 

To hardy indei:)endence bravely bretl. 

By early tx^verty to hardship steel'd. 

And train'd to arms in stern Misfortune's field.-- lo 

Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes, 

The servih\ mercenary Swiss of rhymes ? 

Or labour hard the panegyric close. 

With all the venal soul of dedicating j)rose? 

No ! though his arth‘ss strains he rudely sings. 

And throws his hand uncouthly o'er the strings. 

Ho glows with all the s])irit of the Bard, 

Fame, hoiu'st fame, his great, his dear reward. 

Still, if some patron's generous care ln‘ trace. 

Skill'd in tho secret to bestow with grace ; 20 

WIk^u Ballantyne l^efriends his humble name 
And hands the rustic strangt-r up to fame. 

With heartfelt throes his gratiTul Ijosoin swells. 

The godlike bliss, to give, alone excels. 


'Twas when the stacks get on their winter-hap. 
And thack and rape securt* tin* toil-won crap : 
Potatoe-bings are snugged up frae skaith 
O' coming Winter's biting, frosty breath : 

The bees, reji>icing o'er their summer toils, 
Unnumbor'd buds an’ lloweis’ delicious spoils, 
Scal'd up with frugal care in massive waxen piles, 
Ai*o doom'd by Man, that tyrant o'er the weak. 
Tlio death o’ devils, smoor'd wi' brimstone reek ; 
'fho thiind' ring guns are heard on ov'ry side, 

^rhe wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide ; 
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The feather'd field-mates^ bound by Nature’s tie, 

Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie: 

(Wliat warm, poetic heart, but inly bleeds. 

And execrates man’s savage, ruthless deeds !) 

Nae mair the fiow'r in field or meadow springs ; 40 

Nae mail* the grove with airy concert rings, 

Excej^t perhaps the Eobiii’s whistling glee. 

Proud o’ the heiglit o’ some bit halt'-lang tree : 

The hoary morns precede the sunny days, 

Mild, calm, serene, wide* S}>reads tin* noontide blaze. 
While thick the gossamour waves wanton in the rays. 

’Twas in that season wIhui a simple Bard. 

Unknown and poor, siini^licity's rewanl, 

Ae night, within the ancient l)rugh of Ayr, 

By whim inspir'd, or liaply prest wi' (*are, 50 

lie left his bed and took his wayward route. 

And down by Sim])Son's whecd'd the left about : 
(Whether iinpell'd ])y all-directing Fate*, 

To witness what 1 after shall narrate ; 

Or whether, rapt in meditation high, 

lie wander’d out he knew not Avherc' nor why :) 

Tlie drowsy Dungeon clock had number'd two. 

And Wallace Tower had sworn the fact was true : 

The tide-swoln Firth, wi’ sullen-sounding roar. 

Through the still night dash'<l hoars(‘ along tlu‘ shore : 60 
All else was hush'd as Nature's closed e'o ; 

The silent moon shone high o'er tow'r and tree : 

The chilly frost, Ixuieath th(‘ silver b(*am. 

Crept, gently-crusting, owre tlu‘ glittering stream 
When, lo ! on eitluu* hand the list'ning Bard, 

The clanging sough of whistling wings is ln*ard ; 

Two dusky forms dart thro’ tlu' midnight air. 

Swift as the gos drives on the wheeling ban* ; 

Ano on th’ Auld Brig his airy shajK* upn^ars, 

Th(‘ ithor flutters o’er the rising ])iers : 70 

Our warlock Bhymer instantly d(\scried 

The Spriti'S that owre the Brigs of Ayr ]^r(*sidc‘. 

(That Bards are second-sighted is nae jokt‘. 

And ken the lingo of the sp’ritual fidk ; 

Fays, Spunku'S, Kelpies, a', they can i‘xplain th(*m. 

And ov’n tlK‘ very deils they brawly ken them.) 
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Brig Appear’d o’ ancient Pictish race, 

The very wrinkles Gothic in his face ; 

lie seem’d as he wi’ Time had warstl’d lang, 

Yet, teiighly douro, he l^ade an unco )>ang. 

Kew Brig was bfiskit, in a braw new coal, 

That he, at Lon’on, frae ano Adams got : 

111 ’s hand five taper staves as smooth ’s a bead, 

Wi’ virls an’ wliirlygigums at the head. 

The Goth was stalking round Avith anxious search, 
Si)ying the time-Avorn Haavs in oA^Ty arcli : 

It chanc'd liis mw-como neebor took his e'e. 

And (*'en a A'ex'd and angry lioart liad he ! 

Wi’ thi<‘\’eless sneer to see his modish mh^n, 
lie, down the Avater, gies him this guid-een 

AULn BRIG. 

I doubtna, frieu*, ye'll think ye're nae sheep-shank. 
Alice yo Avero strcs'kit owre frae bank to bank ! 

But gin ye be a biig as auld as mo — 

Tho', faith ! that date, I doubt, ye'll mwer see — 
Then^'ll be, it’ that day come. I'll Avad a boddle. 

Some f<‘wer Avhigmale(‘ries in your noddle. 

NEAV BRKi. 

Auld Vandal ! ye but show your little mense. 
dust much about it Avi’ your scanty sense : 

Will your poor narrow foot-path of a street. 

Where twa Avhoel-barroAVs tremble Avhen they meet. 
Your ruin'd formless bulk o’ slane and lime, 

C^omparo Avi’ lioniiio brigs o’ modern time? 

Tluuo 's men of taste Avou'd tak the Ducat stream, 
Tho’ they should cast the A^ory sark and SAvim, 

Bre they Avould grate their feelings Avi’ the vioAA" 

G' si(‘ an ugly (totliic hulk as yt)u. 

ArLI> BRIO. 

Conceited goAvk ! puff'd u]> Avi' Avindj^ pride ! 

This mony a year I've stood tho flood an' tide ; 

And tho' Avi’ crazy eild I'm sair forfairn. 

I'll be a brig, Avhen ye’re a shaj^eless cairn ! 
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As yet yo little ken about the matter, 

But twa-lhree Avintcrs will inform yo bettor. 

When heavy, dark, continued, a*-day rains, 

Wi’ deepening? deluges overflow the plains ; 

When from the hills where springs the brawling Coil, 
Or stately Liigar’s mossy fountains boil. 

Or where Iho Greenock winds his moorland course, 

Or liaunttHl Carpal draws his feidjlc source. 

Arous'd by l)lust’ring winds an’ spotting thowcs, 

In inony a torrent down the snaw-broo rowes ; 

While crashing ice, borne on the roaring spate, 

Sweej^s dams, an’ mills, an’ brigs, a’ to the gate ; 

And from Glenbuck, down to the Rat ton-key, 

Auld Ayr is just one lengthen'd, tumbling sea : 

Then down ye'll hurl, deil nor ye never rise ! 

And dash the gumlie jaups up to the iM)uring skies I 
A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost, 

That architecture's noble art is lost ! 

NEW BRIO. 

Fine architecture, trowth, I needs must say't o't. 

The Lord be thankit that w(*’ve tint tin* gat(‘ o't ! 
Gaunt, ghastly, ghaist-alluring editi(‘es. 

Hanging with threat'ning jut, like precipice's : 
O’or-arching, mouldy, gloom-inspiring covtvs, 

Siij^porting roofs, fantastic, stony groves ; 

Windows and doors in namehss sculj)turos dn^st. 

With order, symmetry, or taste milkiest ; 

Forms like some bedlam Statuary's dream, 

The crazAl creations of inisguiih'd whim ; 

Forms might bo worshipp'd on tin' Ixuidid knee, 

And still the second dn'ad command be free, 

Their likeness is not found on t»arth, in air, or sea ! 
Mansions that would disgrace the ]>uilding taste 
Of any mason r('i)tile, bird, or bt ast ; 

Fit only for a doited monkish race, 

Or frosty maids forsworn the dear embrace. 

Or cuifs of later times wha held thc‘ notion 
That sullen gloom was sterling, true' <levotion ; 
kancies that our guid Brugh d(*ni(‘s ])rotec*tioiu 
And soon may th<w exjure, unblest with ic'suri’cction ! 
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AULD BRIG, 

O yo, my dear-rcmember’d, ancient yealings, i^o 

Were yo but here to share my wounded feelings ! 

Y<* worthy Proveses, an* mony a Bailie, 

Wha in tho j^aths o* righteousness did toil aye ; 

Yo dainty Deacons, an’ yo douce Convecners, 

To whom our moderns are but causey-cleaners ! 

Yo godly Councils wha hae blest tliis town ; 

Yo godly Brethren o’ tluj sacrt'd gown, 

Wha meekly gie your hurdies to tlie smiteis ; 

And (what would now l^e strange) ye godly Writers : 

A’ ye douce folk I’ve borne aboon tin* broo. t6o 

Wore ye but liert*, what w<uild ye say or do ! 

How would your sj)irits groan in deep vexation. 

To see each melancholy alteration ; • 

And agonizing, curse the time ami plar<‘ 

When ye begat the* base degeirrate rac(* ! 

Kae langcu* rt'v’rend men. their country’s glory. 

In i>lain braid Scots hold forth a plain braid story ; 

Nao langer thrifty citizens, an’ douce, 

M(‘(‘t owro a pint, or in the C’ouncil-house : 

But stiuunrel, corky-headed, grac<‘less (Jentfy, 170 

The herryment and ruin of tlie country ; 

Men, three-parts made by tailors and by barber> 

Wha waste your weel-hain'tl gear (»ii tlainn'd n(*w brigs and 
harboui-s ! 


NFAN luao. 

Now hand you there ! fur faith ye've said enough. 

And niuckle mair than yt» can mak to through : 

As for your Priesthood, 1 shall say but litth*. 

Cor]>ies and Ch*rgy an* a shot right kitth‘ : 

But, under favour o’ your langer lH*ard, 

Abus(» o’ Magistrates might wt‘el lu* spar’d : 

To liken them to your auld-warld squad, 1 o 

I must needs say, compaiisons art* od<l. 

In Ayr, wag-wits nao mair can have a hamlle 
To mouth *a Citizen,’ a term o’ scamlal : 

Nae mair the C’ouncil waddles down ihi‘ street, 

Bi all the pomp of ignorant conceit : 
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Mon whsi grew wise priggin’ owre hops an’ raisins, 

Or gatliord liberal views in bonds and seisins. 

If liaply Knowledge, on a random tramp, 

Had shor'd them wi’ a glimmer of his lamp, 

And would to Common-sense for once betray'd them, 190 
Plain dull Stupidity stejit kindly in to aid them. 

WiiAT farther clishmaclaver might been said, 

Wliat bloody wars, if Sprites had blood to shed, 

No man can tell ; but all before their sight 
A hiiry train appear'd in ordtu* bright : 

Adown the glittering stream they featly danc'd : 

Bright to the moon their various dresses glane'<l : 

They footed o'er the watery glass so neat. 

The infant ice scarce bimt Ix'neath tlnur feel ; 

While arts of Minstrelsy among them rung. 200 

And soul-ennobling Bards heroic ditties sung. 

O had M‘Lauchlan, thairm-inspiring sage. 

Been there to hoar this heavenly band engage. 

When thro' his d(*ar strathspcws they boro with Highland rage. 
Or when they struck old >Scotia*s melling air's. 

The lover's raptur'd .I’oys or bh^Hling can's. 

How would his Highland lug b<‘en no}>h‘r lir<*d, 

And ev’n his matchless hand with liner touch inspircMl I 
Ko guess could tell what iiistrunu'nt app<*a r'd. 

But all the soul of jMusie's s(*lf was lu'ard ; 210 

Harmonious concert rung in evtuy part. 

While simple melody pour'd moving on the h< art. 

The Ciuiius of tlie Str<*am in fi'ont app<*ar<, 

A venerable Chief, a<lvanced in ye;us ; 

His hoary h<*ad witli water-lilies crown'd. 

His manly leg with gart<u*-tangle l)oun<l. 

Next came the loveliest pair in ,‘iil tlu' ring, 

>Sweet Femah* Beauty haml in hand with Spring: 

Then, crown'd with llow'iy hay, c;nue R\iral Joy, 

And Sumnn'r, with his ferviil-i)eaming eye ; 220 

All-che(‘ring Plenty, with lier flowing Jiorn, 

Led yellow Autnmii wreath'd with nodding corn : 

Then Winter's timo-hleacli’d locks did hoary show. 

By Hospitality with cloudless brow ; 

Next lollow'd Courage with his martial stride. 

Prom where the Peal wild-woody cov<‘rts hide; 
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Benevolence, with mild benignant air, 

A female form, came from the towers of Stair : 

Learning and Worth in equal measures trode 

From simple Catrine, their long-loved abode ; 230 

Last, white-robed Peace, crown'd with a hazel wreath, 

To rustic Agriculture did betpieath 
'^riie broken iron instruments of death : 

At sight of w'hom our Sprites forgat their kindling wrath. 


THE VISION. 

nUAX FIRST. 

The sun had closed the winter day. 

The curlers quat their roarin' play. 

An’ hunger'd inaukin taen her way 
To kail-yards green. 

While faithless snaws ilk step betray 
Where she has been. 

The thresher's weary flingin'-tree 
The lee-lang day had tired me : 

And wlien the day had clos'd his 

Far i' the west. 10 

Bt*n i* the spence, right pensivelie. 

1 gaed to revst. 

There lanely by the ingle-cheek 
I sat and eyed the spewing reek. 

That liir<l, wi' ho.ast-provoking sineek. 

The auld clay biggin' : 

An' heard the restless rattons squeak 
About tin' riggin*. 

All in this mottie misty clime, 

I backward mused on wasted time. :o 

How I had spent my youthfu' prime. 

An’ done nae-thing. 

But st ringin' blethers up in rhyme. 

For fools to sing. 
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Had I to guid advice but harkit, 

I might, by this, hao led a market. 

Or strutted in a bank, and elarkit 
My cash-account : 

While liere, half-mad, half-fed, half-saikit. 

Is a* th’ amoTint. 

I started, muttVing ‘ ])loekhead ! eoof I ' 

And heaved on hii>h ]ny waukit loot*. 

To swear ])y a’ yon stariy roof, 

Oi* some rash aith. 

That T, heneeforth, would be rhymi -proof 
Till my last breath — • 

Wh(‘n (diek ! the string the siiiek did draw 
An* jee ! tlu' door gaed to the w.i* : 

And by my ingle-1 owe I saw. 

Now bloezin’ bright, 

A tight outlandish hiz/ie, braw. 

Come full in sight. 

Ye need na doubt I held my whisht : 

The infant aith, half-form’d, was eriisht ; 

1 glowr’d as eerie 's I’d b(*en dusht 
In some >Nild gh>n : 

When sweet, like modest Moith, she* blusht. 
An’ stepped l>(»n. 

Green, slender, leaf-clad holly-l)oughs 
AVere twisted, gracefu', round her brows ; 

1 took her for some Scottish Mus(* 

Hy tliat same token : 

And conn* to sto]) th<*se reckless vows. 

Would soon been broken. 

A hare-brain’d, sentimental traci». 

Was strongly marked in her face ; 

A wildly-witty rustic grace 

Shone full upon her ; 

Her (*ye, ev’ji turn’d on empty Sj)ace. 

Beam’d ke<*n with honour. 
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Down flowVl her robe, a tartan sheen, 

'J ill half a lo^ was scriniply seen ; 

An’ such a leg ! my honnie Jean 
Could only peer it ; 

Sao siraught, sac taper, tight, and clean, 

Nane else came near it. 

U(n* mantle larg<‘, of gretmish hue. 

My gazing wonder chiefly drew : 

Deep lights and shades, hold-mingling, threw 
A lustre graml ; 

And seem'd to my astonish'd view 
A well-known land. 

lien* rivt‘is in tin* sf‘a were* lost ; 

There mountains to tlie skies wen* tost : 
Here tumbling billows mark'd the coast 
Witli surging foam ; 

There, distant shone Art's lofty boast. 

T1 lo lordly dome. 

Ileie Doon pour’d down his far-fetch’d Hoods 
Then* w<‘ll-fe<l Irwine stately thuds ; 

Auld hermit Ayr staw thro' liis M^oods. 

()n to th<* shore ; 

And many a leaser torrent sciuK, 

With seeming roar. 

Low in a sandy valley spread. 

An ancient borough roar'd her head ; 

Still, as in Scottish story read. 

She boasts a race. 

To ev'ry nobler virtue bred. 

And polish'd grace. 

By statt*ly tower or palace fair. 

Or ruins x>endent in the air. 

Bold stems of ht*roes, here and th(*re, 

1 could discern ; 

Some seem'd to muse, some seem'^l to dare. 
With feature stern. 
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My heart did flowing transport feel, 

To see a race heroic Avheel. 

And brandish round, tho doep-dyed steel 
In sturdy blows : 

While back-recoiling seem VI to reel 
Their Suthron I'oes. 

His Countiy's Haviour, mark him well I 
Bold Bichard ton's luu'oic swell ; 

The Chief — on Sark who gloiious fell, 

In high command : 

And he >>hom ruthless fates expd 
His native land. 

Then', AN hen' a sceptred Pictish sha<le 
vStalk'd round his .ishes lowly laid, 

1 mark'd a martial race', poiirt ray'd 
In colouis strong : 

Bohl. soldier-featur'd, undismav'd 
They stroih' .iloiig, 

IVinj’ many a wild lonuintu gio\<‘. 

Near many a Ik'I niit-fan<*ied c(w<* 

(Fit haunts for Fiieiidship or for Lcw(* 

In musing nioo<l) 

An .iged Judgi', I saw him nne 
Dispensing good. 

With deep-stiuck reverential aw<‘ 

Tlii' learned Sin' and Son J saw : 

T<^ Natures God and Nature's law' 

They gave their h>r(‘ : 

1 his, all its soui'ce and end to draw. 
That, to a<lore. 

Bryd<ui’s bmve ward I well could s]>y, 
B<*nt*ath old Scotia's smiling eye ; 

Wlu) call’d on Fame, low standing by. 

To hand him on, 

AVhere imuiy a patriot nanu' on high, 
And hero shorn*. 
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DU AN SECOND. 

With musing-cleep astonish'd stuiv, 

1 view'd the h(3aveiily-seeming Fair ; 

A wliisx)'riiig throb did witness bear 
Of kindred sweet, 

When with an elder Sister's air 
She did me greet. 

‘ All hail ! niy own inspired bard ! 

In me thy native Muse regard ! 140 

Nor longer mourn thy fate is hard. 

Thus poorly low ; 

1 conie to give tht‘e sucdi lewaid 
As we l^estow. 

‘ Know the gri‘at Genius of this land 
lias many a light aerial l)and. 

Who, all beneath his high command, 

II armoniou'^ly. 

As arts or arms they understand. 

Their labours ply. 150 

• TTiey Scotia's race jiniong tluun hare: 

Sonu* lire the soldier on to darc‘ ; 

Some rouse the patriot up to bare 

Corruj>tic»n's heart : 

Some teacli the hard, a darling caie. 

The tuneful art. 

‘'Moiig swelling Hoods of reeking gore, 

They, ardent, kindling spirits pour ; 

Or, 'mid the visial senat<''s roar. 

Th<‘y, sightless, stand, 160 

To mend the hoiust i>atriot hue. 

And grace the hand, 

• Aiul when the bard, or hoary sagt», 

Charm or instruct the future age, 

They ))ind the wild poetic rage 

In energy, 

Or point the* inconclusive page 
Full on the ey<\ 
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‘ Hence Fullarton, the Imive and young ; 
Hence Dempster s zeal-insi)ired tongue ; 
Hence sweet harm on ions Boattio sung 
His Minstrel 

Or tore, with noble ardour stung, 

The sceptic’s bays. 

• To lower orders are assign’d 

The humlder ranks of liuinan-kiiub 
The rustic bard, the laboring liind, 

The artisan ; 

.Vll choose, as various thoy'ri* inclin’d. 

The various man. 

• When yellow waves tlie lieavy grain. 

The threat’ll ing storm som(‘ strongly rein ; 
vSome teach to meliorate the ]>lain 

With tillage-skill : 

And some instruct the shepherd-train, 
Blythe o’er the hill. 

•Home hint tlu^ lover’s harnih^ss wile; 
Home grace the maiden’s arth'ss sinih' : 
Home soothe the lab’rer's weary toil 
For humble gains. 

And make his cottage-scenes beguile 
His cares and pains. 

• Home, lamnded to a district-s^iace. 

Explore at large man’s infant race. 

To mark the embryotic trace 

Of rustic bard ; < 

And careful note each ophiing grace, 

A guide* and guard. 

*()f tlH‘se am 1 — Coila my name*; 

And this district as niimj J claim. 

Where once tin* Cainpb<*lls, chiefs of laiin*, 
Held ruling pow’r : 

I mark’d thy embryo-tunelul ilame, 

Thy natal hour. 
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‘With future hope I oft would gaze, 

Fond, on thy little early ways, 

Thy rudely-caroird, chiming phrase, 

In uncouth rhymes, — 

Fired at the simple artless lays 

Of other times. 210 

^ I saw thee seek the sounding shore. 

Delighted with th<* dashing roar ; 

Or when the Nortli his fleecy store 
Drove thro’ the sky, 

1 saw grim Isature's visage lioar 

Struck thy young eye. 

‘Or wlum the de(‘]i green-manthMl Earth 
Warm-clu‘risird tw'iy flow*ret*s hivth, 

And joy and music pouring forth 

In (*v’ry grov<\ 220 

1 saw thc‘e c‘ye the gen'ral mirth 

With ]>oundh‘ss love. 

^ Wli<*n rip<‘ird fi(‘hls and azure skies 
(’aird fortli the rc^apers’ rustling noise. 

1 saw thee h-ave their evening joys. 

And lonely stalk. 

I\» Vent thy luKsom’s swelling risr 
In pensive walk, 

*Wlu*n yt)uthful love, warm-hlushing strong, 
Ke(‘ii-shivt*ring shot thy m*rves along, 230 

Those acct'iits, grateful to thy tongiU'. 

Th' adored Aame. 

I tatight thei' how to pour in song. 

To soothe thy llame. 

‘I saw thy pulM‘*s maddening l>lay 
Wild send thee pleasure's devious way. 

Misled hy fancy's ineteor ray, 

Dy ]>assion driven ; 

But yet tlu' light that led astray 

Was light from Ih'aven. 


240 



58 


S.C. 


‘ I taught thy nianiiers-paiiiting sirain«, 

The loves, the ways of simple swains, 

Till now, o’er all my wide domains 
Thy fame extends : 

And some, the pride of Coila’s idains. 

Become thy friends. 

‘ lliou canst not learn, nor can I show. 

To i)aint with Thomson's landscai)o-glow ; 

Or wake the bosom-melting throe 

With Shenstone's art ; 

Or i)our with Gray the moving ilow 
Warm oji the heart. 

‘ Vet all beneath th' unrivall'd roM' 

The lowly daisy sweetly blows ; 

Tho' largo the for(‘st's anonarch throws 
II is army slia»l(\ 

Yet green the juicy liawthorn grows 
Adown tho glade. 

‘Then iKiVc^r murmur nor rej>in<' : 

►Strive in thy humble s])here to shine ; 260 

And trust ane, not Potosi's niiin'. 

Nor king's r(*gard. 

Can giv<' a bliss o'(‘rmatching thine, 

A rustic Bard. 

* 'I'o give my counsels all in one. 

Thy tuneful llanu‘ still careful fan ; 

Preserve the dignity of Man. 

With Soul en‘ct ; 

And trust tlu* Universal l^laii 

Will all piotect. 270 

‘And wear thou this’: She solemn said, 

And bound tho holly round iny liead : 

The polisli'd l{;av<*.s and ])erri<\s n*<l 
Did rustling i>lay ; 

And, like a ])as.-iing thought, she (led 
In light away. 
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the death and dying words of poor 

MAILIE, THE AUTHOR'S ONLY PET YOWE. 


As Mailio, an' lior lambs ihogitlior, 

Was ao day nibbling on tho tether, 

Upon her cloot she const a hitch. 

An' owre she warslod in the ditch ; 

There, groaning, dying, she did lie, 

When lliighoc In* cam doytin by. 

Wi' glowrin' <*en, an' lifted lian'^, 

Poor Ilughoc like a otatue stan’s ; 

1I(* saw her days were in^ar-hainl eiideil. 

But, wae 's 3 ny heart ! he could na mend it ! lo 
lie gaped wi(h‘, ])ut naething spak ; 

At l(‘ngt)i poor Mai lit* silence* brak - 

‘ () thou, whase hun(*nta]>h» face 
Appears to Tuourn my woefu' case ! 

My dying words atlt*ntive hear, 

An’ bear them to my Master tlear. 

•Tell him, if e'er again In* keep 
As inucklo gt*ar as l>uy a shee]>, - 
() bid liim in*vt*r tit* them inair 

Wi’ wicked strings o' hemp or hair I 20 

But ca' lht*ni out tt) park or hill. 

An' let them wander at their will : 

So may his litick increase, an' grow 
Tt) scores o' lambs, an' packs o wot)’ I 
• Tell him lie was a Master kin'. 

An' ayo was guid to mo an' mine : 

An' now my dying charge I git* him. 

My helpless lambs, I trust them wi' him. 

•O bid him save their harmless livt*s 
Prae dogs, an' tt)ds, an' butchers' knives ! 30 

But gio them guitl cow-milk their till, 

Till they bo fit to fend themsel : 

An’ tent them duly, t*'t»n an' morn, 

Wi’ teats o' hay an* ripps o' corn. 
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‘ All’ may they never learn the gates 
Of ither vile wanrestfii’ pets — 

To slink thro’ slaps, an’ reave an’ steal, 

At stacks o’ pease, or stocks o’ kail. 

So may they, like their great forbears. 

For mony a year come thro’ the shears : 40 

So wives will gio them bits o* bread. 

An’ bairns greet for them when they ‘re dead. 

‘My i^oor tup lain)), my son an' lieir, 

O bid him bi <'ed him up wi’ care ! 

An’, if he live to be a beast. 

To pit some bavins in his Ineast ! 

An' warn him, what 1 winna name, 

To stay content wi’ yowes at hamt* ; 

An’ no to rill an* wear his cloots, 

Like ither menseless graceless brutes. 50 

‘An* neist 1113" a-owus sillv thing, 

(rude keep thee frae a tether string ! 

0 maj^ thou ne'er forgather iq) 

Wi' ony lilastit moorland tup ; 

But ay ke(‘p mind to moop an* imdl, 

Wi' sheep o' crislit like thysel ! 

‘And now, 1113' liairns, A\i' 1113" last l)reath 

1 lea'e my lilessin wi' >'011 liaitli : 

An' Avlien 3^011 think iipo' 3’our mither. 

Mind to ))e kind to ane aiiitlu r. ho 

• Xow, honest Ilughoe, dinna fail 
To t(‘ll mv master a' 1113' tale : 

-Vn* bid iiim ]>urn tliis cursed tetliei- ; 

An’, for th3' ]»ains, ihou’st* get mv ))lether.' 

'J'his said, poor 3 raili<‘ lurn'd her head. 

All' closed her een amang tlie deail ! 
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POOR MAILIE’S ELEGY. 

Lament in rhyme, lament in 2)rose, 

Wi’ saut tears tricklin' down your nose ; 
Our bardie's fate is at a close, 

Past a’ remcad ; 

The last sad ca2>o-stano of his woes 
Poor Mailie 's dead ! 

It’s no tlio loss o’ waii's gear 
That could sac hitter draw the tear, 

Or mak our hardie, dowie, wear 

The mourning weed : 

Ife 's lost a friend and neil)or dear 
In Mailie dead. 

Thro' a' the toun she trotted hy him : 

A lang h«alf-mih‘ she c*oiild descry him : 
Wi’ kindly hh^at, when she did spy him, 
8 ht‘ ran wi’ speed : 

A friend mair faithfu’ ne'er cam nigh him 
Than Mailie dead. 

I wat slie was a shee]) o' sens(», 

An' could behave hersel wi* inense ; 

J'll sa^^’t, she never ])rak a tence 

Tliro' thievish greed. 

Our l)ardie, lanely, keoj^s tho sj^ence 
8 iir Mailie 's dead. 

Or, if ho wanders U2> tho howo, 

Her living image in her yowo 
Comes l)leating to him, owre tho knowo. 
For hits o' broad. 

An' down tho ])riny pearls rowo 
For Mailie dead. 

She was nao gi*t o' moorland tu2)s, 

Wi’ tawtcd kot, an' liairy hips; 

For her forbears were brought in ships 
Frao yont the Tweed : 

A bonnier fleesh ne'er cross'd the clips 
* Than Mailio's, dead. 
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Wae worth the man wha first did sha^^e 
That vile wanchaiicie thing — a rape ! . 

Jt maks giiid fellows girii an’ gape, 

Wi’ chokin’ dread ; 

An’ Robin's bonnet wave wi’ crape 
For Mailio dead. 

O a’ ye bards on bonnio Doon ! 

An’ wha on Ayr your chanters tune ! 
Come, join the melancholious croon 
O’ Robin’s reed ; 

His heart will never get aboon 
His Mailie dead ! 


DEATH AND DOCTOR HORNBOOK. 

Some books are lies frae end to end. 

And some great lies were never penn’d : 

Ev’n ministers, they hae been kenn’d, 

Tn holy rapture, 

A rousing whid at times to ve nd. 

And juiil't wi' Scripture. 


But this that I am gaun to tell. 

Which lahdy on a night befell. 

Is just as true 's th(‘ Deil 's in hell 

Or Dublin city ; 

Tliat e'er he nearer comes oursed 

’S a muckh' pity. 

The Clachan yill had imule mo canty, 

I wasna fou, but just had plenty ; 

I stacher’d whyles, but yet took tent aye 

To free the ditches ; 

An’ hillocks, stanes, an’ bushes kent aye 

Frae ghaistjy an’ witches. 
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The rising moon began to glovvre 

The distant Cumnock hills out-owre : 20 

To count her horns, wi’ a’ my pow’r, 

I set my sol ; 

But whether she had three or four 

I cou’d 11a tell. 

1 was come round about the hill, 

And todlin’ down 011 Willie’s mill, 

Setting my staff, wi’ a’ my skill, 

To keep mo sicker ; 

Tlio’ leeward whyles, against my will, 

1 took a ]>icker. 30 

1 there Avi' Something did forgather, 

'Fliat pat me in an eerie s wither ; 

An awfu' scythe, out-own^ ao shouther, 

Clear-dangling, hang : 

A Ihree-taeM leister on the ither 

Lay large an' lang. 

Its stature seeiuM lang Scotch ells twa, 

The queerest sha[)e that e'er I saAV, 

I’or Ihuit a Avame it had aAa ; 

And then its shanks, 40 

'^i’liey Avero as thin, as sharp an' sma' 

As chc'oks o' branks. 

* Cuid-een,' <pie' 1 ; * Friend ! hae ye been inaAA’in, 
When ither folk are busy saAAdn ? ' 

It seem'd to inak a kind o’ stan’. 

But naething spak ; 

At length says T. ‘ Friend, Avh'are ye gaun ? 

Will ye go back ? ' 


It spak right hoAve — ‘ My name is Death, 

But bo na fley'd.' — Quoth I, ‘ Guid faith, 50 

Ye’re maybe come to stap my breath ; 

But tent me, billie : 

I red ye wool, tak care o’ skaith, 

** Bee, there *s a gully ! ’ 
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‘Giulemfin/ quo’ he, ‘put up your whittle, 

I’m no design'd to try its mettle ; 

But if I did — I wad be kittle 

To be mislejir'd — 

I wad iia mind it» no that spittle 

Out-owro my beard.’ Co 

‘Weel, wool!' says I, ‘a bargain bo't ; 

Como, gios ydur hand, an’ sao we’re greo't ; 

We'll ease our shanks an’ tak a seat — 

Come, gios your news ; 
Tliis while ye hae been mony a gate, 

At mony a house.’ 

‘Ay, ay!' quo’ ho, an' shook his head, 

‘ It 's e'en a king lang time ind(‘od 
Sin’ I began to nick the thread. 

An’ cdioko the breath : 70 

Folk maun do something for their ]>read, 

An' sae maun Death. 

‘Sax thousand years arc near-hand Ihnl, 

Sin’ I was to the butching bred ; 

An’ mony a scheme in vain 's been laid 

To stap or scaur mo ; 

Till ano Hornbook's ta'en up tlie trade. 

An' faith ! he'll waur jiic. 

‘ Ye ken Jock Hornbook i’ the clachan — 

Deil mak his king’ft-hood in a si>leuchan ! 

He's grown sae well acquaint wi' Buchan 

An’ ith(*r chaps, 

The weans hand out their fingers laughin’. 

And pouk my hips, 

‘See, hero’s a scythe, and there's a dart — 

They hae pierc’d mony a gallant heart ; 

But Doctor Hornbook, wi* his art 

And cursed skill, 

Has made tlnun baith no worth a fart ! 

Damn’d haet thoyTl kill. 90 
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‘ 'Twas blit yestroon, iiao farther gane, 

I threw a noble throw at ano — 

Wr less, I’m sure, I’ve liuudreds slain — 

But deil may cnro ! 

It just i>lay\l dirl on the bane, 

But did nae mair. 

‘ Horitbook was by wi’ ready art. 

And had sae fortified the part 
That, when 1 looked to niy dart. 

It was sae blunt, loo 

Fient haet o’t wad hae pierc’d the heart 

O' a kail- runt. 

‘ I drew my scytlu* in sic a fury 
I near-hand cowpit wi' my hurry. 

But yet the baiild Apothecary 

Withstood the shock ; 

1 might as wi‘el luu' trie<l a (piarry 

O' hard whin rock. 

* E'en them h<‘ canna get att(*ndod, 

Altho’ tlu'ir face lie m‘'er had kenn'd it, no 

Just sh — in a kail-blade, and send it, 

As soon 's lu‘ smells 't, 
Baith tlndr disease, and what will mend it. 

At oiKe he tells 't. 

‘And then a* doctor's saws and whittle-^, 

Of a’ dimensions, shapes, an' mettles, 

A’ kinds o' lioxi's, mugs, an' bottles. 

IIi» 's sure to hae : 

Their Latin names as fast he rattles 

As A B C. 'nc 

‘Calces o’ fossils, earths, and trees: 

True sal-inarinum o’ the st'as ; 

The farina of beans and ])ease, 

lie has't in plenty; 
Aipia-fontis, what you please, 

lie can content yo. 


i> 
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^ Forbye some new nncommoii weapons, — 

Urinus spiriins of capons ; 

Or mite-horn shavings, filings, scrapings, 

Distiird i>er se ; 13c 

Sal-alkali o' inidge-tail clippings, 

And mony inae.’ 

‘Wae’s me for Johnny God’s Hole now,’ 

Quoth I, ‘if that thae nows bo true ! 

His braw calf-ward where gowans grew 

Sae white and bonnie, 

Nae doubt thej’^’ll rive it wi’ the ^dow ; 

They’ll ruin Johnie!’ 

The creature grain'd an eldritch laugh. 

And says ‘ Ye neediia yoke the plough, 140 

Kirk-yards will soon be till'd eneugh, 

Tak ye nae fear ; 

They'll a' be trench'd A\i’ mony a sheugh 

In twa-thrc'e year. 

^ Whore I kill'd ano. a fair strae-death, 

By loss o’ blood or want o’ ))reath, 

This night I'm free to tak my aith 

That Hornbook’s skill 
Has clad a score i’ their last claith. 

By drap and pill. ijo 

* An honest wabster to his trade, 

Whase wife’s twa nieves were scarce weel-brod. 

Gat tippence-worth to mend hi‘r head 

Whcui it was sair ; 

The wife slade cannie to her bed. 

But ne'er spak inair. 

* A country laird had ta’en the batts, 

Or some curmurring in his guts, 

His only son for Hoinbook sets, 

An’ pays him well : 

The lad, for twa guid giniiner-pets. 

Was laird himsel. 
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bonnie lass, ye kerui’d her name, 

Some ill -brown drink had hov’d her wamo ; 

She trusts hersel, to hide the shame, 

In Hornbook’s care ; 

Horn sent lier aff to her lang haine. 

To hide it there. 

‘ That ’s just a swatch o’ Hornbook’s way ; 

Thus goes he on from day to day, 170 

Thus does he poison, kill, an’ slay. 

An ’s weel pay’d for ’t ; 

Yet stops mo o’ my lawfu’ prey 

Wr his damn’d dirt. 

‘ But, hark ! I'll tell you of a plot, 

Tho' dinna ye 1 h‘ speaking o’t ; 

I’ll nail the self-conceited sot 

As dead’s a herrin’ : 

Nicst time we meet. I’ll wad a groat, 

Ho gets his fairin’ ! ’ iSo 

But, just as ho began to tell. 

The auld kirk-hammer strak the bell 

Homo wee short hour ayont tho twal. 

Which rais'd \is baith : 

1 took thi' way that pleas’d mysel, 

And sae did Death. 


A DREAM. 

Guid-mornin’ to your Majesty ! 

May heaven augment your blisses 
On t'v'ry now birth-day ye set' — 

A humble poet wishes ! 

My bardshij) here, at your levee, 

On sic a day as this is, 

Is sure an uncouth sight to see 
Amang thao birth-day dresses 

Sae fine this <lay. 

1) 2 
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I Boe yo're complimented thmng, 

By moiiy a lord an’ lady ; 

' God save the King ! ’ 's a cuckoo sang 
That 's unco easy said aye ; 

The poets, too, a venal gang, 

Wi’ rhymes %voll-turn\l an’ ready, 
Wad gar you trow 3^0 ne’er do wrang, 
But a\^e unerring stead}^ 

On sic a da3^ 


For me, In'fore a monarch’s face-' 
Ev’n there I winna hatter ; 

For neither pension, nor jilace, 

Am I \"our humhle debtor : 

So nae reheetion on 3^)ur Gract*, 

Your kingship to b(‘spatt<*r ; 
There’s mony waur l)(‘en o' thi‘ raei'. 
And aiblins ane b(‘en better* 

Than you this day. 


’Tis very true, my sovereign King, 
My skill ina\" weel la^ doubted : 
But Facts art* chiels that winna ding, 
An’ downa lai di.N})uti*d : 

Your royal nest, beneatli 30111* wing. 
Is e’en right reft an’ clouttMl, 

An’ now tlui third part of tlie siring, 
All’ less, will gang about it, 

Tlian did ae day. 


Far be’t frao mo that 1 aspire 
To Idame 3’our legislation, 

Or say ya wisdom want, or hre. 

To rule this mighty nation ; 

But faith ! I muckle doulit, my Sire, 
Ye’ve trusted ministration 
To chaps wha in a ]>arn or byre 
Wad bettor till’d tlieir station 

Than courts 3*011 da3". 
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And now yeVe j^ien auld Britain peace 
Her broken shins to ]>laistei*, 

Your sail* taxation does her fleece * 

Till she has scarce a tester. 

For mo, thank God ! my life ’s a lease, 50 

Nao bar^?ain wearing? faster. 

Or faith ! 1 fear that with the fteese 
I shortly boost to pasture 

I’ the craft some daJ^ 


I'm no mistrusting Willie Pitt 
When taxes he enlarges 
(An’ Will \s a true guid fallow's get, 

A name not envy spairges) 

That he intc‘nds to i>ay your debt. 

An’ less(ui a’ your charges ; 60 

But God's sake ! let nae saving lit 
Abridg(‘ your bonnie barg(*s 

An’ boats this <lny. 


Adi(‘U, my Liege ! may fretshuu geek 
Beneath your high protection : 

An' may ye rax Corruption's neck. 

And gi(* lu‘r for <lissection ! 

But since Pm li(*re, 1 'll no neglect. 

In loyal triu* afl’ectioii. 

To pay your Qut't'ii, with due respect, 70 

31 y fealty an' sub.j«‘ction 

This great Birtli-day. 


Hail, 3 Iajesty most Excellent ! 

While nobles strive tt) please vts 
Will yt‘ acci'i)t a compliment 
A simple poet gies ye ? 

Thae bonny baiintime Heav'n has h^nt, 
Still higher may they heezo yc* 

In bliss, till fate some day is sent 
For ever to rtdease yt^ 

Frao care that day. 
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l\)r you, yoiin^^ Potentate o' Wales, 

1 tell your Highiujss fairly, 

J)o^<^n pleasure's stream wi’ swelling sails 
I’m tauld ye're driving rarely ; 

Put some day ye may gnaw your nails, 
An' curse your folly sairly. 

That ere ye Ijrak Diana’s pales, 

Or rattled dice wi’ Charlie, 

By night or day. 


Yet aft a ragged cowt 's been known 
To mak a nolde aiver ; 

So ye may doucoly fill a throne. 

For a' their clish-ma-clav('r : 

There, him at Agincourt wha shone, 
Few better were or bravei* ; 

And yet, wi’ funny queer Sir John, 
He was an unco shaver 

For mony a day. 


For you, right rov'rend Osnaburg, 
Nane sets tlie lawn-sleev(' sw(‘et(U‘, 
Altho’ a rib)>an’ at your lug 
Wad Ix'en a dross compl(‘ter : 

As ye disown yon 2 >aughty dog 
That bears tiio keys of Peter, 
Then swith ! an' get a wife to iiug. 
Or troutli ! ye'll stain tlie mitre 
Some luckless day. 


Young royal Tairy Bn^eks, I learn 
Y<‘'ve labdy come athwart lier - 
A glorious gall(*y, stem and st(*rn, 
Wcel rigg’d for Venus’ ])arter ; 

But first hang out, that she’ll discern 
Your liymeneal chart<*r ; 

Then heave aboard your grapple aim, 
All’ large upon her quarter 

Como full that day. 
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Yo, lastly, bonuio blossoms a’, 

Ye royal lassos dainty, 
llcav’n mak you giiid as Aveel as braw, 
An’ gio you lads a-plenty : 

But sneer na British boys awa’, 

For kings are unco scant a3^e ; 

An’ German gentles are but sma', 
They’re better just than want a^^e 
On ony day. 


God bless you a’ ! Consider now 
Ye’re unco mucklo dautit ; 

But, e'er the course o’ life be through, 
It may be bitter sautit : 

An’ I hao st'cii their eoggie fou 
Tliat yet hae tarrow’t at it ; 

But or the day was done, I trow. 

The laggeu tluy hao clautit 
Fu* clean that 


ADDRESS TO THE DEIL. 

O THOU I whatever title suit thee, 

Auld llornie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, 
Wha in yon cavern grim an’ sootie. 
Clos’d under hatches, 
Spairges about the brunstane cootie, 

To scaud poor wretches 


Hear me, auld llangie, ft)r a wee. 

An’ let poor damned bodies be ; 

I’m sure sma’ pleasure it can gie, 

Ev’n to a deil. 

To skelp an’ scaud poor dogs like me. 
An’ hear us s([ueal ! 
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(h'c'ilt is thy pow'r, an' parent ihy fame ; 

Far koniiVl an’ note<l is thy name ; 

An', tho’ yon lowin heiigh 's ihy haino, 

Thou travels far ; 

An* faith ! thou 's neither lag nor lame, 

Nor blato nor scaur. . 

Whyles rangin' like' a roarin' lion 
For }>rey, a' hole's an' corners tryin' ; 

Whyles uii the' sire>ng-wing'el tempe'st livin', 
Tirlin’ the kirks ; 

Whyles, ill the' huniaii hoseiin pry in', 

Unseen thou lurks. 

I've heard my re've'renel grannie' say, 

In lanely glens ye like' to stray ; 

Or, Avhen’o aulel riiin'el castlc's gray 
Ne)el to the moon, 

Ye fright the nightly wanel're'rs way, 

Wi' eldritch croon. 

Whe'ii twilight elid my gi*anni(' summon 
To say iie'i* pray'rs, elouct', iione^st wemian ! 

Aft yont the dyke* she* 's lu'ard you humniin', 
Wi' e'erie' drone ; 

Or, rustlin', thre)' tlie )>oortr('<'s ce>min', 

Wi* lie*avy groan. 

Ae dre*aiy windy winte*r night 

The stars shot <h)wn wi' skle'iitin' light, 

Wi’ you niyse'l I gat a fright 

Ayont tile* le)Ugh ; 

Y(‘ like* a rash-huss stoe»el in sight 
Wi' waving sough. 

The cuelgel in my nie*ve' did shake, 

Facli hristleMl hair stood like^ a stake', 

Wlu'ii wi' an ehlrite'h ste>e)r Sjuaie k, epiaick,' 
Amang the* s])rings, 

Awa ye sepiatter'el like* a elrake 

On Avhistlin' wings. 





Let warlocks grim an’ wither’d hags 
Tell how wi’ you on ragweed nags 
They skim the miiirs, an’ dizzy crags 
Wi’ wicked sj^ecd ; 

And in kirk-yards renew their leagues 
Owre howkit dead. 

Thence country wives, wi’ toil an’ pain, 
May plunge an’ plunge the kirn in vain ; 
For oh ! the yellow treasure 's taen 
By witchiii’ skill ; 

An’ dawtit twal-pint Hawkic's gan(3 
As yell ’s the bill. 

Thence mystic knots mak groat abiis»‘ 

On young guidmen, fond, keen, an’ crousi^ 
When the best wark-lumo i’ the house, 

By cantrip wit. 

Is instant made no worth a louse, 

Just at the bit. 

When thowes dissolve the snawy hoord, 
An’ lioat the jinglin’ icy-boord. 

Then water-kelpies haunt tin* foord. 

By your direction. 

An’ ’nighted travelers, are allur'il 

To their destructit>n. 

An’ aft your moss-traversing spunkies 
Decoy the wiglit that late an’ drunk is : 
The bleozin, curst, mischievoiis monkies 
Delude his eyes. 

Till in some miiy slough ho sunk is. 

Ne’er inair to rise. 

Wlion masons’ mystic word an’ grip 
In storms an’ tempests raiiso you up, 

Some, cock or cat your rage maun stop, 

Or, strange to tell 1 
The youngest brither ye wad whip 

Aff straught to hell. 

3 
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Liliig Hyne, in Eden\s boniiie yard, 

AVlieii youthfii’ lovers first wore pair'd, 

And all the soul of love they shar’d, 

The raj^tiir’d hour, 

Swc^et on tlie fragrant flow’ry swaird, 

In shady bow'r ; 90 

Tlnni you, ye auld snick-drawing dog ! 

Ye cam to Paradise incog. 

An' play'd on man a cursed brogue, 

(Black be you fa !) 

An' gied the infiint warld a shog, 

'Maist ruin'd a'. 

D'ye mind that day, Avhen in a l)izz, 

AVi' veekit dmls, an' reestit gi///, 

Ye did present your smoutie i>hi/ 

'Mang better folk, 100 

An' sklented on the man of Uz 

Y'our spitefif joke ? 

An' how ye giii him i' your tJirall. 

An’ brak him out o' houst* an' hal'. 

Wliile scales an' l)lotehes did him gall 
Wi’ Id t ter claw, 

^Vn' lows'd his ill-tongu'd wick<‘d sea^^ 1. 

Was waist ava ? 

But a' your doings to ndiearse. 

Your wily snares an' fechtin' iiercc*. ifo 

Sin’ that day ]\Iiehael di<l you ]>ierce, 

Down to this time. 

Wad ding a' Lallan tongue, or Erse. 

In prose or iliyme. 

An' now, auld Ploots, I ken y(‘'re thinkin’, 

A ^'*rtaiu Bardie's rantin', drinkin'. 

Some luckless hour will stuid him linkin', 

To your bla<*k j)il ; 

Jhit faith I lu-'Jl turn a corner jinkin'. 

An’ clieat you ytd. 



4)rbtnation. 
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]3iit fiire you avgoI, aiilcl Nickie-beii I 
O Wild ye tak u tliouj]jht an’ men’ ! 
Yo aibliiis might — T dinna keii-- 
Still liae a stake : 
I'm Avae to tliink iii)o’ yon den, 

Ev’n for your sake ! 


THE ORDINATION. 

Kilmaknoc’k Avabstors, fidgo and elaAA', 

An’ 2)our your (*ro<“.s]iie nations ; 

An’ ye aaIui leatlun* rax an’ <lraAA% 

Of a' denominations : 

SAAutli to th<‘ Laigh Kirk, ano an’ a’. 

An’ th(‘r(* tak up yeur stations; 

Tluui all to 13(‘gbie’s in a raA\% 

An’ 2)Our dhuiie libations 

For joy tliis day. 

Ouvst < ’oinmon*s(Uis<‘. that im2> o’ bell. lo 

0am in aa I' jMaggie Lauder ; 

Ihit <)li 2 )hant aft made Jier yell, 

An’ Hussel sair jiiisea'd her ; 

This day Maekinlay takes the Hail. 

An’ he 's tlu^ ))oy Avill bland her I 

He’ll clii]) a shangan on her tail. 

All’ Set the bairns to daud her 

Wi’ dirt this day. 

Mak liasto an' tuiii king ILwid oa\u<\ 

An' lilt Avi' holy clangor ; 20 

O' double A’ers<‘ come gui us four. 

An’ skirl ui> the Bangor : 

This day the Kirk kicks u}> a stoure, 

Nao mair thc^ knaA^es sludl Avrang her. 

For Heresy is in her pow’^'r. 

And gloriously she'll AA’haiig her 

Wi’ 2 >ith this day. 

3 > .“i 
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Come, let a i>roper text be read, 

An’ touch it aff \vi’ vigour, 

How graceless Ham leugh at his dad, 30 

Which made Canaan a nigger ; 

Or Phincas drove the murdering blade, 

Wi’ whoro-abhorring i*igour ; 

Or Zipx)orah, the scauldin jad. 

Was like a bluidy tiger 

1' ill’ inn that day. 


There try his metth‘ en the creed. 

And bind him <lown, wi' caution 
That stipend is a <*arnal wc<h] 

He takers but for th<‘ fashion ; 40 

An’ gie him o'er the flock, --to h‘ed, 

And punish <^ach transgi*ession : 

Especial, rams that cross the breed — 

Gie them sufficient thre^shin’. 

Spare them nae day, 

Now, auld Kilmarnock, cock thy tail, 

An' toss thy hoj iis fu' canty ; 

Nae mail* thou 'It rowte out owre the dale, 
Jh‘cause thy j)asture 's scanty : 

For lapfu’s large o' gosptd kail ;o 

Shall fill thy crib in plenty. 

An' runts o' grace the pick an’ wale. 

No gi'eii ])y way o' dainty, 

But ilka day. 


Nae mail* by Babel stn*ams we'll weep. 
To ihink upon our Zion ; 

And liing our fiddles up to slecj). 

Like baby-clouts a-dryin' : 

Come, screw the iiegs wi' tuiiefu' che<*p. 
And o'er the thairins bo tryiii' ; 

O rare ! to s(»e our el bucks whec^p, 

And a' like lamb-tails Ilyin’ 

Fu’ fast this day ! 



(Ov^XMtxOft. 


Lang patronage, wi^ rod o’ aim. 

Has shor’d the Kirk’s iindoin’, 

As lately Fenwick, sair forfairn, 

Has proven to its ruin : 

Our patron, honest man ! Glencairn, 

He saw mischief was brewin’ : 

An’ like a godly elect bairn. 

He’s wal’d us out a true ane, 

And souml this day. 


Now Kobcrtson, harangue nac* mair, 
But sleek your gab for ever ; 

Or try the wicked town of Ayr, 

For there they'll think you clever ; 
Or, nao reflection on your lear, 
may commence a shaver ; 

Or to th(‘ Netherton repair. 

And turn a carpet-weaver 

Alf-hand this day. 


Mirtriti and you were just a match. 

We never had sic twa drones : 

Auld llornio did the Laigh Kirk watch, 
Just like a wiidvin* baudrons ; 

And aye he catch'il the tither wretch. 
To fry them in his caudrons ; 

But now his Honour maun detach, 

Wi' a’ his brimstone squadrons. 

Fast, fast this day. 


See, see auld Orthodoxy's faes 
She ’s swingein’ thro’ the city ; 

Hark how the nine-taird cat she plays ! 

I vow it 's unco i)retty ! 

There Learning, with his Greekish fa<*e, 
Grunts out some Latin ditty ; 

And Common-sense is gaun, she says. 
To mak to Jamie Beattie 

Her plaint this day. 



^8 




But there *.s Morality hiinsol, loo 

Embracing* all opinions ; 

Hear how he gies the tither yell, 

Between his twa eom}>anions ; 

See how she peels the skin an' fell, 

As ane were peel in onions ! 

Now there, they're i)acked alt* to hell, 

And ]>anish’d our dominions 

Henceforth this day. 

O happy day ! I'ejoice, rejoice ! 

Como bouse about the porter! no 

Morality's demurt‘ decoys 

Shall here nae inair find quarter : 

Mackinla}", liussel, are the boys 
That heresy can torture ; 

They'll gie her on a rap<‘ a hoyse. 

And cowe hts- nu‘asure shorter 

By th' lu^ad sonu^ day. 

Come, bring the tith<*r mutchkin in. 

And hero 's, for a conclusion, 

To every N<‘W Light mother's son uo 

From this time Ibrtli, Confusion ! 

If inair tlu‘y d(‘av(* us wi’ tinir <lin. 

Or ])atronage intrusion, 

AV(*'ll light a s]uink, and, (‘v'ry skin. 

We'll rill tlu*m all’ in fusion 

Like oil, some day. 
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THE AUTHOR’S EARNEST CRY AND PRAYER 

lO Tin: SCOTCH REPRESKNTATIVrs TV I HE llorsE or COMMONS. 

Ye IriHli lords, yo knights an’ squires, 

Wha represent our briighs an’ shires. 

An’ douccdy manage our affairs 
In Parliament, 

To you a simple poet’s prayers 

Are hiimhly sent. 

Alas ! my roupit muse is In^arse ; 

Your Honours’ heart wi’ grief Twad pierce 
To see her sitten on her arse 

Low i’ the dust, lo 

An’ screeehin’ out prosaic verse. 

An’ like to hrust ! 

T(‘ll them wha hae the chief direction, 

^'cotland an’ me ’s in great afHiction. 

E’er sin’ they laid that curst restriction 
On aqua vita' ; 

An’ rouse them up to strong conviction. 

An’ move their pity. 

Stand forth, an’ tell yon Premier youth 

The hoiK'st, open, nakeil truth : 20 

T(dl him o’ mine an’ Scotland's drouth. 

His servants humhle : 

The niucklo d(»vil l>law ye south. 

If ye dissembh' ! 

Does ony great man glunch an’ gloom? 

Speak out, an’ never fash your thumb ! 

Let posts an’ jiensions sink or soom 

Wi’ them wha grant tlnun : 

If honestly they canna come. 

Ear better want them. :.o 



So 


(poeme, &c. 


Tn gatirrin’ votes you were iia slack ; 

Now stand as tightly by your tack ; 

Ne’er claw your lug, an’ lidge your back, 

An’ hum an’ haw ; 

But raise your arm, an’ tell your crack 
Before them a’. 

Paint Scotland greetin owro her tlirissle ; 

Her mutchkin stoiip as toom ’s a whissle : 

An’ damn’d Excisemen in a busslc, 

Seizin a stell, 40 

Triumphant orushin’t like a miissle 
Or limpet shell. 

Then on tlio tither hand 2>resent her, 

A blackguard smuggler, right belli nt her, 

An’ cheek-for-chow, a chutlie vintner, 

Colleaguing join, 

Pickin’ her 2)ouch as bare as Winter 
Of a’ kind coin. 

Ts there, that bears the name o’ Scot, 

But feels his heart’s bluid rising liot, 50 

To see his i>oor auhl mither’s 2>ot 

Thus dung in stav(*s. 

An’ 2dunder’d o' lier Jiindmost groat 
By gallows knaves? 

Alas ! I’m but a nameless wight, 

Trode i’ the mire out o’ sight ! 

But could I like Montgomeries light, 

Or gab like Boswell, 

There ’s some sark-mn-ks I v ad draw tight, 

An’ tie stnne hose W(dl. 

th^d ble^s your Honours, can ye see 1 , 

The kind, auld, cantie carlin greet, 

An’ no get warmly to your feet 

An’ gar them hear it ? 

An’ tell them wi’ a 2 >at riot-heat. 

Ye winna l>ear it ? 
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Some o’ you nicely ken tin' laws 
To round the period an’ x)ause, 

An’ with rhetoric clause on clause 

To niak liaranguos : 70 

Then echo thro’ Saint Stephen’s wa’s 

Auld Scotland’s wranii^-^. 

Dempster; fi true blue Scot I ’so Avarran’ : 

Thee, aitli-detestin^, chaste Kilkerran ; 

An’ that i>li]>-^?al)bed Highland Baron, 

The Laird o’ Graham ; 

An’ aiio, a thap that’s damn’d auldfarraii, 
Dundas his name : 

Erskino, a spunki(‘ Norland hi! lie ; 

True Campbells, Frederik an’ Hay ; 

An’ Livingston, the l)auld Sir Willie ; 

An’ mony ithers. 

Whom auld Demosthenes or Tully 

Might own tor brithors. 

Arouse, my boys ! ex«*rt your mettle 
To get auld Scotia lul b^ck lier kettle : 

Or taith ! I'll wad my new pleugh-petth'. 

Ye’ll s(‘e ’t or lang. 

She'll teach you, Avi’ a reekin Avhittle, 

Anither sang. 90 

This while she 's been in crankoiis mood : 

Her lost Militia tir'd her bluid 
(Dell nor tli(\v never mair do guid 

Play'd her that pliskie!) 

An' now she 's like to riii red-wud 
About her whisky. 

An’ Lord, if ance they pit her till 't. 

Her tartan petticoat she’ll kilt. 

An’, durk an' pistol at her belt, 

She'll tak the streets. 

An* rin her whittle to the hilt 

1' th’ lirst she meets ! 


lOG 
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For (iotl sake, sii\s ! then speak her fair. 

An' straik her eaniiio wi’ the hair, 
u\n' to the niucklo house repair 

Wi’ instant speed 

aVu' strive, wi' a' your wit and tear, 

To "et reinead. 

Yon ill-tongu'd tinkler, Charlie Fox, 

May taunt you wi’ his jeers an* mocks : i lo 

Jiiii gie him 't hot, my liearty cocks ! 

E'en cowo tlie cadie, 

An' send liim to his dicing-hox 

An’ sportin' lady. 

Tell 3"on guid hhiid o' auld Boconnock's 
J'll 1)0 his debt twai miishlum bannocks. 

An* drink liis lu'alth in auld Nanse Tinnock’s 
^^iii(‘ times a-wecdc, 

If h<‘ .some sclumie, like t(‘a an' winnocks, 

Wad kindl}^ .seek. uo 

Could he some commutation broaich, 

I'll pledge my aith in giiid braid Scotch, 

If(^ need na ft‘iir their foul r(‘proach 
Nor erudition. 

Yon mixtie-maxti(* quetT liotcli potch, 

Tlu‘ Coidition. 

Auld Sc'otliind luis a rauclo tongue ; 

Slug's just a d(wil wi' a rung; 

An' if she i)romise auld or young 

To tak th<‘ir ])art, i.P 

Idio' b}" tin* n«*ck sh(‘ should l)e strung, 

She'll Jio dt‘sert. 

An' now, 3'e chos(*n Five-and-Fort}", 

May still your Mither's lieart sui)port \"e ; 

Then, though a minister grow dort}', 

An* kick your place', 

Ye'll sna]) 3^our lingc*rs, ])oor an* lu'artv, 

Before his face. 
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JElttt6otr^0 anb (Ptrager. 

God bless your Honours a’ your days 
Wi’ sowps o’ kail an’ brats o’ clues, i^o 

In si>ite o’ a’ tlio thievish kaes 

That haunt St. Jamie's ! 

Your humble poet sin^^s an’ prays, 

While Kab his name is. 

PoSTSCKIl^. 

Let half-starv’d slaves in warmer skies 
S(‘e future wines rich-cdust'ring rise ; 

Their lot auld Scotland nc‘'er envies. 

But, blythe an’ frisky. 

She eyes her free-born martial boys 

Tak all* their whisky. 150 

What tho’ their Phoebus kinder warms, 

While fragraiu‘(‘ blooms an’ beauty (harms, 

When wretches range* in famish'd swarms 
The scented groves, 

Or, hounded forth, dishonour arms 

In hungry droves. 

Their gun 's a burden <»n their shouther ; 

They downa bide the stink o' powther ; 

Their bauldc'st thought 's a hank'ring swither 

To stun' or rin, 160 

Till skelp ! a shot —they 're aff, a' throu'ther, 

To save their skin. 

But bring a Scotsman frae his hill, 

(dai> in his cheek a Highland gill. 

Say ‘Such is royal (Jeorge's Avill, 

An' there* 's the foe ! ' 
lie has nae thought but how to kill 
Twa at a blow. 

Nae cauld faint-hearted doubtings tease him ; 

Death comes, wi' fearless oyo ho sees him; 170 
Wi' bluidy hand a welcome gies him ; 

An', when ho fa's. 

His latest draught o' bivathin’ lea'os him 
In faint huzzas. 
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Sages their solemn een may steek, 

An^ raise a philosophic reek, 

An’ physically causes seek 

III clime an’ season ; 
But tell me whisky's name in Greek, 

I’ll tell the leason. 


Scotland, my aulcl respected Mither ! 

Tho’ wliyles ye moistify your leather, 

Till where ye sit, on craps o' heather, 

Y(^ tine your dam — 
Freedom and Whisky gang thegither ! 

Tak all your dram ! 


ADDRESS TO THE UNCO QUID, OR THE 
RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS. 

M{/ .soK, tnau’m^ nutUi a nt i ^ 

.\tnl Jiunp thinn (n/e lUc(jif}n r : 

Thr n'(jul riyhfd H9 /s a 
The liyklirisr (OtifUn' : 

The (hiuust cinn that e'er ira^ kajht^ 

May laie .'yinnc jnjlt‘9 o' f ' 

,So tte'n’ a feUuw-rnatare sUqht 
For rantfuDt fits »/ dajfhi. 

Soi/>MON Ki'cles. vii. i6''. 

O YK wlia are sae guid yoursel, 

Sae pious and sae lioly. 

Ye've nought to do but mark and t(dl 
Your neibour’s fauts and folly ! 

Whase life is like a weel-gaun mill. 

Supplied wi’ store o’ water : 

The heapc*d happer's ebbing still. 

And still the clap plays clatt<*r : 


iSo 
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Hear mo, ye venerable core, 

As counsel for i^oor mortals. 

That frequent pass ilouce Wisdom's door, 
For ^^laikit Folly's i)ortals ; 

I, for their thoughtless careless sakes, 
Would here propone defences, - 
Their donsie tricks, their black mistakes, 
Their failings and mischances. 

Ye see your state wi' their's compar’d. 
And shudder at ilio nilha* ; 

Hut cast a moimuit's fair regard ' 

What niaks tlu' miglity dilh^r? 
Discount v’hat scant occasion gav(\ 

Tliat purity ye ])vide in. 

And (what 's aft mair than a' the lave) 
Your better art o' hidin'. 


Think, when your castigatcsl pulse 
(Hes now and then a Avallop. 

What ragings must his veins convuls<‘. 

That still <‘ternal pillop ! 

Wi’ wind and tide fair i' your tail. 

Fight on ye scud your sea-way ; 

But in the teeth o' Imith to sail. 

It maks an unco leeway. 

See Social lile and Idee sit down. 

All joyt>us and unthinking. 

Till, (piite transmogrified, tliey're grown 
Debauchery and Drinking : 

O M^ould tliev stay to calculate 
Th’ eternal consecpiences ; 

Or your more dreaded hell to state. 
Damnation of exj)eusesl 

Yo high, i^xalted, virtuous J)ames, 

Tied iqi in godly lac(*s. 

Before y<‘ gie poor Frailty names, 
Suppose a change o' cases ; 
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A dear lov*d lad, convenience snug, 

A treacherous iiiclinatioii- 
Biit, let mo whisper i’ your lug, 

Ye're aiblins iifie temptation. 

Then gently scan your ])rother man, 
Htill gentler sister woman ; 

Tho’ they may gang a kennin wrang, 
To step aside is human. 

One point must still be greatly dark, 
The moving why they do it ; 

And just as lamely <an yo mark 
How far perhaps they rue it. 

Who made the heart, 'tis ]l(‘ alom* 

Dt cidedly can try us ; 
lie knows each chord, its various tone. 

Eacdi s[)ring, its various bins. 

Tdu'ii at th(‘ balance let's be mute, 

\V(' nev(U’ c an adjust it ; 

What 's demo we i)artly may cointmtc'. 
But know not what 's resisted. 


HOLY WILLIE'S PRAYER. 

O Tnor, wlia in the Heavens dost dwell 
Wha, as it plc*as<*s lK*st thyser. 

Scalds ane to heaven and ten to he *11, 

A’ for thy glory. 

And no lor ony guid or ill 

They've* done* afore thec'! 

t blc‘ss and praise thy matchl(\ss might, 
Whan thousands thou hast lc*ft in night, 
'l^liat I am hc*re afore* thy sight, 

For gifts an’ grace 
A burnin’ an’ a shinin’ light, 

To a’ this place. 





What was I, or my generation, 

That I should get sic exaltation? 

1, wha deserve most just damnation, 

For broken laws, 

Sax thousand years 'fore my creation, 

Thro’ Adam's cause. 

When frao my mither's womb T fell. 

Thou might hai‘ idunged me in hell. 

To gnash my gums, to weep and wail, 

In burnin’ lakes. 

Where damned dc^vils roar and yell. 

Cliain'<l to their stakt^s ; 

Y(‘t 1 am lier<‘ a chosen sam))]e. 

To show tliy grace is great and amide : 

I'm h(‘re a pillar in thy tomphs 
Strong as a nx-k, 

A guid<*, a buckl<*r, an (‘xample 
To a thy flock. 

() Lord, lliou kens what z<‘al I bear, 
AVIhmi drinkt'i’s drink, and swearers swear. 
And singin' there and dancin' hc‘re. 

Wi' gr<*at an' sina' : 

For 1 am k(‘e]>it ]>v thy fear 

Free frae tht*m a'. 

l>ul yet, () Loi'd I confess I must 
At times I'm fash'il wi' fleshy lust : 

An' soim times too, in warldly trust, 

Vili‘ self gets in : 

But thou rem(‘nibers wo are dust. 

Defil'd in sin. 

O liord ! yestreen, thou kens, wi’ JMeg — 
Thy i>ardoii I sincerely beg; 

O I may 't ne'c'i* b<' a livin' idague 
To my <lishonour, 

An' I'll ne'er lift a lawless h»g 

Again upon her. 
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Besiclo*^ I farther iiiaiiii allow, 

Wi* Lizzie’s lass, three times I trow — 50 

13 lit, Lord, that Friday I was fou, 

Wlien 1 cam near her, 

Or tdso thou kens thy servant true 

Wad never steer her. 

May he thou lets this fleshly thorn 

I3es(‘t thy servant eVn and morn 

Lost he owre higli and proud should turn. 

That he 's sae gifted ; 

If sae. thy hand maun e'en bo horn(‘. 

Until thou lift it. 

Loid, l)l<‘ss thy chosen in this plac(\ 

For here thou hast a chosen race : 

But God confound their stub]>orn lace. 

And blast tluur nanu*, 

Wha bring thy idders to disgrace 
An' public shame. 

Loivl, mind (.oiwn Hamilton’s dos(‘its, 
lie drinks, an’ swears, an’ plays at cart<‘s. 

Yet has sae mony takin’ arts 

Wi’ grit an’ snia*. 

Fra<' God's ain jiriivst tin' people’s lieait 1 
lie steals awa’. 

An’ when w<‘ chasten’d him tln'ndbr. 

Thou kens how he bred sic a splore 
As set tlie Avarld in a roar 

O’ laughin’ at iis ; 

Gurse thou Ids basket and his store, 

Kail and potatoes. 

Lord. In'ar my earnest cry an’ pray'r, 

-iVgainst that presbyt’iy o’ Ayr ; 

Thy strong right hand, Lord, makc^ it bare 
Upo’ their heads ; 

liord, weigh it down, and dinna spare, • 

For their misdeeds. 



&pieth to A *^oun3 


O Lord my God, that glib-tongiiM Aiken, 
My veiy heart and sonl are quakin’, 

To think how we stood sweatin’, shakin', 
An’ piss’d wi’ dread. 
While lie, wi’ hingin’ lips and snakin’, 
Held up his head. 

Tjord, in the day of vengeance try him ; 
Lord, visit tlu*in wha did employ him, 
And pass not in thy mercy hy them. 

Nor hear their pray’r : 
Ihit, for thy 2)eoj)le's sake, destroy them. 
And dinna spare. 

But, Lord, remember m<‘ and mim' 

Wi' mercies temp'ral and divine, 

’J’hat [ for gear and grace may shine 
ExceU'd by nane. 

And a’ the glory shall be thine. 

Amen, Amen I 


EPISTLE TO A YOUNG FRIEND. 

I hae thought, my youthfu* friend, 

A somtdhing to have sent you, 

Tho' it should serve nao ither <'nd 
Than just a kind memento ; 

But Jiow tin? subject theme may gang. 

Let time and chance determiiu* : 
lVrha])S it may turn out a sang. 
Perha2>s turn out a sermon. 

Ye’ll try tlu* world soon, my lad. 

And, Andrew dear, btdiiwe me, 

Ve’ll iind mankind an unco squad. 

And inuckle they may grieve ye : 
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For care and trouble set your thought, 
Ev'n when your end 's attained ; 

And a' your views may come to nought, 
Where ev'iy nerve is strained. 

I’ll no say men are villains a' ; 

The real harden'd wicked, 

Wha hae nae check but human law. 

Are to a few restricked : 

But oh ! mankind are unco weak, 

An’ little to bo trusted ; 

If self the wavering balance shake, 

It 's rarely right adjusted ! 


Yet they wha fa’ in foi tune’s strife. 
Their fate we shouldna censurt> , 
For still th’ important end of life 
They ecpjally may answer. 

A man may hue an lionest heart, 
Tho’ i)Oortith hourly stare him ; 

A man may tak a neibor’s part, 

Yet hae nae cash to S2)are him. 


Aye free, aff ban’, your story t(*ll. 
When wi’ a bosom crony ; 

But still keep sometliing to youi*sc*l 
Ye scarcely tell to ony. 

Conceal yoursel as w<‘el s ye can 
Frac critical dKsectioii ; 

But keek thro’ ev’ry other man 
Wi’ sharpen’d sly inspection. 


The sacied lowo o’ wetd plac’d love, 
Luxuriantly in<lulg<' it ; 

But never tempt th’ illicit rove*, 
Tho’ naothing should divulge it : 
I w.avo tho quantum o’ tho sin, 

The hazard of concealing ; 

But oh ! it hardens a’ within. 

And petrifies the feeling ! 



(Bpiettt to A ^oun^ 


To catch damo Fortune’s golden sinil(\ 
Assiduous wait upon her ; 

And gather gear by ev’ry wile 
That ’s justified by honour ; 

!Not for to hide it in a hedge, 

Nor for a train attendant ; 

But for the glorious privilege 
Of being independent. 


The fear o’ hell ’s a hangman’s whip 
To hand the wrt^tch in ord<*r ; 

But where yc^ feel -your honour grip. 
Let tliat aye })e your border : 

Its slightest touches, instant j>iuise — 
Debar a’ side pretences ; 

And resolutidy keep its laws, 
Uncaring consequences. 


The great Creator to revere 

Must sure become tlie creature ; 
But still the preacliing cant forbear. 
And ev il the rigid feature : 

Yet ne'er with W'its profane to range* 
Bo complaisance extended : 

An atheist laugli ’s a poor exchange 
For Deity offended. 


When ranting round in i)leasure's ring, 
Ii<*ligion may lie lilinded ; 

Or, if she gie a random sting. 

It may be little minded ; 

But when on life W’e'ro tempest-driv’n, 
A conscience jmt a canker ' 

A correspondence fix’d wi’ lleav’n 
Is sure a noble anchor. 

Adieu, dear amiable youth ! 

Your heart can ne’er be w’^anting ! 
May prudence, fortitude, and truth 
Erect your brow undaunting. 
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ill ])lougliinau i>hrase, God send yon speed 
Htill daily to grow wiser ; 

And may ye belter reck the redo 
Than ever did th’ adviser ! 


TAM SAMSONS ELEGY. 

Has auld Kilmarnock seen the deil ? 

Or great Mackinlay thrawn his heel ? 
Or Robertson again grown week 

To ])reach an' read ? 

* Na, waur than a'!' cries ilka chiel, 

‘ Tam Samson 's dead !' 


Kilmarnock lang may grunt an' gram', 

An' sigh, an' sab, an' gr<‘(*t her lane, 

An' deed her bairns, man, wife, an’ wean, 
In mourning wts'd ; 

To death, she's d<‘arly ])aid tlu' kan<‘, - 
Tam Samson 's dea<l ! 


Th<* Bn'thren o' th<‘ mystic lev(‘l 
May lung (Inar head in Avoi'fii' Ix'Vel, 
Wliilo by tlu'ir nos(' the tears will revel, 
Jjike oiiy )>ead ; 

Jh*ath 's gien the Lodg<‘ an unco dev(*l, — 
Tam Samson 's dead ! 


When Wint(‘r mufll<‘s up his cloak, 
Ami binds tho jniro like a rock ; 
When to th(3 loughs tho curlers flock 
Wi’ gleesomo sjxxxl, 
Wha will tlujy station at tho cock ? 

Tam Samson 's d(*ad ! 



^ant Cfegp. 


IIg was the king o' a’ the core 
To guard, or draw, or wick a bore, 

Or uj) the rink like Jehu roar 

In time o’ need ; 

But now he lags on Death's hogscore, — 
Tam Samson 's dead ! 

Now safe the stately sawmont sail, 

And trouts bedropp’d wi’ crimson hail, 
And eels wecl kent for souple tail, 

And geds for greed. 

Since dark in Death's fish-creel we wail 
Tam Samson dead ! 

Bejoice, ye birring pait ricks a' ; 

Ye cootie moorcocks, crousely craw ; 

Ye maukins, cock 5 'our fud in’ liraw, 
Witliouten dread ; 

Your mortal fat» is now awa’, — 

Tam Samson 's dead ! 

That wo(‘fu' morn ]>e ever mourn'd 
Saw him in shootin graith adorn'd, 
Whil(‘ j)ointers round inniatient biirn'd, 
Fra<^ coui)les freed ; 

But oh ! he gaod and ne'er return'd ! 

Tam Samson’s dead ! 

Ill A Jiiii auld ag(* his body batters : 

In vain the gout his ancles fetters ; 

In vain the l>urns cam down like water 
An acre brahl ! 

Now ev'iy auld wife, greetin’, clatters 
‘ Tam Samson 's dead 1 ' 

Owre mony a weary hag he limpit, 

An’ aye the tither shot ho thumpit. 

Till coward Death behind him jumpii 
Wi’ deadly fehle ; 

Now he proclaims, wi’ tout o' trumiiet, 

* Tam Samson 's deatl ! ' 
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When at his heai*t he felt the dagger, 

He reel’d his wonted bottle-swagger, 

But yet he drew the mortal trigger 

Wi’ weel-aiiu’d heed ; 

^Lord, five!’ ho cried, an’ owre did stagger; 

Tam Samson ’s dead ! 

Ilk hoary hunter mourn'd a britlnn* ; 

Ilk sportsman youth bemoan’d a father ; 

Yon auld grey stane, amang the heather, 
Marks out his head, 

Where Burns has wrote, in rhyming blethei*, 
^ Tam Samson 's dead ! ’ 

There low he lies in lasting rest ; 

Perhaps upon his mould’ring l>reast 
Some spitfu' muirfowl bigs her nest, 

To hatcli and breed ; 

Alas ! nae mair he’ll them molest ! 

Tam Samson 's dead ! 

When August winds the heather wave. 

And sj^ortsmen wander })y yon grave, 

Three volleys let his memory crave 

O’ i^outher an’ lead, 

Till Echo answer frae her cave 

‘ Tam Samson 's dead ! * 

Ileav’n rest his saul, Avhere’er he be ! 

Is th’ wish o’ mony mao than me : 
lie had twa faults, or maybe three, 

Yet what reniead ? 

Ae social honest man want we : 

Tam Samson 's dead ! 


THE EPITAPH. 

Tam Samson’s wool-worn clay hero lies : 

Ye canting zealots, spare him ! 

If honest worth in heaven rise, 

Ye’ll mend ere ye win near him. 



Jl (PE)tn<et 


Per Contra. 

Go, Fame, an* canter like a filly 
Thro’ a’ the streets an’ neuks o’ Killie, 
Tell ev’ry social honest billie 

To cease his grievin’. 

For yet, unskaith’d by Death’s gleg giillio, 
Tam Samson ’s livin’ I 


A WINTER NIGHT. 

When biting Boreas, fell and doure, 

Sharp shivers thro’ the leafless bow’r ; 
When Pha'bus gies a short-liv’d glow'r. 

Far south the lift, 

Diin-dark’ning thro’ the flaky show’r 

Or whirling drift ; 

Ae night the storm the steeples rocked. 

Poor Labour sweet in sleep Avas locked. 
While burns, wi’ snawy wreaths up-choked. 
Wild-eddying swirl. 

Or, thro’ the mining outlet hocked, 

DoAVii headlong hurl ; 

List’ning the doors an’ Avinnocks rattle 
I thought me on the curie cattle, 

Or silly sheep, Avha bide this brattle 
O’ Avinter AA^ar, 

And thro' the drift, deep-lairing, sprattle 
Beneath a scar. 

Ilk happing bird, AA^ee, helpless thing ! 

That, in the merry months o’ spring, 
Delighted me to hear thee sing, 

What comes o’ thee ? 

Where Avilt thou coAv’r thy chittcring Aving, 
An’ close thy e’o? 
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Ev'n yon, ou iiiurd ring errands toil’d, 

Lout' from your savage homes exil’d, - - 
The blood-stained roost and sheep-cote spoil’d 
My heart forgets, 

Wliilo pitiless the tempest wild 

Sore on you boats. 30 

Now Phoebe, in her midnight reign, 

Dark jmilird, view'd the dreary plain ; 

Still crowding thoughts, a pensive train, 

Rose in my soul. 

When on my car this plaintive strain. 

Slow, solemn, stole : — 

^ Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gust \ 

And freeze, thou bitt(U--biting frost ! 

Descend, ye chilly smothering snows ! 

Not all your rage, as now united, shows 40 

More hard imkindiiess iinridenting, 

Vengeful malice unrep<‘nting, 

Than heav’n-illumin'd man on ])rother man bestows I 
See stern Oppression’s iron grip. 

Or mad Am])ition’s gory hand, 

Sending, like blood-houmls from tlu* slip. 

Woe, want, and murder o'er a land ! 

Ev il in the })eaceful ruiv,l Aak*, 

Truth, weeping, t(*lls the mournful tah‘ 

How pamper'd ljuxury, Elatt’iy by her side, 50 

Tile parasite empoisoning her ear. 

With all tlio servile wretches in the rear. 

Looks o’er i)roud projierty, extc‘nde<] wid(‘ ; 

And eyes the simple rusti<‘ hind. 

Whose toil upholds the glitt'ring show, 

A creature of another kind. 

Some coars(‘r substance, unrofin'd. 

Plac'd for Inn- lordly use thus fiir, thus vile, lielow. 

Where, wher<' is Love’s foiul, tender throe, 

With lordly Honour’s lofty brow, 

The pow’rs you proudly own ? 

Is there, beneatli Love’s nobhi name, 

Can har])our, dark, the selfish aim 
To bless himself alone? 
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Mark maidon-innocence a prey 
To love-protenclin£y snares ; 

This boasted honour turns away, 

Shunning soft pity’s rising sway, 

Ih'oardlcss of the tears, and unavailing inuy’rr^ ! 

Perhaps this hour, in mis’ry’s squalid nest, 70 

She strains your infant to her joyless breast. 

And with a mother’s fears shrinks at the rocking blast J 

Oh ye ! who, sunk in beds of down. 

Feel not a want but wliat yourselves ereat(\ 

Think, for a moment, on his wretched fate. 

Whom friends and fortune quite disown ! 

Ill satisfied keen nature’s clam’rous call, 

Stretcli’d on his straw ho lays himself to sloe]), 

Wliile thro’ the raggexl roof and chinky wall. 

Chill o’er his slumbers piles the drifty heap ! 80 

Think on the dungeon’s grim confine. 

Where guilt and poor misfortune pine ! 

Onilt, erring man, relenting view ! 

I But shall thy legal rage pursue 
The wretch, already crushed low, 

By cruel fortune’s undeserved blow ? 

Affliction’s sons ar<' brothers in distress : 

A hrother to ndieve, how exquisite the bliss ! ' 


I heard nao mair ; for C’hanticleer 
Shook oft* the pouthery snaw, 90 

And hail’d tho morning with a cheer. 

A cottage-rousing craw. 

But deep this truth impress’d my mind — 

Thro’ all Ilis works abroad. 

The heart benevolent and kind 
The most resembles (lod. 
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SCOTCH DRINK. 


Gia him sfronfj drink, inifil he U'ink, 

That's sinkituj in dtspair; 

An liquor quid to ft re his hhiid, 

That's prvst wT grief an* awe; 

Thtre let him hote^c, an* detp carouse, 

]re’ bumpers Jlowing o*cr, 

Till he forgets his lores or debts, 

An* minds his gtiefs no moie. 

SoL,oMoN (^Proverbs xxxi. 6, 7 . 

Lkt other Poets r.'iiso a fracas 

’Bout vines, an' wines, an’ drunken Bacchus, 

An’ crabhed names an’ stories wrack us, 

An’ grate our lug ; 

T sing the juice Scotch bear can mak us. 

In glass or jug. 


O thou, my Muso ! guid an Id Scotch Drink. 
Whether tliro’ wimplin worms thou jink, 

Or, richly }>rown, ream owro the brink, 

In glorious faem, 10 

Jnspiro mo, till I lis[) an’ wink, 

To sing thy name ! 


Let husky wheat the hauglis adorn, 

An’ aits set uj) their awnie horn, 

An’ pease an’ beans at eon or morn, 

Pc*rfume the plain : 
Leezo me on thee, John Barleycorn, 

Thou King o’ grain ! 


On thee aft Scotland chows her cood. 

In souple scones, the wale o’ food! 

Or tumblin’ in the boiling flood 

Wi’ kail an’ beef ; 

But when thou pours thy 'Strong heart’s blood. 

There thou shines chief. 





Food fills tho wame, an’ keeps us livin’ ; 

Tho’ life ’s a gift no worth receivin’, 

When heavy-dragg’d wi’ pine an’ grievin’ 
But, oil’d by thee, 

Tho wheels o’ life gae down-hill, scrievin’ 
Wi’ rattlin’ glee. 

Thou clears the head o’ doited Lear : 

Thou cheers the heart o’ drooping Care ; 

Thou strings tho nerves o’ Labour sair, 

At ’s weary toil : 

Thou even brightens dark Despair 

Wi’ gloomy smile. 

Aft, clad in massy siller weed, 

Wi’ gentles thou erects thy head ; 

Yet humbly kind, in time o’ need. 

The i)oor man’s wine, 

His wee drap parritcli, or his bread, 

Thou kitchens fine. 

Thou art tho life o’ public haunts ; 

But thee, what were our fairs and rants ? 

Ev’n godly meetings o’ tho saunts. 

By thee ins2)ir'd. 

When gaping they besiege the tents. 

Are doubly fir’d. 

That merry night we get tho corn in ! 

O sweetly then thou reams the horn in ! 

Or reekin’ on a New- Year mornin' 

In cog or bicker, 

An’ just a wee drap sp’ritual burn in, 

An’ gusty sucker ! 

When Vulcan gies his bellows breiith. 

An’ ploughmen gather wi’ their graith, 

O rare to see thee fizz an’ freath 

1’ th’ lugged caup ! 

Tlien Buriiewin comes on like death 
At ev’ry chaui). 
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Nae mercy, then, for aim or steel ; 

The brawnie, banie, ploughman chiel, 

Brings hard owrohip, wi’ sturdy wheel, 

The strong forehammer. 

Till block an’ studdie ring an* reel 

Wi’ dinsome clamour. 

When skirlin’ weanies see the light, 

Thou niaks the gossips clatter bright 
How fumblin’ cuifs their dearies slight — 

Wae worth the name ! 70 

Nae Howdie gets a social night. 

Or plack frae them. 

When neibors anger at a plea. 

An’ just as wud as wud can ))e, 

IIow easy can the barley -1 )reo 

Cement the <piaiTel ! 

It ’s aye the cheapest lawyer's fee 

To taste the barrel. 

Alake ! that e'er my Muse has reason 

To wyte her countiymen \^i’ treason ; So 

But mony daily weet tlieir weasan’ 

Wi’ liquors nice, 

An’ hardly, in a winter's season. 

E’er sj^ier her price. 

Wae woi^th that brandy, burning trash ! 

Fell source o’ mony a pain an’ brash ! 

Twins mony a poor, doylt, drucken hash, 

O’ half his days ; 

An’ sends, beside, auld fScotland’s cash 

To her warst faes. 90 

Ye Scots, wha wish auld Scotland well. 

Ye chief, to you my tale I tell, 

Poor j)lackiess devils like mysol’ ! 

It sets you ill, 

Wi’ bitter, dearthfu’ wines to mell, 

Or foreign gill. 





May gravoLs round his blather wreiicli, 

An’ gouts torment him, inch by inch, 

Wha twists his gruntlo wi’ a gliinch 
O’ sour disdain, 

Out owro a glass o’ whisky punch 
Wi’ honest men ! 

O Whisky ! soul o’ plays an’ pranks ! 

Accept a bardie’s gratefu’ thanks ! 

When wanting thee, wl^at tuneless cranks 
Are my j)oor verses ! 

Thou conies— they rattle i’ their ranks 
At ither’s arses ! 

Thee, Ferintosh ! O sadly lost ! 

Scotland, lament frao coast to coast ! 

Now colic-grips an’ barkin’ hoast 
May kill us a’ ; 

For loyal Forbes’ charter’d boast 
Is ta'en awa ! 

Thao curst horse-leeches o’ th' Excise, 

Wha iiiak the whisky stells their prize — 
Hand up thy hand, dcil ! Alice — twice — thrice* 
There, seize the blinkers I 
An’ liake them up in brimstane ])ii‘S 

For poor damn'd drinkers. 

Fortune ! if thou ’ll but gie mo still 
Halo breeks, a bannock, and a gill. 

An’ rowth o’ rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak’ a’ the rest. 

An’ deal’d about us thy blind skill 
Directs thee best. 
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ELEGY ON CAPT. MATTHEW HENDERSON, 

A f.ENTLEMAN WHO HELD THi: PATENT FOIl HIS HONOUl^S 
IMMEDIATELY FROM ALMIGHTY GOD. 

O Death ! iliou t3a*aiit fell and bloody ! 

The meikle devil wi’ a woodie 

Haurl thee hamo to his black smiddio 
O’er hurcheon hides, 

And like stock-fish come o’er his studdie 
Wi’ thy aiild sides ! 

Ho ’s ^ane, ho ’s gane ! he ’s frae ns torn. 

The ae best fellow e’er was born ! 

Thee, Matthew, Nature's sol’ shall mourn 

By wood and wild, lo 

Where, haply. Pity stniys forlorn, 

Frae man exil’d. 

Ye hills, near neibors o' the starns, 

That proudly cock j’^our cresting cairns ! 

Ye cliffs, the haunts of sailing earns, 

Where echo slumbers ! 

Come join, ye Nature’s sturdiest bairns, 

My wailing numbers ! 

Mourn, ilka grove the cushat kens ! 

Ye haz’lly shaws and briery dens I 

Ye burnies, wimplin’ down your glens, 

Wi' toddlin din, 

Or foaming straiig wi hasty stens 
Frae lin to liii. 

Mourn, little harebells o’er the lea ; 

Ye stately foxgloves fair to see ; 

Ye woodbines hanging bonnilie, 

In scented bow’rs ; 

Ye roses (»n your thorny tree, 

The first o’ flow’rs. 
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At dawn when ev’ry grassy blade 
Droops with a diamond at his head, 

At ev’n when beans their fragrance shed 
I’ th’ rustling gale, 

Ye maukins, whiddin’ thro’ the glade. 
Come join my wail. 

Mourn, ye wee songsters o’ the wood ; 

Ye grouse tliat crap the heather bud; 

Yo curlews calling thro’ a chid ; 

Ye whistling plover; 

And mourn, ye whirring paitrick brood — 
He 's gane for ever ! 

Mourn, sooty coots, and speckled teals ; 
Ye fisher litu'ons, watching eels ; 

Ye duck and drake', wi’ aiiy wheels 
Circling the lake ; 

Ye bitterns, till the <|uagmire reels, 

Itair for his sake. 

« 

Mourn, clamouring craiks at cl< si' o* tlay, 
'Mang lic'lds o’ fiowering clover gay ; 

And, when ye wing your annual way 
Frae our cauld shore, 

Tell thae far warlds wha lies in clay, 
Wham we deplore. 

Yo houlets, frae your ivy bow'r 
III some uuld tree, or eldritch iow’r. 
What time the moon wi’ silent glowr 
Sets up her horn. 

Wail thro’ the dreary midnight hour 
Till waukrife morn ! 

O rivers, forests, hills, and plains ! 

Oft have ye heard iny canty strains ; 

Dut now, what else for mo remains 
But tales of Avoe? 

And frae my een the drapping rains 
Maun ever How. 
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Mourn, Spring, thou darling of the year ! 
Tlk cowslip cu2> shall kep a tear : 

Thou, Simmer, while each corny spear 
Shoots up its head, 

Thy gay green flow ly tresses shear 
For him that 's dead ! 

Thou, Autumn, wi’ thy yellow hair. 

In grief thy sallow mantle tear ! 

Thou, Winter, hurling thro’ the air 
The roaring ]>last. 

Wide o'er the naked world decdare 
The worth we’ve lost ! 


Mourn him, thou sun, great sourct^ of light 
Mourn, empress of the silent night ! 

And you. ye twinkling starnies l)right. 

My Mattli(‘w mourn I 

For through your orbs lu‘ ’s ta’en his flight. 
Ne’er to return. 

O Henderson I the man! the inotlierl 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever? 

And hast thou crost that unknown river. 
Life's dreary ]»oiind? 

Like thee, wliere shall 1 lind another. 

The A\ orld around ? 

Go to your sculi)tiir'd tonihs, ye great. 

In a’ the tinsel trash o’ state ! 

But by thy honest turf I'll wait. 

Thou man of worth ! 

And wee 2 > the ae best fellow’s fate 
E'er lay in earth. 


THE EPITAPH. 

Stop, passenger ! iny story 's brief, 
i\nd truth J shall i elate, man ; 
I tell nae common tale o’ grief. 
For Matthew was a great man. 





If thou uncommon merit ha»t, 

Yet spurn’d at fortune’s door, man ; 

A look of i)ity hither cast, 

For Matthew was a poor man. 

Tf thou a noble sodger art, 

That passest by this grave, man, 

There moulders here a gallant heart ; 

For Matthew was a bravo man. 

If thou on men, their works and ways, 
Canst throw uncommon light, man ; 

Here lies wha wed had won thy praise, 
For Matthew was a bright man. 

If thou at friendship s sacred ca' 

Wad life itself iwsign, man : 

The sympathetic tear maun fa’, 

For Matthew was a kind man. 

If thou art staunch without a stain. 

Like the unchanging blue, man : 

This was a kinsman o’ thy ain, 

For Matthew was a true man. 

If thou hast wit, and fun, and lire, 

And ne’er guid wine did fear, man : 

Tliis was thy billie, dam, and sire, 

For Matthew was a queer man. 

If ony whiggish whingein’ sot. 

To blame poor Matthew dare, man ; 

May dool and sorrow be his lot. 

For Matthew was a rare man. 

But now his radiant course is run. 

For Matthew’s was a bright one ; 

His soul was like the glorious sun, 

A matchless, Heav’nly Light, man. 
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THE AULD FARMER’S NEW- YEAR MORNING 
SALUTATION TO HIS AULD MARE, MAGGIE, 

ON GIVING HER THE ACCUSTOMED KIPP OF CORN TO 
HANSEL IN THE NEW YEAR. 

A GUii^ New- Year 1 wish tlieo, Ma^^gie ! 

Hae, 1 here's a ripp to thy aulJ baggie: 

Tho thou 's howe-]>ackit now, an’ knaggie. 

I’ve seen the day, 

Thou could hae gane like oiiy st aggie 
Out-owre the lay. 

Tho’ now thou s dowie, still’, an' crazy, 

All’ thy auld hide's as white’s a daisio, 

I’ve seen thee dai>plod, sleek an’ glaizie, 

A honnii‘ gray : lo 

lie should lieen tight that daurt to raize thee, 
Alice in a day. 

Thou aiice was i the 1‘ori‘iuost rank, 

A lilly buirdly, steeve, an’ swank, 

All sot weel down a shapely shank. 

As e'er tn‘ad yird ; 

All could hae llowii out-owre a stank, 

Like oiiy bird. 

It s now some niiie-an'-twenty year, 

JSin’ thou was niy guid-father’s ineere ; 30 

He gied me thei*, o’ toclier char, 

An’ lifty mark ; 

Tho’ it was siua’, ’twas weel- won gear, 

An’ thou was stark. 

When hrst I gaed to woo my Jenny, 

Ye then was trottin’ wi’ your minnie : 

Tho’ ye was trickio, sice, an’ funnie, 

Yo ne’er was donsio ; 

Hut hainely, tawie, quiet, an’ cannie, 

An’ unco sonsie. 
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That day ye pranc'd wi’ niuckle pride 
When ye hure hamo my bonnie bride ; 

An’ sweet an’ gracefu’ she did ride, 

Wr maiden air ! 

Kyle Stewart I could bragged wide 
For sic a pair. 

Tho’ Jiow ye dow but hoyte and hobble. 

An’ Avintle like a saumont-coble, 

That day ye was a j inker noble 

For heels an’ win' ! 40 

An’ ran them till they a’ did wobble 
Far, far bellin’. 

When thou an’ i were young and skeigli, 

An’ stable-meals at fairs were driegh, 

How thou wad prancts an’ snore, an' skriegh 
All’ tak the road ! 

Town s-bodies ran, and stood abeigli, 

An’ ca t thee mud. 

When tlioii >vas corn’t, an’ I was mellow. 

We took the road aye like a swalloAV : 50 

At brooses thou had ne'er a fellow 
For pith an’ spei'd : 

But ev'ry tail thou paj" t them hollow. 

Where’er thou gaed. 

The sma’, droop-ruinpled, hunter cattle, 

Might aiblins waur’d thei^ for a brattle ; 

But sax Scotch miles, thou tried their inetth*. 

All’ gart them whaizle : 

Nae whip nor spur, but just a wattle 

O’ saugh or hazel. 60 • 

Thou was a noble fittie-lan’, 

As e'er in tug or tow was drawn ! 

Aft thee an’ I, in aucht hours’ gaun, 

On guid March-weather, 

Hae turn'd sax rood beside our ban’, 

For days thegither. 



io8 


(poem0, dt- 


Thou never braindg't, an’ fetch’t, an' lliskifc, 
But thy aulcl tail thou wad hae wliiskit, 

An’ spread abreed thy weel-iiird brisket, 
Wi’ pith an’ pow'r, 

Till spritty knowcs wad rair’t and riskit, 
An’ slypet owre. 

When frosts lay lang, an’ snaws were deep, 
All’ threaten’d labour back to keep, 

I gicd thy cog a woo liit heap 

Aboon the tiinmor ; 

I keiin’d my Maggie wad na sleeii 

For that, or simmer. 

In cart or car thou never rcestit ; 

T1 w steyest ])rae thou wad hae fiiccd it ; 
Thou never lap, an’ stenned, and lireastit, 
Then stood to blaw ; 

But, just thy step a wee thing hastit. 

Thou snoov’t awa. 

My plough is now thy bairn-tiim» a'. 

Four gallant brutes as e'er did draw ; 

Forbye sax m.ae Fv<* sidl't awa 

Thai thou liasi nurst : 
They drew me thretteen pund an’ twa, 

The very warst. 

Mony a sair dai-g wo twa hae wrought, 

An’ wi’ the weary warl’ fought ! 

An’ mony an anxious day I thought 
We wad bo lieat ! 

Yet here to crazy age we’re brought, 

Wi’ something yet. 

And think iia, my auld trusty servan’, 

That now perhajis thou ’s less deservin’, 

An’ thy auld days may end in starvin’ ; 

For my last fou, 

A heajiit stimpart I’ll reserve ane 
Laid by for you. 



^0 a Qllouee. 
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We Vo worn to crazy years thegither ; 
We’ll toy to about wi’ aiie anither ; 

Wi’ tentie care I’ll flit thy tether 

To some haiii’d rig, 
Where ye may nobly rax your leather, 
Wi’ sma’ fatigue. 


TO A MOUSE, ON TURNING HER UP IN HER 
NEST WITH THE PLOUGH, NOVEMBER, 1785. 

Wee, sleekit, eow’riii’, tini’rous boast ie, 

0 what a panic 's in thy breastio ! 

Thou need na start awa sue hasty, 

Wi’ bickering brattle ! 

1 wad bo laith to rin an’ chase thee 

Wi’ iiiurd'ring imtlle ! 

I’m truly sorry man’s dominion 
Has broken Nature’s social union, 

An’ justilies that ill opinion 

Which makes thee startle 10 
At me, thy poor oartli-born comi^anion, 

An’ fellow-mortal ! 

I doubt na, whiles, but thou may thieve ; 

What then ? poor beastie, thou maun live ! 

A daimen-icker in a thrave 

a sma’ request : 

I'll get a blessin’ wi’ the lave. 

And never miss ’t ! 

Thy wee bit housio, too, in ruin ! 

Its silly wa’s the win’s are strewin’ ! 20 

An’ naething, now, to big a now ane, 

O’ foggago green I 

An’ bleak December’s winds ensuin’, 

Baith snell an’ keen ! 


no 
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Thou saw the fields laid bare and waste. 

An' weary winter eomin' fast, 

An' cozie here, beneath the blast. 

Thou thought to dwell. 

Till crash ! the cruel coulter past 

Out-thro’ thy cell. 3o 

That wee bit heap o' leaves an’ stibble 
Has cost thee inony a weary nibble ! 

Now thou *s turn'd out, for a' thy trouble, 

Blit house or hald. 

To thole the winter's sleetj" dril)blo. 

An' eranreueh cauld ! 

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane. 

In proving foresight may be vain : 

The best laid schemes o' mice an* men 

Clang aft a-gley, 40 

An' lea'e us nought but gri(‘f an' pain 
For ])romis'd joy. 

Still thou art blest compar'd wi' mo ! 

The present only toucheth thee : 

But oh ! I liackward cast my 0*0 

On prospi‘cts di’ear ! 

An’ forward tho' I canna see. 

I guess an' fear ! 


MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN. 

Wiirx chill November's surly blast 
Made fields and forests bare. 

One ev'ning as I wander’d forth 
Along the banks of Ayr, 

I spied a man, whose aged step 
Seem'd woaiy. worn with care ; 

His face was furrow'd o'er with years. 
And hoary was his hair. 


Qfllan waff QUa^e to QUourn, 


^YoTin^ stranger, whither wancl’rost thou 
Began the rev Vend sago ; 

‘Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain, 
Or youthful pleasure's rage? 

Or, haply, prest with cares and woes. 

Too soon thou hast began 
To wander forth with me to mourn 
The miseries of man. 


‘ The sun that overhangs yon moors. 
Out-spreading far and wide. 

Where hundreds labour to support 
A haughty lordling's pride-- 
I'vo se(‘n yon weary winter-sun 
Twice forty times return. 

And ev'ry time has added proofs 
That man was made to mourn. 


‘O man! while in iliy early years, 
ITow prodigal of lime I 
Mis-spending all thy ]>recious hours. 
Thy glorious youthful lu'ime ! 
Alternato follies take the sway ; 

Licentious passions burn ; 

Which tenfold force' give nature's law. 
That man was made to mourn. 


‘ Look not alone on youthful prime. 

Or manhood's active might ; 

Man then is useful to his kind, 

Supporh'd is his right ; 

But see him on the edge of life. 

With cares ami sorrows Avorn, 

Then ago and Avant, oh ! ill-matchM pair 
ShoAV man Avas made to mourn. 

‘ A feAA^ seem faA^ourites of fate. 

In pleasur(‘'s lap carest ; 

Yet think not all the rich and great 
Are likeAviso truly blest. 
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But oh ! what crowds in ev*iy land 
All wretched and forlorn, 

Thro’ weaiy life this lesson learn — 
That man was made to mourn. 


‘Many and sharp the numerous ills 
Inwoven with our frame ! 

More pointed still avo make onrselves 
Begret, remorse, and shame ! 

And man, whose heaven-cueeted face 
The smiles of love adorn — 

Man’s inhumanity to man 

Makes countless thousands mourn ! 


‘See yonder poor o’erlabour’d wight. 

So abject, mean, and vile. 

Who begs a brother of the earth 
To give him leaA’o to toil ; 

And see his lordly fellow-worm 
The 13001* petition spurn. 

Unmindful tho’ a Ave<‘ping wife 
And helpless offspring mourn. 

‘If I’m design'd yon lordling’s slave, — 
By nature’s law design’d. 

Why Avas an independent Avish 
E’er planted in my mind ? 

If not, Avhy am I subject to 
Ilis cruelty, or scorn? 

Or Avhy has man tho Avill and pow’r 
To make his fellow mourn ? 

‘Yet let not this too much, my son, 
Disturb thy youthful breast ; 

This partial view of human-kind 
Is surely not the last ! 

The poor oppressed honest man, 

IIa<l never sure been born. 

Had there not been some recompense 
To comfort those that mouru ! 
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‘ O Death, the poor man’s dearest friend, 
The kindest and the best ! 

Welcome the hour my agbd limbs 
Are laid with thee at rest ! 

The great, the wealthy, fear thy blow. 
From pomp and pleasure torn ; 

But oh ! a ])lest relitd* to those 
That weary-laden mourn.’ 


TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY, 

ON TURNING ONR DOWN WITH TIIK PLOUOir, IN APRIL, I 786. 

Wek modest crimson-tipped flow'r, 

Tliou \s mc‘t me in an evil hour ; 

For I maun crush amang the stouro 
Thy slender stem : 

To sjiare thee now is past my pow’r. 

Thou bonnie gem. 

Alas ! it ’s no thy neibor sweet. 

The bonnie lark, companion' meet. 

Bending thee "mang the <lewy wcet 

Wi’ sjireckrd br<‘ast, lo 

When iii)ward springing, blythe to greet 
The purx>ling east. 

Cauld blow the l^itter-biting north 
Upon thy early humble birth ; 

Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 
Amid the storm, 

Scarce rear’d above the parent-earth 
Thy tender term. 

The flaunting flow’rs our gardens yield 
High shelt’ring woods and Ava’s maun shield, 20 
But thou, beneath the random bield 
O’ clod or stane, 

Adorns the histie stibble-field. 

Unseen, alane. 
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There, in thy scanty mantle clad. 

Thy snawy bosom sun ward spread, 

Thou lifts thy unassuming head 

Tn humlde guise ; 

But now the share uptcars thy bed, 

And low thou lies ! 

Such is the fate of artless mai<l. 

Sweet flow 'ret of the rural shade. 

By love’s simplicity betray’d. 

And guileless trust. 

Till she like thee, all soil’d, is laid 
Low i' the dust. 

Such is the fiite of simple bard. 

On life's rough ocean luckless starr'd : 
Unskilful ho to note the card 

Of prudent lore, 

Till billows rage, and gales blow hard. 

And whelm him o'er ! 

Such fate to suffering worth is giv'n, 

Who long with wants and W(K‘s has striv'n, 
By human pride or cunning driv'n 
To niis'rv's brink, 

Till wrench'd of ev'ry stay but Ileav'n. 

Tie, ruin’d, sink ! 


Ev'n thou who mourn'st the Daisy's fate. 
That fate is thine— no distant date ; 

St('rn Ruin’s ploughshare <lrivos elate 
Full on thy bloom. 

Till crush'd beneath the furrow's w<‘ight 
Shall be thy doom ! 



TO RUIN. 


All hail ! inexorable lord. 

At whose destruction-breathing word 
The mightiest empires fall I 
Tliy cruel woe-delighted train. 

The ministers of grief and pain, 

A sullen welcome, all ! 

With stern-resol v'd despairing eye, 

I see each aimed dart ; 

For one lias cut my dearest tie. 

And quivers in my heart. 

Then low'ring, and pouring. 

The storm no more I dread. 

Tho’ thick'ning and black'ning 
Found my devoted head. 

And, thou grim pow'r, by life abhorr’d, 
While life a jileasure can afford. 

Oh ! hear a wretch's ])ray'r ! 

No more I shrink appall'd, afraid ; 

1 court, I b(‘g thy friendly aid. 

To clo «!0 this scene of care ! 

When shall my soul, in silent peace. 

Fesign lih^'s joyless day ? 

My weary heart its throbbings cease, 
Cold-mould'ring in ih<* clay? 

No fear more, no tear more. 

To stain my lifeless face, 
Enclas]>ed, and grasped 

Witliin th\’ cold embrace I 
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ON A SCOTCH BARD, GONE TO THE 
WEST INDIES. 

A’ YE wha. live by sowps o’ drink, 

A’ ye wiiii live by crtimbo-clink, 

A’ ya wlia live an’ never think, 

Come mourn wi’ mo ! 

Our billie ’s giVn us a’ a jink. 

An’ owro the sea. 


Lament him, a’ ye rantin core, 

Wha dearly like a randoni-sploro ; 

Nae mair he’ll join the merry roar. 

In social key ; i 

For now ho ’s taen anither shore. 

All’ owre the sea ! 

The bonnio lasses weed may wiss him. 

And in their dear ])etitions place him ; 

The widows, wives, an’ a’ may bless him, 

Wi’ tearfu’ e’e ; 

For weel I wat they’ll sairly miss him 
That ’s owre the sea ! 

O Fortune, they hae room to grumble ! 

Hadst thou taen aft* some drowsy buminlc, 

Wha can do nought but fyke an’ fum])h‘, 

’Twad been nao jilea ; 

But ho was gleg as ony wumble, 

That ’s owre the sea ! 

Auld cantie Kyle m.ay weepers wear, 

An’ stain them wi’ the saut saut tear : 

’Twill mak her poor auld heart, I fear, 

In flinders flee ; 

He was her Laureat mony a year. 

That ’s owre the sea ! 3^ 
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IIo saw misfortune’s can Id nor- west 
Lang mustering up a bitter blast ; 
A jillet brak his heart at last — 

111 may she be ! 
So took a berth afore the mast. 

An’ owre the sea. 


To tremble under Fortune’s cummock 
On scarce a bellyfu’ o’ drummock, 

Wi’ his proud indei)endent stomach, 

Could ill agree ; 

So row’d his hurdies in a hammock. 

An’ owre the sea. 

He ne'er was gi'en to great misguidin'. 

Yet coin his pouches wad na bide in ; 

Wi’ him it ne’er was under hidin’, 

He <lealt it free: 

The Muse was a’ that he took ju'ide in. 

That 's owre the sea. 

Jamaica bodies, use him weel, 

An’ hap him in a ( ozie biel ; 50 

Ye'll find him aye a dainty chiel. 

An<l fu’ o’ glee ; 

He wad na wrang'd the vera deil, 

That ’s owre the ^ea. 


Fareweel, my rhyme-comijosing l:>illie I 
Your native st>il was right ill-willie : 
But ina}'' ye flourish like a lily. 

Now bonnilie ! 

I’ll toast ye in my hindmost gillie, 

Tho’ owi*e the sea ! 


60 
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ADDRESS TO EDINBURGH. 

Edina ! Scotia’s darling seat. 

All hail thy palaces and tow’rs, 
Where once beneath a monarch’s feet 
Sat Legislation’s sov’reign pow’rs. 
From marking wildly-scatter’d llow’rs, 
As on the banks of Ayr I stray’d, 

And singing lone the ling’ring hours, 
I shelter in thy honour’d shade. 


Here Wealth still swells the golden tide, 

As busy trade his labours plies ; lo 

There Architecture’s noble pride 
Bids elegance and si)len(lour rise : 

Here Justice, from her native skies, 

High wields her balance and her rod ; 

Therc‘ L(‘arning, with his eagle eyes. 

Seeks Science in her coy abode. 


Thy sons, Edina, so<*iul, kind, 

Witli oiieii arms the stranger hail ; 

Their views enlarg’d, their lib’ral mind, 

Above the narrow rural vale ; .:o 

Attentive still to sorrow's wail, 

Or modest merit’s silent claim : 

And never may their sources fail ! 

And never envy blot their name ! 


Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn, 
Gay as the gilded summer sky. 

Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn, 
Dear as the raptur'd thrill of joy. 
Fair Burnet strikes ih’ adoring eye, 
Heaven’s beauties on my fancy shine ; 

I see the Sire of Love on high, 

And own his work indeed divine ! 
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There watching high the least alarms, 
Thy rough rude fortress gleams afar ; 
Like some bold veteran, gray in arms, 
And mark’d with many a seamy scar : 
The ponderous wall and massy bar, 
Grim-rising o’er the rugged rock, 

Have oft withstood assailing war, 

And oft repeird th’ invader’s shock. 


With awc-struck thought, and i)itying tears, 
I view that nolile stately dome, 

Wlnu'e Scotia’s kings of other years. 

Fam’d heroes, had their royal home ; 
Alas, how chang’d the times to come I 
Their royal name low in the dust, 

Their hapless race wild-wund’ring roam : 
Tlio’ rigid law cries out ’twas just! 


Wild beats my heart to tracer your sto2)s, 

Whose ancestors, in days of yore, 50 

Thro’ hostile ranks and ruin’d gaps 
Old {Scotia’s bloody lion boro. 

Ev’n 1 who sing in rustic lore. 

Haply my sires have left their shed. 

Ami faced grim danger’s loudest roar, 
Bold-following where your fathers led I 

Edina ! {Scotia's darling seat. 

All hail thy jmlaces and tow’rs, 

Wliere once beneath a monarch’s feet 

Sat Legislation's sov'reign 2>ow'rs ! 60 

From marking wildly-scatter'd llow'rs. 

As on the banks of Ayr 1 stray’d. 

And singing lono the ling’ring hours, 

I shelter in thy honour’d shade. 
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LAMENT FOR JAMES, EARL OF GLENCAIRN. 

The wind blew hollow frao the hills ; 

By fits the sun’s departing beam 
Look’d on the fading yellow woods 

That waved o’er Lugar’s winding stream. 

Beneath a craigy steep, a bard, 

Laden with years and meikle pain, 

In loud lament bewail’d his lord. 

Whom death had all untimely tacn. 


He lean’d him to an ancient aik. 

Whoso trunk was inould’ring down with years ; lo 
Ilis locks were bleached white wi’ time, 

His hoary cheek was wot wi’ tears ; 

And as he touch’d his trembling harp, 

And as he tun’d his doleful sang, 

The ^^inds, lamenting thro’ their caves. 

To echo bore the notes alang. 


‘Ye scatter’d birds that faintly sing, 

The reliques of tho vernal quire ! 

Ye woods that shed on a’ tho winds 

The honours of tho aged year ! 20 

A few short months, and glad and gay. 

Again ye’ll charm tho ear and e’e ; 

But nocht in all revolving time 
Can gladness bring again to me. 


* I am a bending aged tree, 

That long has stood the wind and rain ; 

But now has come a cruel blast, 

And my last hold of earth is gane : 

Nae leaf o’ mine shall greet tho spring, 

Nae simmer sun exalt my bloom ; 3 ° 

But I maun lie before the storm, 

And others plant them in my room. 
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‘IVe seen so many changcfii’ years, 

On earth I am a stranger grown ; 

I wander in the ways of men, 

Alike unknowing and unknown : 
Unheard, unpiticd, unreliev’d, 

I boar alane my lade o’ care. 

For silent, low, on beds of dust. 

Lie a’ that would my sorrows share. 


‘ And last (the sum of a’ my griefs I) 

My noble master lies in clay ; 

The liow'r amang our barons bold. 

His country's pride, his country's stay : 
In weary ])cing now 1 pine 
For a’ the life of life is dead, 

And hope has left my aged ken. 

On forward wing for ever Ih'd. 


* Awake thy last sad voice, my harp ! 

The voice of woe and wild despair ; 

Awake, resound thy latest lay, 

Then sleep in silence evermair ! 

And thou, my last, best, only, friend. 

That fillest an untimely tomb, 

-Vccc'pt this tribute from the baixl 

Thou brought from fortune's mirkest gloom. 


* In poverty's low baa reii vale. 

Thick mists obscure involv'd me round : 
Though oft I turn’d the wistful eye. 

No ray of fame was to be found : 

Thou found's t me, like the morning sun 
That melts the fogs in limpid air ; 

The friendless l>ard and rustic song 
Became alike thy fostering care. 


‘O why has worth so short a date 
While villains ri}K*n grey with time ? 
Must thou, the noble, gen'rous, great. 
Fall in bold manhood's hardy prime ? 
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Why did I live to see that day, 

A day to me so full of woo ? 

O had 1 mot the mortal shaft 
Which laid my benefactor low ! 

‘ The bridegroom may forget the bride 
Was made his wedded wife yestreen ; 

The monarch may forget the crown 
That on his head an hour has been ; 

The mother may forget the child 

That smiles sae swc‘etly on h(‘r knee : 

But I'll remember thee, Glencairn, 

And a’ that thou hast done for me ! ' so 


LAMENT OF MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS, ON THE 
APPROACH OF SPRING. 

Now Nature hangs her Jiiantle green 
On every blooming tree, 

And spreads her sheets o’ daisies white 
Out-owre the grassy h‘a ; 

Now Phoebus cheers the crystal streams, 

And glads the azure skies ; 

But nought can glad the weary wight 
That fast in durance lies. 


Now laverocks wako the merry morn. 
Aloft on dewy wing ; 

The merle, in his noontide bowV, 
Makes woodland echoes ring ; 

The mavis mild wi’ many a note, 
v^'ings drowsy day to rest : . 

In love and freedom they rejoice, 

Wi’ care nor thrall opprest. 
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Now blooms the lily by the bank, 

The primrose down the brae ; 

The hawthorn’s budding in the glen, 

And milk-whito is the slae : 20 

The meanest hind in fair Scotland 
May rove their sweets amang ; 

But I, the Queen of a’ Scotland, 

Maun lie in j^rison straiig. 


I was the Queen o* bonnie hVance, 

Where hap])y I hae been ; 

Fu’ lightly rase I in the morn, 

As blythe lay down at e’en ; 

And I’m the sovereign of Scotland, 

And mony a traitor there ; 30 

Yet hero 1 lie in foreign bands. 

And never-ending care. 


But as for tlu^e, tliou false woman. 

My sister and iny fae, 

Grim vengeance yet shall whet a sword 
That thro’ thy stml shall gae ! 

The weeinng Ijlood in woman's breast 
Was never known to thee ; 

Nor th’ balm that dra2)S on wounds of woe 

Frae Avoman's i)itying e’e. 40 

My son ! my son I may kinder stars 
U2>on thy fortune shine ; 

And may those j^leasures gild thy reign. 

That ne'er W’ad blink on mine. 

Cb)d keoj) thee frae thy mother’s faes. 

Or turn their hearts to thee ; 

And where thou meet'st thy mother's friend, 
Remember him for mo ! 


Oh ! soon to mo may summer-suns 
Nae mair light ui> the morn ! 

Nao mair to me the autumn wdnds 
Wave o'er the ytdlow corn ! 


50 
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And, in tho narrow house o’ death. 

Let winter round me rave ; 

And the next fiow’rs that deck the spring 
Bloom on my peaceful grave ! 


THE TWA HERDS. 

O a’ ye pious godly flocks, 

Weel fed on pastures orthodox, 

Wha now will keep you frao the fox, 
Or worrying tykes ? 

Or wha will tent tho waifs and crocks, 
About tho dykes? 


The twa best herds in a’ the wast 
That e\‘r gae gospel horn a blast 
These five-and-twenty summers past, 
O dool to tell ! 

Ilae had n bitter black out-cast 
Atweeii themsel. 


O Moodie, man, and wordy Kussel, 

How could you raise so vile a bustle ? 
Yedl see how new-light herds will whistle 
And think it fine ! 

The Lord's cause ne'iu* gat sic a twistle, 
yin’ 1 hae min’. 


O sirs, whae'er wad hue expeckit 
Your •duty ye wad sae negleckit 
Yo wha were ne’er by lairds res2)cckit 
To wear tlio 2>laid, 

But by the brutes themselves eleckit 
To be their guide. 
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Whnt flock wi’ Moodie’s flock could rank, 

Sao hale and hearty every shank? 

Nae poison’d soor Arminian stank 
He let them taste ; 

Frae Calvin’s well, aye clear, they drank — 

O* sic a feast ! 30 

The thiimmart, wil’-cat, brock and tod, 

Weel kenn’d his voice thro’ a’ the wood ; 
lie smell’d their ilka hole and road 
Baith out and in, 

And weel he lik’d to shed their bluid 
And sell their skin. 

What herd like Bussel toll'd his tale ? 

His voice was heard thro’ muir and dale: 

He kenn’d the Lord's sheep, ilka tail, 

O'er a’ the height, 40 

And saw gin they wore sick or hale 
At the fii’st sight. 

He lino a mangy sheep could scrub. 

Or nobly fling the gospel club. 

And new-light lierds could nicely drub 
Or pay their skin. 

Could shake them owre the burning dub. 

Or heave them in. 

Sic twa — O ! do 1 live to see 't ? 

Sic himous twa should disagree!, 50 

An’ names like ‘villain,’ ‘hypocrite,* 

Ilk ither gi'en. 

While new-light herds wi’ laughin’ spite 
Say neither 's loeiii ' I 

A’ ye wha tent the gospel fauld 
There 's Duncan deep, and Peebles shaul — 

But chiefly thou, aj^ostle Auld ! 

Wo trust in thee. 

That thou wilt work them, hot and cauld. 

Till they agre<\ 


60 
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Consider, sirs, how we’re beset ! 

There’s scarce a new herd that we get, 

But comes frae ’mang that cursed set 
I winna name : 

I hope frae heaven to see them yet 
In fiery flame. 

Dalrymple has been lang our fae, 

M’Gill has wrought us meiklo wae, 

And that curs’d rascal ca’d M’Quliae, 

And baith the Shaws, 70 

That aft hae made us black and blao 
Wi’ vengefu’ paws. 

Auld Wodrow lang has hatch'd mischief : 

Wo thought aye death wad bring relief, 

But he has gotten, to our grief, 

Ane to succeed him, 

A chiel wha’ll soundly buff our beef, 

I meikle dread him. 

And inony a ane that I could tell, 

Wha fain would oi)cnly rebel ; 80 

Forby turn-coats amang oursel — 

There ’s Smith for ane ; 

1 doubt he ’s but a grey nick quill, 

And that ye’ll fin’, 

() a' ye flocks, owre a' the hills. 

By mosses, meadows, moors, and fells, 

Come join your counsels and your skills 
To CO we the lairds, 

And get the brutes the j^ower thcmsels 

To choose their herds. 9^ 

Then Orthodoxy yet may prance. 

And Learning in a woody dance. 

And that fell cur ca’d Common Sense, 

That bites sae sair. 

Be banish’d owre the seas to France ; 

Let him bark there. 
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Then Shaw's and D’rymple’s eloquence, 

M 'Gill's close nervous excellence, 

M'Quhae's pathetic manly sense, 

And guid M’Math, loo 

Wi’ Smith, wha thro' the heart can glance, 

May a’ pack aff! 


ON THE LATE CAPTAIN GROSE'S PEREGRINA 
TIONS THRO' SCOTLAND. 

COLLECTING THi: ANTIQUITIES OF THAT KINCJDOM. 

Hear, Land o’ Cakes, and brithor Scots, 

Frao Maidenkirk to Johnny Groats ; — 

If there 's a hole in a’ your coats, 

I rede you tent it : 

A chield’s amang you taking notes, 

And, faith, he'll preiit it. 


If in your bounds ye chance to light 
Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight, 

O’ stature short, but genius bright, 

That 's he, mark weel ! lo 

And wow ! ho has an unco sleight 
O' cauk and keel. 


By some auld houlet-haunted biggin, 

Or kirk deserted by its riggin' 

It 's ten to 4ine ye’ll find him snug in 
Some eldritch part, 

Wi’ deils, tliey say, Lord save 's ! colleaguin' 
At some black art. 
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Ilk ghaist that haunts an Id ha’ or chain ’or. 
Ye gipsy- gang that deal in glamour, 

And you, deep read in hell’s black graminai 
Warlocks and witches — 

Ye’ll quake at his conjuring hammer, 

Yo midnight bitches ! 

It ’s tauld he was a sodger bred, 

And ane wad rather fa'n than tied : 

But now ho ’s quat the siDurtle-blade 
And dog-skin wallet, 

And taon the— Antiquarian trade 
I think they call it. 

lie has a fouth o’ auld nick-nackids : 

Busty aim oax>s and jinglin' jackets, 

Wad hand the Lothians three in tackots. 

A tow 1 non t gude ; 

And parritch-pats and auld saut -backets 
Before the Flood. 

Of Eve’s first fire he has a cinder : 

Auld Tubulcain's fire-shool and fender : 

That which distinguished the gender 
O’ Balaam’s ass ; 

A broom-stick o’ the witch of Endor. 

Weel shod wi' l>rass. 

FoFbye, he’ll shape you aff fu' gleg 
The cut of Adam’s i)hilibeg ; 

The knife that nicket Abel's craig — 

He’ll prove you fully 
It was a faulding jocteleg, 

Or lang-kail gullie. 

But wad ye see him in his glee. 

For meikle glee and fun has ho. 

Then set him down, and twa or three 
Guid fellows wi’ him ; 

And port, O port ! shine thou a wee. 

And then ye'll see him ! 
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Now, by th<' Pow'rs o' verse and prose* ! 
Thou art a dainty cliield, O Grose ! 
4»Whae’er o’ thee shall ill suppose, 

They sail* misca’ thee ; 

J’d take the rascal by tlie nose, 

Wad say ‘ Hhanio fa’ thee ! ’ 


ON PASTORAL POETRY, 

Hail, Poosie ! thou Nymph roserv'tl ! 

Til t'hasi* o' thee what crowds hae swerv'd 

Frat* commou sense, or sunk cnerv'd 
'Mang lu'aps o' clavers ; 

And oil ! o'er aft thy joes hae starv'<l. 

'J\Iid a' thy favours ! 

Say, Lassie, why, thy train amang. 

Wliil(‘ loud tlu‘ trunni's lieroic clang. 

And sock or buskin skelp alang 

To death or marriage. 

Scarce an(‘ has tried tlie sheplierd-sang 
But wi’ miscarriage? 

In TIomcr's craft dock Milton thrives: 

Lschylus' pen Will Shaki speare drivi's : 

Wee J\)pe, tlu' knurlin', till him rives 
Iloratiau fame ; 

III thy swi'et sang, Barbauld, survives 
Even Sappho’s flame. 

But thee, Theocritus, wha matches? 

Idiey'ro no herds' fjallats, Maro's catches ; 

S«piire ]^)pe but busks his skinkliu' patches 
O’ heathen tatters : 

1 pass by hunders, nameless wretches. 

’riiat ape their betters. 
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111 this l)raw age o' Avit and loar, 

Will nano the Slu'phord’s Avliistlo niair 

Blaw sweetly in its native air 
And rural grace ; 

And wi’ the fardani'd (irecian share 
A rival place ? 

Yes ! there' is ane - a Scottish caihui ! 

There' ’s ane ; coint' forrit, honest Allan ! 

Thou need na jt>uk ])ehini the hallan, 

A chiel sae clever ; 

The tee ‘til o' Time may gnaw l^amtallan, 
Bui thou 's lor ever ! 

Thou iiainls auld Nature to the' nines, 

In thy sweet Caledonian lini's ; 

Nai* gowdt'ii stre'am thro’ myrtles twines, 
Wliere Bhilom(‘l, 

While nightly l)rt‘e/A‘S sw<‘e‘p the' vines, 
Her gliefs will te‘ll! 


In gowaiiy glens thy hiiiiih' strays^ 

Where honnie lasses bleach llu‘ir clai'S ; 
Or trots by ha/<*lly shaws and braes, 

Wi’ hawthorns gray, 

AVhere blackbirds join Hit' shejiherd's lay? 
At close o’ day. 

Thy rural loves are natur(''s sel’ ; 

Nae bombast spates o’ nonsense swell ; 
Nae snap conceits ; but that swi‘(*t spell 
O’ witcliin’ love — 

That charm that can the strongest quell. 
The sternest move. 
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THE HUMBLE. PETITION OF BRUAR WATER 
TO THE NOBLE DUKE OF ATHOLE. 

My Lord, I know your noble ear 
Woe ne’er assails in vain ; 

Embolden’d thus, T be^ you’ll hear 
Your hiimldo slave complain, 

How saucy Phoebus’ scorching beams. 

In flaming- summer-pride, 

Dfy-withering, waste my foamy streams, 

And drink my crystal tide. 


Tlie lij^htly-j limping glowrin’ trouts. 

That thro’ my waters play, lo 

If, in the ir random Avanton s];)outs. 

They near tin* margin stray ; 

If, haph'ss c* ha nee ! they linger lang, 

I'm scoiehing up so shallow, 

I'hey’ro left the AvhiUming stanes amang. 

In gasping death to wallow. 

Last day L grat wi' spite and tei n. 

As poet Jluriis cann* by, 

That to a bard I should be setai 

Wi’ half my channel dry : 20 

A panegyric rhyme, 1 Aveen, 

Evc*u as 1 was, he shor'd nn* : 

But had 1 in my glory been, 
lie, kneeling, Avad ador’d nn*. 


Here, foaming doAVU the shelvy rocks. 

In tAAUsting strength I rin ; 

^Jliere high my boiling torrent smokes, 
Wild-roaring o’er a linn : 

Enjoying largo each spring and AA'ell 

As Nature gave them me, 30 

I am, altho’ I say’t mysel. 

Worth gaiin a mile to see. 

p 2 
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Would then my noldo master please 
To grant my highest wishes, 

lie'll shade my hanks wi’ tow'ring trees, 
And honnie S2>reading hushes. 

Delighted doubly then, my Lord, 

You’ll wander on my hanks, 

And listen niony a grateful bird 
Iteturn 3^011 tuneful thanks. 

The sober laveiock. warbling wild. 

Shall to the skies aspirt^ ; 

The gowdsj)ink. Music's ga^'est child, 
Shall sweeth" join th(‘ ohiir: 

The blackbird strong. lh<‘ lintwhit(‘ clear. 
The mavis mild aiul nudlow : 

The ro]>iii pcnsha‘ Autumn checu*. 

In all h<‘r locks of ^^ellow. 

This, too, a coviut shall (uisure, 

To shield tin ‘in from ih(‘ storm ; 

And cowanl maukin sl(‘(‘]> s(‘cur<', 

Jjow in her grassA^ foi in : 

Here shall the shej)h(U‘d make his seat, 
To w<‘ave his crown of ilow'rs ; 

Or find a shelt(‘ri ng safe n ‘treat 
From ]U’on( -descending sliow'rs. 


And here, }iy sweet end(‘aring stealth. 
Shall meet the loving pair. 

Despising worlds with all their W(‘alth 
As einjit^’’ idh* can* : 

Tlu‘ Ilow'rs shall vi<* in all their charms 
The hour of h<‘av'n to grace. 

And bilks t‘xten<l th<‘ir fragrant arms, 

To screen tlie d<‘ar embrace. 

Here hapl^’' too, at vernal dawn, 

Some musing bard may stra^^, 

And eye the smoking d(‘wy lawn, 

And niist^’' mountain gray^ ; 
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Or, by tiio roa^x r's nightly bt‘inn, 
Mild-choquoring thro* th(3 trce>5, 
Eiive to my <larkly dashing stroain, 
Hoarse-swelling on the broezo. 

Lot lofty lirs, aiul ashes cool, 

My lowly banks oVrsjnoad, 

.Vnd view, do<3p-bending in the pooJ, 
Their shadows’ wai’ry be<l ! 

L(‘t fragrant ]>irks in woodbine‘s drest 
My craggy cdills adorn ; 

Aiul, for the little songster's in^si, 

The close einbow’iing thorn. 

So may Old Scotia's darling ho|K‘, 
Your little angel band, 

Spring, like tliiar faili<‘rs, u]) to prop 
Their honour'd native laiul I 
So may thro' Albion's farthest ken. 

4’o social-ilowing glasses 
Th(‘ grac<‘ la*- -‘Athole's honest nu‘n. 
And Athole's bonnio lassos ! ’ 


TO A HAGGIS. 

Fa IK fa' your honest sonsie face. 

(treat (*hi(‘ftain (f tli(‘ 2 )uddin'-ract‘ ! 
.Vboon theni a’ ye tak your place, 

Painch. tripe, or thairm ; 
VVeel are ye wordy o' a grace 

As lang 's iny arm. 

The groaning trtaiclu*r tlu‘ro ye 1111, 

Your hiirdh's lik(‘ a tlisiant hill ; 

Your pin wad lu'l[) to mend a mill 
In time o’ need ; 

While thro^ your pores the diAvs distil 
Like aiiibi r bead. 
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ITis knife see rustic Tja]><)ui* (light, 

An' cut you ui> wi' ready sleight, 

Trenching your gushing entrails hrighi 
Like ony ditch ; 

And then, () what a glorious sight, 

Warm-i'eekin’, rich ! 

Then, horn for horn they stretch an* strive, 

D(*il tak the liindmosi ! on tiny drivc\ ,>o 

Till a’ their wecd-swall'd kyt(‘S ])(dyv(‘ 

Are hent lik(^ drums : 

Tlu'ii auld guidinan, maist like to rive, 

Lcthankit hums. 

Is tli(‘re that o'(‘r his Frc'uch lagout. 

Or olio that wad staw a sow. 

Or fricassee ‘ wad inak her sp(‘W 

Wi* ]><*rfect scouiKU’, 

Looks down wi* smsuang sc'oi-nfn' vit*w 

On si(‘ a dinner? ;,o 

Poor devil ! s(‘<‘ him <)wre> his trasli, 

As feckless as a witlu'r'd rash, 
flis S|)indl(‘ shank a guid whip-lash. 

II is ni(‘v<‘ a nit : 

Thro’ ))loody Hood or ti(‘hl to dash. 

O how unlit! 

But mark the Lustie, haggis-ted- 

The tremlding earth i<‘soun<ls liis tread ! 

Olaj^ in his Avalie niev<‘ a hlade. 

II(‘'ll mak it whissh* ; p 

An* legs, an’ arms, an' luauls will smsl. 

Lik<‘ taps o’ thrissh*. 

Ye Pi/w’rs, wha mak Jiiankind your care. 

And dish th(*in out their hill o’ ffire, 

Auld Scotland wants nao skinking wan* 

That jaups in luggics ; 

But, if ye' wish h<‘r gratefu’ prayer, 

Gie her a Haggis ! 
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ADDRESS TO THE TOOTHACHE. 

Mv curse upon your venom VI 
That shoots my torturVI £»ums alang. 

And thro’ my lu^s gies mony a twang, 

Wi' gnawing vengeance ; 

Tearing my mu-ves wi' hitter pang, 

Lik<^ ra(*king caigines ! 

When iev(‘rs hum. or agu<‘ fre<'Z(‘S, 

Klu^umaiics gnaw, or colic* Mpie<‘/x‘s ; 

Onr n(‘igh))<)ur’.s sym})athy may ease' us, 

AVi' ])itying moan : lo 

i>ut thec^ -thou hc‘ll o' a' diseasc^s ! 

Ayc‘ mo<*ks oiir groan. 

Adown my l^c'ard thc‘ slavers trickle, 

1 Ihrow tlie wee* stools o'c^r tin* mickle. 

As round ihc‘ tii-c* tlu^ giglets keckle 
To see me* lou]> ; 

Wdiilc', raving mad, I Avish a hc'ckle 
Were in thc*ir doup. 

O' a' tile nuin<*rous liuman dooK, 

III hairsts, daft hargains, cutty-st<K>]s, .>0 

Or Avorthy IViends rak'd i' the mools — 

Sad sight to sc*c* ! 

T’lie tricks o' knaA^es, or fash o' fools. 

Thou hc‘ar'st the gn*c‘. 

Wlu*r(*'(‘r that plac<» lx* priests ca' liell, 

Wlience a' the tom*s o’ mis’iy yell, 

And rankl'd plagues their numhers tell. 

In dreadfu’ raAV, 

Thou, Toothache, sundy heav'st the bell 

Amang them a' ! 30 
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O thou grim mischief-making chii'l. 
That gars the notes of discord scxueal, 
Till daft mankind aft dance a reel 

In gore a shoe- thick ; — 
(iie a' the fat\s o' Scotland's weal 

A towmonfs Toothache ! 


ON CREECH THE BOOKSELLER. 

Al'LO chuckie Keekie's sair distresl, 

Down droops lier ance wi‘(‘l huriiish'd cres 

Nae joy her boniiie hiiskit nest 

ViWi yield as a. 

H<‘r darling bird that she lo'(‘S best - 
Willie ‘s awa ! 

() Willi(‘ was a witty wight, 

And had o’ things an unco sleight ; 

Auld Reekie aye lie keepit tight. 

An' trig an’ braw : 

But now they'll ])iisk lu*r like a fright — 
AVillie 's awa I 

The stitfest o' them a' he bow'd ; 

Tile baiildest o' them a' ho cow'd : 

They durst nae mail* tlian lu^ allow'd. 

'^riiat was a law : 

We've lost a ]>irkie weel Mortli gowd. 

Willie 's awa ! 

Now gawkies, tawpies, gowks, and fools, 

Fra<i colleges and boariling-schools, 

May siiront like simmer iiuddock-stools 
In glen or shaw ; 

He wha could brush them down to mools 
Willie 's awa ! 
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The brethren o' iha Coiiiinerce-Chaiu'er 
May mourn llieir loss wV cloolfu’ clamour ; 
Ho was a diciionar and grammar 

Aiiiang’ tliein a’ ; 

1 fear tlioydl now jiiak mony a stammer - 
Willie 's awa ! 

Nae mail* wt‘ see his levee door 
Philosophers and poets pour, 

And toothy critics liy the score. 

In ))loody ra\N' : 

The adjutant o' a* tlu* core, 

Willie 's awa 1 

Now worthy Cfregory's Latiu i;ice. , 
Tytler's and (Treeiiiield's modest giace : 
Mackenzie, {Stewart, sic a brace 

As Pome ne'<‘r saw ; 
Th<‘y a' maun meet some ither i)lac(‘ 
AVillie's awa! 

Poor Ihirijs (‘(‘ii Scotcli drink canna quickt* 
Il<‘ ch<‘e[>s likci some bewilder'd chicken 
Scar'd fiac* its ininnie and tlio deckin’ 

By hooilie-craw ; 

(irief's gieii his heart an unco kickin’- 
Willie 's awa ! 

Now i‘v'ry sour-mou'd grinnin' blellum. 

And Calvin's folk, are lit to fell him : 

Ilk selt‘-coiiceitt‘d critic skt‘lluni 

His quill may dra\\ : 
He wha could brawlie ward their bellum, 
AVillie 's awa ! 

Up wimpling stately Tweed Pve sped. 

And Edtui sceiu'S on crystal Jed, 

And Ettrick ))anks, now roaring red, 

While tempests blaw : 
But every joy and pleasun* 's Hod— 

AVil lie’s awa! 

3 
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May I 1 x 3 Slaiulor's coiniiioii spoocli ; 

A text for Infamy to preach ; 

And, lastly, streekit out to bleach 

In winter snaw ; 

When T forget thee, Willie Creech, 

Tho’ far awa ! 

May never wicked Fortune touzle Jiini ! 
May never Avicked men bamboozle him ! 
Until a 2)ow as auld 's Methusahmi 
Ite canty claw ! 
Then to th<^ bh^ssed N«‘\v Jerusalem 
Fleet wing awa ! 


TO A LOUSE, 

ox m:i:in(. (►xk on a lady's donni.t at ciiinRii. 

11a ! wli'ai'o y<* gaun. y<‘ crowlin' i'erJic* ! 

Voiir iinpudeiKx* protects you sairly : 

I canna say but ye sirunt rartdy, 

Owr(‘ gauze and lace* : 

Tho' faith ! 1 fear y<* diiie ))ut S2)arely 
On sic a i)lac(*. 

Ye ugly, cr<x‘2)in*, blast it wonmu'. 

Dc'testcd, shunn'd by saunt an’ sinner ! 

Ilow dare ye S(‘t your Jit upon lua*, 

Hae Jim* a lady? 

Gcie somewhere else, aii<l seek your dinner 
On some 2>oor body. 

Switii. in some beggar's liaJfet squattlo ; 

There ye may cre<*j), and sprawl, and spratth* 

Wi’ ither kindred jumping cattle. 

In shoals and nations ; 

Where horn noi* banc* ne'(*r dare unsettle 
Your iliick ])iantalions. 


iO 
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Now hfiiul yo there', yo'r<' out o' sight. 

Below the fatt'rcls, snug an' tight ; 20 

Na, faith ye yet ! ye'll no* he right 
Till ye've got 011 it, 

The very tapniost tow 'ring height 
O’ Miss's honnet. 

My sooth ! right bauhl yo st‘t your nose out, 

As plump ami gray as oniej grozet ; 

O for some rank mercurial roze't, 

Or fell reel snie*ehlum ! 

I VI gie you sic a hearty eloze o't, 

Wad dress your elre)eldum ! 30 
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1 wael na been surpris'd to si)y 
You on an auld wife's Hannesi toy ; 

Or aiblins some l)it duehlie* ]>e>y, 

On 's wyliecoat ; 

13 ut Miss's line) Lunardi ! lie, 

IIe>w daur ye do't ? 

O de'iinv, diiiua toss your head. 

An' set ye)m* bezant ie‘s a' abve'ad ! 

Ye little ken what curseel speeil 

The‘ blastie*'s uiakin' I 40 

Thae‘ >\inks anel tinger-enels, I dread. 

.Vre notie e‘ takin' ! 


O wael some JV)w'r th(‘ gittio gie* us 
To see ourse'ls as e)thers se-e* us ! 

It wad frae niony a l)Iunde*r fie‘e us, 

Anel foolisli notion: 

What airs in elress an’ gait wael lea'e u^. 
And ev'ii devotion ! 


i<’ 
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THE WHISTLE. 

1 siNCi of ji Whistlo, ii Wlii.stlo of worth, 

L sing of a Whistle, the pride of the North, 

Was brought to the court of our good Scottish king, 
And long with this Wliistlo all Scotland shad ring. 

Old Loda, still rueing thi' arm of Fingal, 

The god of the bolth‘ sends <Iown from his hall- 
‘ This Whistle's your <*hallengo, to Scotland get o’er, 
And drink them to hell, Sir, or ne’er see me more I ' 

Old poets have sung, and old cl iron ides tcdl, 

What chamidons AMuitur'd, what champions fell : i< 

The son of great Loda was con<_[ueror still. 

And blew on the Whistle their requiem shrill. 

Till Kob<‘rt, tlu^ lord of tin* Cairn and (In^ Scaur. 
UumatchVl at the botths uncon<pu‘r\l in war, 

He drank his poor god-shi]) as dee]) as tin* s<‘a ; 

No tide of the Baltic e'er <lriinker than h(‘. 

Thus Boliert, victorious, the Iro^diy has gain’d, 

Which now in his house has for agc‘S remain’d : 

'Fill three noble chieftains, and all of his blood. 

The jovial contest again have renew’d : 

Three joyous good fellows, with h(‘arts ch^ar of Haw — 
Craig<larroch, so famous for wit, worth, .and l.aw. 

And trusty Ulenriddel, so skill’d in old coins. 

And gallant Sir liob<*rt, de<*p-r<‘ad in old wiiu\s. 

Criagdarroch began, with a tongue smooth as oil, 
Desiring (B<*nridd< l to yield u[) the s])oil ; 

Or <dse ho would muster the heads of the clan. 

And once moi-e, in claret, try which was the man. 

‘By the gods of the ancients!’ Glenriddc‘1 replies. 
‘Before I ^alrrender so glorious a prize, 

I’ll conjure the ghost of the great Korio More, 

And }>umper his horn with him twenty times o’er.' 
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Sir Robert, a soldier, no spoetdi Avonld pn'tond, 

Rut lie ne’er turn’d his back on his foe — or his friend ; 
Said ^ Toss down the Whistle, the prize of the hold,’ 

And knee-dccx) in claret, he’d di(' ere Ik'M yiidd. 

To the board of Gleni*idd(d our h(‘i*o(\s repair. 

So noted for drownin.u^ of soitoav and care ; 

But for wine and for welcome not more known to fame. 
Than the sense, Avit, and tast(‘ of a s\A<‘et loA^ely dame, 40 

A bard was selected to AAnlness the fray. 

And tell future a^es the f<‘als ot the day : 

A bard who d('test(‘d all sadne.ss and splcMui, 

And Avish’d that Parnassus a vineyard had Ixsui. 

Th(‘ dinner bein^’ oAx*r. tlu^ eland they }>ly. 

And oA^’ry ik^av (-oi’k is a neAA' spring- of joy ; 

111 th(' bands of old friiuidshi]) and kindnsl so sid. 

And the bands ^reAA^ th(‘ ti^httu* the more they AA’ere AA^et. 

tkay Pleasure ran riot as bnmp(‘rs ran o'(‘r ; 

llrijj^ht Phoebus lU'Vr AAutnessM so joyous a core, 50 

And vovA^’d that to h*av<‘ tlunn he aajis <pni(‘ fbrloin. 

Till (Cynthia hinted h(*M s<‘(‘ them next morn. 

Six bottles a-piece had aax'II AA'ore out tin' night, 

\Vh(‘n gallant Sir Robert, to tinish the light. 

^rurn'd o\‘r in one bumper a bottle of rtsl. 

And swore 'tAA^as th(‘ AA'ay that tlnu’r ancestor did. 

Then AA^orthy Glenriddol, so cautious and sage. 

No longer the Avarfare ungodly Avould AA"ag(' : 

A high-ruling eldcu* to AvalloAV in Avine ! 

Ih‘ left the foul I )usiness to folks less diA’ine. 60 

The gallant Sir Robert fought hai’d to the end ; 
but AA"ho can AAuth Fate and quart bumpers contend? 
Hiough fat(‘ said, a hero should pt'risli in light ; 

up ros(‘ bright l^hoebus and doAvn fell the knight. 
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Koxt lip rose our bard. liki‘ a propliei in drink : 

‘ Craijafdarrocli, thou 'It soar when ert^atioii shall sink ! 
But if thou would llourisli immortal in rhyme, 

Come — one bottle more — and have at the sublime ! 

‘ Thy line, that have slru^,i»ded for frec'dom with Bruce, 
Shall hei’oes and pali*iots twer produce : ; 

So thine be the laurel, and mine ])c' tlu' l)ay ! 

The field tlion hast won, by yon bi*iL»ht l?o< 1 of day ! ’ 


THE KIRKS ALARM. 

OuTiionox. Orthodox, ha ])<‘li<*ve in John Knox, 

Let nu* souixl an ahmn to your conscii^ncH' : 

There's a hercdic blast has b(‘en l)h‘n\n i* th<‘ wast, 

‘That wliat is not sense must l)e nonsens(‘.‘ 

Dr. Mac, Dr. Mac, you slnuild stretcli on a rack. 

To strike t‘vil-doeis i‘ tm ror : 

To join faith and sense upon ony jucdtmce. 

Is heretic, dainnal^h' eiior. 

Town of Ayr, town of Ayr, it was mad. I d(‘clare. 

To meddle wi' mischief a-brewinjL>’ : u 

I^rovost John is still deaf to the <*huich*s I’elicJ, 

And orator Bob is its i n in. 

DTymph^ mild, D'rymjih* Jiiild, tho' your heart's like a chiM. 

And your life like tlu' new driven snaw. 

Yet that winna save yo. auld Satan must havt^ ye. 

Bor preachini;* that three’s am* ami twa. 

Bumble John, Bumble John, mount the steps wi' a jL?roan. 

Cry the book is wi' Inu’esy cramm'd ; 

Then lu^ out your ladle, deal brimstano lik<* adle. 

And i*oar c‘V*ry note of the damn'd. 
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Simper James, Simi:»er James, leave the fair Killicj dames, 
J^liere 's a holier chase in your view ; 

T'll lay on your head, that the pack yell soon lead, 

For puppies like yon there ’s hut few. 

Singet Sawney, Sing<‘t Sawney, are ye herding the penny, 
ITnconscious what evils await? 

\Vi' a jump, yell, ami howl, alarm every soul. 

For the foul thief is just at your gate. 

Daddy Auld, I)a<ldy Auld, there's a tod in the fauld, 

A tod meikle waur than tlu' cleik; 30 

Tho' ye can do litth* skaith, ye'll Ix^ in at ilu' <leath. 

And gif canna Lite, ye may hark. 

Davie Bluslc'r, Davie Bluster, if lor a saint yo do muster. 
The corps is no nice of recruits : 

Vet to ^^orth let's hc‘ just, royal hlood \e might hoast. 

If tho ass w.is th(^ king of tin' hrutos. 

Jamie Cloose, Jami(* (*oose. y<‘ hao inad<' hut toom roose. 
In hunting th(' wiek(*d Ijieiitenant ; 

IhiL tho l)octoi’'s your mark, lor tho Lord's haly ark. 

He has coo[)er'd and ca’d a rang pin in ' 1 . 40 

Do(‘t AVillie, Poet AVillie, gio the Doctor a volley, 

Wi' your ‘ lilxu'ty’s chain ' ami your wit : 

O'er Pegasus’ side yo m*'ca* laid a stride, 

Ve hut smelt, man, the place where he shit. 

Andro Gouk, Andro (louk, ye ma^^ slander the hook. 

And th(> hook no the waur, h't me tell ye ! 

A"o aro rich, and look hig, hut lay hy hat and wig. 

And yo'll hat' a calf’s head o' sma' valut'. 

Bair Steenie, Barr Steenie, what mean ye? what mean yo ? 
It* yt'dl meddle nao mair wi’ tho matter. 50 

AV^ may hae some pretence to liavins and sensi'. 

AVi’ peopio wha ken y<' nao bettei*. 
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Irviiip Side, Irviiio Side, wi’ youi‘ turkoycook prido. 

Of iiianhotKl but sma* is your share ; 

Yo've the liguro, 'tis true, even your faes will allow. 
And your friends they darc' grant voii nae mail*. 

Muirland Jock, Muirland Jock, when the Lord makes a rock 
To crush common sense foi* Ina* sins, 

If ill manners wer<^ wit. there \s no mortal so tit 

To confound th<' i)oor Doctor at anco. Go 

Holy Will, Holy Will, there was wit i' your skull, 
WIk'U ye pilterM the alms o* th(‘ poor ; 

The timuK^r is scant when y<‘'re ta'tai for a saint, 

Wha should swing in a rap<‘ for an hour. 

Calvin’s sons. Calvin’s sons, seize your sp* ritual guns. 
Ammunition you mwea* can ikhmI : 

Your hearts are th<‘ stulf will 1 h‘ ivowtlua* ('uough. 

And your skulls are ston'hoiist^s o' h'ad. 

Poet Burns, Po<»t Burns, wi' your ]^ric‘st-sk<‘lping turns, 
Why d<‘sert ye your auld nativ<‘ shii'(‘? 70 

Your muse is a gipsy, <‘'(‘11 tho’ sh<‘ were tipsy 
She couM ca' us nat* waur than we are. 


LINES WRITTEN IN FRIARS-CARSE HERMITAGE, 

ON NITIT-SII)];. 

Tiiou whom chanc(' ma^^ hither h^ad, 

Be thou clad in russet weed, 

Be thou deckt in silken si ole. 

Grave these counsels cm thy soul. 

Life is hut a day at most, 

Sprung from night, in darkness lost ; 

Hop<' not sunshine ev'ry hour, 

Fear not clouds will always lour. 
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As Youth and Love, with spri^lilly danee, 
Beneath thy morning' star advance, 10 

Pleasure with her syren air 
May delude the Ihou^litless pair; 

L(*t Prudence hl(*ss Liijoyim‘nt‘’s cup, 

Then raptur'd si}), and sip it iij). 

As iliy day grows wai'm and high. 

Life’s lueridian llaniiiig nigh. 

Dost thou Ki^urn tlie hiiinhle vale ? 

Life’s proud summits wouLlst 11 1011 scale ? 

(^lu'ck thy climhing step, <date. 

Evils lurk in felon wait: 20 

Dangers, eagle-pinioned, bold, 

Soar around (vich clifly hold, 

Wliile che(*rful Peace*, with linm*! song. 

Chants the lowly dc'lls among. 

As the sbad<‘S of ev’iiing clos<*, 

B(‘ck’ning th(*(* to long rt'posc* : 

As life itself b<‘comes <lisease, 

S<‘ek the chimn(*y-nook of <‘ase, 

Tlu ro ruminate witli sober thought. 

On all thou’st s<‘<‘n. and lu'ard, and wrought : 7,0 

And t('ach the sportive* younkers round. 

Saws of c*xp(*ri(*nc<*, sag(' and sound. 

Say man's tnio genuine <*stimate. 

Th<* grand critt'rion of his fat<', 
ts not Art tlioii high or low? 

Did #iy fortune ebl) or How? 

Di<I many tal(*nts gild tliy span? 

Or frugal T^ature grinlge Hhm' one? 

Tell them, and prt'ss it on their mind. 

As thou thyself must shortly lind, 40 

dMie smile or frown of awful Ib'av'n 
To Virtiu' or to Vice is giv’n. 

Say to be just, and kind, and wise*, - 
There solid st*lf-c‘njoynient lii*s : 

That foolish, s<dfish, faithless ways 
Lead to bo wretched, vile, and bast*. 

Thus rc'sign'd and quiet, creep 
To the bed of lasting sleep ; 

Sle(*p, whenct* thou shalt ne't*r awake, 

Night, wh(*rt> dawn shall nevt‘r break 
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Till future lifts future no more, 

To li”lit and jov" and ij^ocjd restore, 

To liaht and joy unknown btdoro. 

Stranj^or, £;' 0 ! llt^avcui bo thy j^uule! 
Quod the Beadsman of Nith-side. 


rtruNniDDi:!. iruRMiTA(,i, J?(nr 28 //^ 1788 . 

FKOM TU I MS. 

Tiror nhom chance may hithei* lead. 

Be thou clad in russ(‘t ^^eed, 

Be thou d<‘clvt in silktui stohs 
(>rravo th(‘s(^ maxims on thy soul. 

Life is but a dax at most. 

Sprung from night, in darkness lost : 
TTope not sunshine every hour. 

Fear not cloinis ill alw.us lour. 

ll* 4 )piness is but a nam<‘. 

Mak<‘ <M)nt(‘iit and <‘ase th\ aim ; 
Ambition is a nudeor gh'am. 

Inline, an idh‘ r(‘sth‘ss dr<'am : 

Peac(‘, th(' tendert st lion (a* of spring; 
Pleasures, insects on th<‘ wing : 

Those* that si[) tin* d<‘W alom* 

Make the* ])ntt(*i lli(‘s thy on n : 

Those that would the* bloom (h*vour— - 
thush the* le)e*usts. s<lVe' the* 1le)ne‘r. 

Fe)r the* futuie* be* prt*parM, 

(jiuard, x\lure*\e*r the)u c.iiist guar 1 : 

But thy utine)st dulv elenu*, 

We*lce)mt* what the)u canst ne>t shun. 
Follie's past gi\e* the)U te) air. 

Make* the*ir conse*eju(*ne*o thy c.ire* : 

Ket‘p the* name* of Man in minel. 

And dishemoui not thy kinel. 
l{t*verejict*, xvith le)wly he art, 

Hrivi x\he)se* xvondroub we)rk them art: 
Ke*e*p Ilis gooelness still in vie w. 

Thy trust, and thy example te)o. 

Strange*!*, go ! He*aven be* thy giiiele* ! 
<^ue)el the Be*aelsman of Nith-siele*. 



Mamcnt. 


147 


THE LAMENT, 

OCCASIONED DY THE TTNFOimTNATE TSSTTE OF A FRTEND\s 

AMOUR. 

0 Tiior pale Or]), that sih^nt shines, 

Whih‘ earo-initroii])h‘(l mortals sl(‘<‘j) ! 

'Thou so(*st a wretch that inly i>iiU‘S. 

And wanders lua-o io wail and weep I 
With woe I nightly \i.^ils k<‘e]>, 

Ben(‘ath iliy wan, nnwarining beam : 

And mourn, in lanu ntation (hep. 

ITow life .‘ind lo\(' ar(‘ all a dr<*am. 

T joyl(*ss view thy ray?> adorn 

faintly-marked, distant hill : 10 

r joyh'ss Yi(‘W thy trend )lin£? horn. 

R(‘tlect<Ml in the |»uri>’lin<>' rill : 

My i‘ondly-flutt(‘rin.<>’ lu^art. he still ! 

'Fhou busy ]>o\\’r, l?em(‘mhraiuM\ ('(‘as(‘ ! 

All! must the' ai;onizini»- thiill 
t\)i' (*ver l)ai’ r(‘turniui*’ p(‘ace ! 

No idly-feij^n'd poetic pain>«. 

My sad Iov('-lorn lam<‘ntino>, claim : 

No shepherd's ]>!]»(*- Arcadian strains ; 

No ial)h*d tortun‘s. ({uaint and tam<' : 20 

4 die plii»lited faith, ilu‘ mutual lhum‘. 

The oft alte^t(‘d Pow'rs above. 

'rile })romN'd tatlHu's tiauhT naim^ 

'rh(\s(* were th(‘ pledi»es ot* my lov(‘ ! 

Kncirch'd in her clasping- arms. 

How have' tlu‘ raptur'el mojiieiits flown ! 

How hav(‘ I wish'd for fortune's charms. 

For luu- d('ar sake, and hiu-'s alon(‘ ! 

And must I think it ! is she* i»oiu‘. 

My si‘cr(‘t heart's exultino boast? ;,o 

And do<‘S sh(‘ hi'edh'ss hear my ^To«in ? 

And is sh.e ('V<‘r. <*V('i’ lost? 
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Oh ! can she l>ear so base a lioart. 

So lost to honour, lost to truth, 

As from the fondest lover part, 

The plighted husband of her youth ? 

Alas ! life’s ])ath may be un smooth ! 

Her way may lit' thro’ rough distress ! 
Thtai who her pangs and pains will soothe, 
Her sorrows sharts and makt' tlu'in h'ss ? 


V(' winged hours that o’er us past, 
Enraidur’d more. th(» niori* (‘ujoy’d. 
Your dt^ar rtumunbrance in my l>roast 
My fondly-treasur'tl thoughts employ’d. 
That breast, how dreary now, and void. 
For too scanty onc(‘ of room ! 

Ev'ii ev’iy ray of ho 2 >e destroy'd. 

An<l not a wish to gild th(* gloom ! 


The morn that warns th’ a 2 > 27 roaching day 

Awakes m<' ui> to toil ami W(m‘ : 50 

r s<‘(' the hours in long array. 

That T must sulfer, lingering slow. 

Full many a pang, and many a tln*o<‘. 

Kt^en r<‘(M)lh‘ction*s dind'ul train. 

Must wi’ing my soul, (*re Ph<M*bus, low, 

Shall kiss the distant west<Tn main. 

And when my nightly couch 1 try, 

Sor< ‘-harass’d out with car(‘ and grief. 

My toil-lx^at nerves, and tear-worn eye, 

Keei) wat(‘hings with tli(‘ nightly thief: 

Or if I slumlxa*. Fancy, chief, 

Keigns, haggard-wild, in sore affright : 

Ev’n (lay, a 11-1)1 1 tea*, brings reli<'f 

From such a horror-brisathing night. 


O thou bright (^ueen, who o’er th' exjianse 
Now highest redgn’st, with boundless sway ! 
Oft has thy silent-marking glance 

Observ’d us, fond ly-wand 'ring, stray ! 
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The time, uiilieedGcl, sx>e<l awuy, 

While love's luxurious 2^uls(‘ J^eat high 
Beneath thy silver-gleaming i*ay, 

To mark the mutual-kindling eye. 

O scenes in strong remembrance set ! 

Scenes never, never to return ! 

SceiK'S, if in stupor I forget, 

Again I feel, again I burn ! 

From ev'ry joy and 2)leasuro torn. 

Life's weary vale I’ll Avandcu* ihro’ : 
And hoj)eless, comfort l<'s,s. I'll mourn 
A faithless woman's broken a o^^^ 


DESPONDENCY. 

Ori'KRss'i) with gri<‘l‘, o[»2U'ess'd w’itli can 
A burden more* than 1 <*au hear. 

1 set me <.lowui and sigh : 

() lile ! thou art a galling load. 

Alc»ng a rough, a w'<‘ary roatl, 

To wrciclies such as I ! 

Dim-backward as I cast my vi(‘w. 

What sick'ning scenes a2)2)ear I 
What sorrows y<‘t may ]>ierce me thro', 
Too justly I may fear ! 

Still caring, des[)airing. 

Must be my bitter doom ; 

My Avoes here shall close ne'er, 

But Avith the closing tomb ! 

Hai> 2 >y, ye sons of ])usy life, 

Who, equal to the bustling strife, 

No oilier Auew regard ! 

Ev’n Avhen Hit' wished end 's denied, 
Yet, Avhile the busy means are plied, 
They bring their oAvn reAA^ard : 
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Whilht I, a liopo-abatulon'd \viL>lit, 

Unfittt^d Avith an aim, 

Meet ov'ry sad returning’ iiigbt, 

And joylefsS mom the same ;* 

You, bustling, and jiistling, 

Forget each grief and x)aiu ; 

1, libth ss, ye t restless, 

Fiml (‘Very prosj^ect vain. 

How lile.st the Solitary’s lot. 

Who, all-fori»(‘tting. all-foigoi. 

Within liis humble' cell, 

The cavern wild a\ ith tangling nH)ts, 

Sits o'er his ju'wly-gather’d IVuits, 

B<‘si(le‘ his crystal we'll? 

Or. haply, to liis (‘v'ning tliouglit. 

By unfre(]ueut(‘d stre'am. 

The wavs of men are' distant luouglit. 

A faint collect<'(l dr<‘am : 

AVhile* praising, and raising 

His thoughts to Ib'av'ji on higli. 

As wand’jing, ineand'ring, 

He vit‘\\s lh<‘ soh'iuii sky. 

Th.ui 1. no lon<‘l\ iK'rmii pia< ‘d 
' Whero jie\e‘r hum. in Tootstej) tiac’d. 

Lt'ss lit to pla> tin* part ; 

Tin* lucky niomejit to impiovi. 

And Just to sto|> <iinl just to mo^<. 

With selt-ros[>< cling ait : 

But ah ! tlioso pleasure's, loves, and joys. 

Wliicli 1 too ke'cnly taste*. 

The Solitary can de'spise*. 

Can want. :ind ye't lx* bl<*st ! 
lie* iK'e'ds not. he heeds not. 

Or human love* e^r hate*, 

Wliilst I here must ciy here* 

At perfidy ingrate ! 

Oh ! e'liviable. e'arly elays, 

When dancing thought h'ss j>leasiiro’s maze, 
To care, to guilt unknown ! 
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How ill oxchniigM for ripor iiinos, Oo 

To sec* the follies, or the eriiiies, 

Of others, or iiiy own ! 

Ye tiny elves that guiltless spojt, 

Like linnets in the hush, 

Yc little know' the ills ye court, 

When manhood is your Avish ! 

The losses, tlui crosses, 

That active man engage ! 

The fears alh tlu^ tears all, 

Of dini-doclining age. 70 


WILLIE CHALMERS. 

\Vi hraw u<‘w hranks in iuickJi‘ j>ii(h‘. 

And c‘ke A l)i*aw noAV Inechan, 

My l\‘ gasus Lm got astridt*. 

And up Larnassus [)echiir : 

\Vhil(‘s owre a hush wi' dowiiAvai’d ci’iish. 

^Jdie doited ])eastie stammers : 

Then up he gets, and off ho sets 
For sake o' Willie Ohalima's. 

L deuht na, lass, that w<‘el kenii'd name 

May cost a ])air o' hhishes : jo 

1 am na(‘ stranger to y(»ur fajm* 

Nor his w'arni urged wishes. 

Your ])onnie face sae mild and sweet. 

His lioiu*st hc‘art enamours. 

And faith ye'll no ho lost a Avliit, 

Tho' wairtnl on Willit* Chalmers. 

Auld Ihuth hersel might sANoar ye're lair. 

And Honour sahdy h.ack her. 

And J\Iod(‘sty assume your air. 

And ne'er a ano inistak’ her : ->o 

And sic tAva loA'e-ins]>iriiig eeii 
Might lire even hidy palmers ; 

Na(‘ Avoiuhu* then theyVe latal been 
To honest AVillie Chalmers. 
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T doubt iiH fortune may you shore 
Borne miin-iiiouM poutherM 2 )riestie, 
Fid lifted up wi’ Hebrew lore, 

And band upon his br(‘itstic : 

But oh ! what sii>iiilies to you. 

His lexicons and ^rainmai’s ; 

The feeling heart 's tlie royal blue, 

And that 's wi’ Willi(‘ Chalmers. 

Bonie gapin' glowi*in' country laird 
May warsle for your favour ; 

May claw his lug, and sti*aik his lieard. 

And host u]) some palaver. 

My 1)011 nie maid. b<‘f<>re yo wed 
Sic (diiinsy-wilted lianniu'is, 

Sc‘ek Htviveii for help, and barelit skel]) 
Awa' wi^ Willit‘ Clialnuas. 

Forgive th<‘ Bard I my ibiid regard 
For an<‘ that shares my bosom 
Inspir(‘s juy mus<‘ io git* 'lu his dues, 
For d(*'il a bail* J roose him. 

May powt'is aboon iiniti* you soon, 

And fnutity \our amours. 

And evc‘ry year come in mair dc‘ar 
To vou ami Willie Chalmers. 


A BARD’S EPITAPH. 

Js there a whim-inspired fool, 

Owre fast for thought, owre hot for rule, 
Owre blate to si*(*k, owre jirtiud to snool, 
. Lc*t liini draw near ; 

Ami owre this grassy heap sing dool. 

And drap a tear. 



&fieth (flanftmc. 153 


Is thoi’o a bard of rustic* '•oii.ij;. 

Who, noteless, steals the ero>\ds .imoiig, 

That weekly this art ‘a tlirong, 

O, pass not by ! i o 

But, with a fratei'-feeling stiong. 

Here heave a sigh. 

Is then* a in in ^^h()st‘ jiidgint‘nt eleai. 

Can ollieis tcMtli the coyise to steei. 

Yet runs, hini'-ell. lih‘*s in.id eareer. 

Wild as the \\a\e; 

lli*r(* ]).iuso and. thi<»' tin* starting tc«n. 

Survey this gia\e. 

Tlie poor inliabilant below 

Was (piiek to h^aiii <u\d wuse (o know zo 

-.Vnd k(‘(‘nly hit tin* iii(*ndl\ glow, 
jVnd sottc r ilann : 

But thoughtless tollies laid him low. 

And stain'd his nanu I 

lh‘«uler, .itteiid ! wlndlnr thy soul 
Soais lam}‘s llights bewond the* pole, 

Or daikling giuks this tenthly hob*, 

In low" puisuit : 

Kiiow^ j)iudtut cautious scdt-tontiol 

Is wisdom's loot. 30 


EPISTLE TO JOHN RANKINE. 

0 Koui.n, rude, ready-witted Bankiiie, 
^riie w"ale o’ coc ks for fim and d linkin' I 
There's niony godly folks aie thinkin’ 
Your drc*ams an’ tricks 
Will send ^ ou, Korah-like a-sinkin’ 

St raught to auld Nick’s. 
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Ye liae sae mony eracks an’ eaiits, 

And in your wicked, drnckeii rants, 

Ye inak a devil o’ the saunts, 

An’ fill tlioni fou ; 10 

uVnd then their failins^s, Haws, an’ wants, 

Arc a’ seen lino'. 

Hypocrisy, in mt^roy si)aro it ! 

Tli«it holy rolH‘. () dinna tear it! 

Spare ’t for their sak<'s wha aft(‘n wear it, 

Th(‘ lads in ])lack ; 

Jliii your curst a\ it, Avhc^n it conic's lu^ar it, 
l^ivc‘s 't aif th(dr hack. 

Think, wi(‘k<‘d sinner, \\lia \<*‘rc‘ skaithin^, 

It's just th(‘ l)lu<*-l>o^^ n ]>a<li‘(‘ aii' claitliiin* 20 

O’ saunts: tak that, ye l(‘a'(‘ tli(*in jiaithing 
To kt n tin in hv, 

Trac‘ on^ unre^tMiei <it<* heatluai 
Lik(‘ you or I. 

I'vc‘ s(‘nt \ ou heie some rliN inin£» Asare. 

A’ that 1 ]>ari»ain*d tor. an* inaii* : 

Sa<*. wIkmi \(‘ liae an liour to spai<*. 

I will (‘\p(‘ct 

YoJi sany : bcui’t. w i* caiuiie c.iie. 

Ami no nc'i^h ct. ;,o 

Tho', faith, sina' lie.iit hae I to sin^ ! 

My Mus(‘ dow scarcM'ly spivail In r wu’nt* ! 
r\e pla\ 'd m\sel a honiii(‘ spiini>. 

An' danc'd iny iill ! 

I'd better M«ine an’ Stu’r’d the kini» 

At Bunkca’s Hill. 

'T\vas :u* nii^ht latcdy, in niy tun, 

I ^a<M a rovini» w i’ tin* L*un, 

An’ hrou;4ht a pail rick to the ^lun', 

A honnit* luni ; 

And, as the twilight was hc^^iin, 

Thought nano would ken. 
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The poor woe thing was little hurt ; 

1 straikit it a woe for sport, 

Ne’er thinkiii they wad fasli me for 't ; 

But, Deil-may-care ! 

Somebody tolls the poachor-court 
The hale affair. 

Soiiu» auld us'd hands liad ta'on a not«^, 

That sic a hon had got ii sliot ; 50 

I was susp(H*t(‘d for tin* plot ; 

1 scorn'd to ]ic‘ ; 

So gat the wliisslo o’ my groat, 

An ]>ay't th(‘ j‘e(\ 

But, ))y my gun, <^> guns tin' wah*. 

An' by my pcniihei* an' my hail. 

An’ by my hoji. an’ by her tail. 

I vow an' sw(*ar ! 

Th(' gam<* shall pay, o'er moor an' dale, 

Tor this, iiiest y(‘ar. Oo 


As soon s the clockin'-time is b\. 

An' tlu‘ wee pouts begun to cry. 

Lord, I'se hue sport in by an' by. 

Tor my gowd guin(*a ; 

Tho* 1 should Jierd the buckskin ky<* 

T(»r't. in Virginia. 

Trowth, th<‘y had niuckle for to blame 1 
'Twas neither broken wing nor limb. 

But twa-three dra]>s about the wame 

Scarce thro' the feathers ; 70 

An’ baith a yellow George to claim. 

An’ thol(‘ their bhdhers ! 

It pits me aye as mad 's a hare ; 

So I can rhyme nor write jiae niair ; 

But pennyworths again is fair. 

When time's expedient: 
Meanwhile 1 am, ros[>ected Sir, 

Your most ob<‘di<‘nt. 
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EPISTLE TO DAVIE, A BROTHER POET. 


WiiiLK winds iVa<‘ all* Bfii-Loinond bla'v% 
And ]);U‘ tho doors wi' diivin,L»- siniW; 

And liiiii*- ii.s owro tlio ingle, 

1 set me down, to ]>ass the timi% 

And spin fi vm-si' or twa o’ rliyiii(‘. 

In hainely wi‘stlin jiiigU*. 

Wliihi frosty winds hlaw in tlu* drift, 
73en to tlie ( liinila Ing, 

1 gi‘iidg<} a Wi'o tile great-folk's gift, 

That ]iv<‘ sae liiiai an' snng ; 

1 t(‘ni h^ss, and want h'ss 
Tlu'ir roomy firc*-sid(‘ ; 

Hut hanker and eanktn* 

To s<.‘e their cursed ])rid(\ 


It ’s liardly in a body's pow'r. 

To k( ej). at times, frae b<‘ing sour, 

To se<* how things are shar'd : 

How b<^st o' chiels ar(» whyh's in waul, 
Wliih* roofs on couutl<‘ss thousands rant. 
And ken na how to wair 't : 

Ihit, l)avi<*, lad, ne'or fash your Jiead, 
Tho' we hae little geai’. 

We're tit to win our <laily bn ad. 

As king 's \v<‘'ro hal<‘ and lier : 

^ Mail* spier na, nor fear na/ 

Auld age ne’er mind a leg : 

'JMie last o’t, the warst o't. 

Is only but to beg. 


To lic3 in kilns and barns at o’eii, 

When banes are craz'd, and bluid is thin, 
Is, doubtless, great distress ! 
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Yet thou coni<‘ut could mak us blo-st ; 

Ev’u then, sometimes, wo’d snatch a taste 
Of truest liai>piness. 

The liouost heart tliat 's free frae a’ 

[ntend('d fraud or Kuilc‘, 

However fortune kick the ha', 

Has aye some cause to smile : 

And mind still, you’ll find still, 

A comfort this nae sma' ; 40 

Nae mail* then, we’ll care then. 

Nae farther can we fa’. 


Whai tho’, likt* ('ommoners of air. 

We wand(T out, w'e know' not w'hor(‘. 

But either liouse or hal' ? 

Yet natur«‘'s charms, the hills and w'oods. 

Tile sw^eepin^' vales, and foamini; Hoods. 

Are free alilv<‘ to all. 

In days wdieii daisies deck the ground, 

And hlackliirds w’histle clear. 53 

With Jionest Joy our hearts will hound. 

To sie tho coming A<‘ar: 

On hraes Avh<‘n w’e please, then. 

We’ll sit ami sowdh a turn* ; 

Syne riiyine till't. w^(‘’ll tiiiK* till ’t. 

And sim> ’t wdien we ha<‘ doiu*. 

It’s no in tiths nor in rank: 

It’s no in w'ealih like Lon’on hank. 

To purchase pt‘aci‘ and rest : 

It 's no in making muckle, mair : 6? 

It's no in liooks, it’s no in lear. 

To niak(‘ us truly hlest : 

If ha]>piness hae not her seat 
And centre* in the hreast, 

We may he wis(\ or rich, or gn^at. 

But never can he lilest : 

Nae treasures, nor pleasiirt\s. 

Could make us happy lang ; 

The h(*art aye’s the part ayc' 

l^hat makes us riglit or w rang. ;o 



158 




Think ye, that sic as you aiul I, 

Wha drudge and drive thro^ wet an’ dry, 

Wi’ never-ceasing toil ; 

Think ye, are we less blest than they, 

Wha scarcely tent us in their way, 

As hardly worth their while? 

Alas ! how oft in haughty mood, 

God’s creatures they oppress ! 

Or else, n<\giocting a’ that's guid, 

They riot in excess ! s< 

Baith careless, and ft‘arless, 

Of either luniv’n or lioll 1 
Esteeming, and deeming 
It 's a’ an idle tale ! 


Then let us cheerfu' ac<|iiies(H‘ ; 

Nor make our scanty plt‘asurc\s less, 
J^y pining at our state ; 

And, even should misfortuni's come, 

I, here wha sit, hae met wi’ sonu'. 

An 's thankfu’ for tlusii yet. 

They gie the wit of agt‘ to youth ; 

They let us ken oursd ; 

They mak us see the naked truth. 

The real guid and ill. 

Tho’ losses, .‘ind crosses, 

Ih* h'ssons right severe, 

'riiore 's wit there, ye'll got there. 
Ye’ll liiul nae otluu* where. 


But tent me, Davi<‘, ace o’ iiearts ! 

(To say aught less wad wrang the cartes, 
And flat thy I detest) 

This life has joys for you and I ; 

And joys that riches ne'er could buy ; 

And joys the very best. 

Then^ 's a’ the x>leasures o’ the heart. 

The lover an’ the frien’ ; 

Ye hai* your Meg, your dearest pai*t, 

And I my darling Jean! 
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It warms me, it elianns me, 

To mention but litn* iiumo : 

It lieats me, it beets me, 

And sets nu' iV on flame ! 

() all ye pow’rs who rule above ! 

O Thou, whoso vcuy self art love ! 

Thou know’st 3uy words sinecu’O ! 

The life-blood sirt'aniin^ thro^ my heart, 
Or my more d('ar immortal part, 

Is not more fondly d(‘ar ! 

Wh(‘n lu^art-eoiTodin^’ care and ^rief 
Dc^prive my soul of 3*est, 

Her dear idea brings ixdief 
And Ksolaco to my breast. 

Thou Being, All-seidng, 

O hear my fervent pray'r ; 

{Still take her, and make luu* 

Thy most iieeuliar eare ! 

All hail, y(‘ tendtu* feelings dear ! 

The >smile of lo\e, the fiiendly tear, 

The sympathetic glow! 

Long since this world’s thorny ways 
Had numlasM out my weary days, 

Had it not b(*en for you I 
Fate still lias Idest me with a friend, 

Tn every care and ill ; 

And oft a more endtniring band, 

A tie more tender still. 

It lightens, it brightens 
Tlie t(*nebrific scene. 

To meet with, and greet with 
My Davie or my Jean. 

O, how that name inspires my style ! 
The words come skelpin’, rank and file, 
Amaist before I ken I 
The ready measure rins as line, 

As Phoebus and the famous Nine 
Were glowrin’ owre my pen. 
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My spavied Pej^asiKs will limp. 

Till anco ho 's fairly hot ; 

And then he’ll hilch, jind stilt, and jini]), 
An’ rin an iinco fit : 

But lost tht‘n the Ix^ast then 
Should ruo this hasty rido, 

1*11 light now, and ilight now 
His sweaty wizen’d hide. 


SECOND EPISTLE TO DAVIE. 

Auld neihok, 

T’m throe times doubly o*<a* your dol)tor. 

For your auld-farrant, frien’ly hdier ; 

Tho' r maun say '1, I doubt ye i1att(‘r, 

Yo speak sat' fail ; 

For my puir. silly, rhymiir elattt'i* 

Some* less maun sail*. 

Halo b(‘ your h(*art, halt' be your fiddh' ; 

Lang may your olbuek jink and diddh', 

To ehi‘<‘r you through th<‘ weary wi<ldle 
O’ war'ly cart's, 

Till bairns’ bairns kindly cuddlt' 

Your aultl gray hairs. 

But Davit', lad, I'm rod yt 'i t* glaikit : 

I’m tauld tho Muse yt' hat* uoglt'c*kit ; 

An’ gif it’s sao, yo sud bo lie kit 
Until yt* fykt* ; 

Sic hail ns as you sud nt*'or bt* faikit. 

Bo hain't wha likt*. 

Ft)r mt', I’m on Parnassus’ brink, 

Kivin’ tlu' wt)rds to gar tht*m clink ; 

Why It'S dazt*d wi’ lovo, whyles dazed wi’ drink, 
Wi’ jads or niast)ns ; 

An’ whylt‘4, but aye owrt^att*, 1 think 
Jh'aw sober It'ssons. 
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Of a’ tlio thoughtless sons o’ man, 

Conimond me to the Bardie clan ; 

Except it be some idle plan 

O’ rhymin’ clink, 

The devil-haot, that I siid ban. 

They ovtu* think. 30 

Nae thoiight, na<* view, na<‘ scheme o’ livin’, 

Nae cares to gie us joy or grievin' ; 

But just the ixmchie put the niovo in, 

An’ whil<‘ ought ’s there, 

Th( 11 hiltie skiltie, we gai^ serievin', 

An’ fash nae mair. 

L('eze me on rhyme! it’s ay<' a trt^asure. 

My chief, aniaist my only pleasure ; 

At liaino, a-fud’, at wark, or leisure, 

d’lu' Muse, poor hizzie ! 40 

The* rough an’ raploch be her iiK^asure, 

She ’s seldom lazy. 

Hand to the IVluscs my dainty Davie : 

The warl' may play you mony a shavie ; 

But for the Muse, she’ll never leavt^ ye. 

Tho’ e’er sat* puir, 

Na, even tho’ limin’ n’ wi’ the spavie 
Erae door to door. 


EPISTLE TO JOHN LAPRAIK, AN OLD 
SCOTTISH BARD. 

briers an’ woodbines budding green. 

An’ paitiicks scraichin’ loud at o'on. 

An’ morning poussio wlmhlin’ seen, 

. Inspire Muse, 

lliis freedom, in an unknown frien’, 

1 pray excuse. 

G 
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On Fasten-eon we had a rockin’, 

To ca’ the crack and weave our stockin' ; 
And there was muckle fun and jokin’, 

Ye need na doubt ; 

At length we had a h(‘aity yokin’ 

At sang about. 

There was ae sang, amang the rest, 

Aboon them a’ it jdeas’d me best, 

Tliat some kind husband liad addrest 
To some swec't wife ; 

rt thirl’d the heart-strings thro' the breast, 
A' to the life. 

I’ve scarce lieard ought d('S(*ril)'d sao wt^el. 
What gen’rous, manly bosoms feel ; 
Thought I ^ Can this be Popi', or Stotde, 
Or lh‘atiic‘’s wark ! ' 

They t«‘udd me 'twas an odd kind ehiel 
About Muirkirk. 

It pat me fidgiii’ fain to lioar 't, 

And sae about him there I spier'd ; 

Then a’ that keiin'd liim round declar’d 
lie had ingine. 

That nane excell’d it, few cam near’t. 

It was sae fine. 

That, set him to a i)int of ale. 

An’ either douce or merry tale. 

Or rhymes an’ sangs lie’d made himsel, 

Or Avitty catches, 

'Tween Inverness and Teviotdale, 

He had few matches. 

Then Tip I gat, an’ swoor an aith, 

Tlio’ I should pawn my plough and graith. 
Or die a cadger pownio’s death, 

At some dyke-back, 

A pint an’ gill I’d gie them baith 
To hear your crack. 
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But, first an’ foremost, I should tell, 

Amaist as soon as I could spell, 

I to tho crambo-j ingle fell ; 

Tho’ rude an’ rough, 

Yet crooning to a body’s sol, 

Does weol encugh. 

I am nae x^oot, in a sense, 

But just a rhynier, like, by chance, » 50 

An’ hae to learning nae j)retenco. 

Yet what the matter? 

Whene’er my Muse docs on me glance, 

I jingle at lier. 

Your critic-folk may cock their nose, 

And say ^ How can you e'er j>rox>ose. 

You wha ken hardly vt‘rse frae j^roso. 

To mak a sang ? ’ 

But, by your leaves, my learned foes, 

Y(‘’ro maybe wrang. 60 

What ’s a’ your jargon o’ your schools, 

Your Latin names for horns an’ stools ; 

If honest nature made you fools. 

What sails your grammars ? 

Ye’d better ta'en u^^ sx)ades and shools. 

Or knapj)in’-hammers. 

A set o’ dull conceited hashes 
Confuse their brains in college classes ! 

They gang in stirks, and come out asses. 

Plain truth to speak ; 70 

An’ syne they think to climb Parnassus 
By dint o’ Greek ! 

Gie mo ae spark o’ Nature’s fire, 

That ’s a’ tho learning I desire ; 

Then tho’ I drudge thro’ dub an’ mire 
At x>lough or cart, 

My Muse, though hamely in attire. 

May touch tho heart, 
a 2 
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0 for a spunk o’ Allan’s glee. 

Or Fergusson's, the bauld an’ slee, 

Or bright L«apraik’s, my friend to be. 

If I can hit it ! 

That would bo lear enough for mo, 

If I could get it. 

Now, sir, if ye hae friends enow, 

Tho' real friends, I b’lieve, ai*e few. 

Yet. if your catalogue be ibu. 

I'se no insist, 

13ut gif ye want ae friend that 's true. 

I’m on your list. 

T winiia Idaw about mysel. 

As ill I lik(‘ my fauts to tell ; 

But friends, an' folks that wish me W(dl, 
They sometimes roose im‘ ; 

The' 1 maun own, as mony still 
As far abuse me. 

There's ae we(‘ faut they wliiles lay to im 

1 like the lass(‘s Gudt* forgi(‘ jiie ! 

For mony a plack they whe(‘dle frao me. 
At dance or fair ; 

Maybe some it her thing* they gio me 
Tliey wee I can spare. 

But Mauchlim* race, or Mauchlino fair, 

1 should be proud to m(‘et you there ; 

We’se gio ae night's discharge to can*. 

If we forgather, 

An’ hae a swa]) o’ rhymin’- ware 
Wi’ ane anitlier. 

The foul gill chap, we’se gar him clatter. 

An’ kirsen him wi’ reekiii water ; 

Syne we'll sit down an' tak our whitter. 
To cheer our heai*t ; 

An’ faith, we’se be acquainted bettor 
Before we part. 





Awii, ye selfish warly race, 

Wha think that bavins, sense, an ^race, 
Evhi love an’ friendship, should give plact* 
To catcli-the-plack ! 

I dinna like to see your face. 

Nor hear your crack. 

But ye whom social pleasure charms, 
Whoso hearts tlie tide of kindness warms. 
Who hold your being on the terms, 

‘Each aid the otlu^rs,’ 

Como to my howl, come to my arms. 

My friends, iny brothers ! 

But to conclude my lang epistle, 

As my aiild ptm 's worn to the gristle ; 
Twa lines tVae you wad gar m<‘ lissle, 

Wlio am, most fervent, 

While I can either sing, or whisth\ 

Your friend and S(*rvant. 


TO THE SAME. 

Wiiiu: new-ca'd kye rowto at the stak(\ 
An' pownies reek in pleugh or braik, 
This hour on eVnin's edge 1 take, 

'I\) <uvu I’m debtor. 

To honest-hearted auld Lapraik. 

Eoi his kind lethu*. 

Forjeskit sair, with weary leg'-^. 

Rattlin’ the corn out-owre the rigs. 

Or dealing thro’ amaiig the naigs 
Their ten-hours’ bite. 

My awkwart Mu so sair ph*ads and begs 
I would na write. 
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The lapetloss, ramfcezl’d hizzie, 

She 's saft at best, and something lazy? 

Quo’ she ‘ Ye ken we vo been sae busy, 

This month an’ inair, 

That trouth my head is grown quite dizzie, 

An’ something sair.’ 

Her dowft' excuses pat mo mad ; 

‘Conscience,’ says I, ^ ye thowless jad ! 20 

I’ll write, an' that a hearty bland. 

This very night ; 

So dinna ye aftront your trade. 

But rhyjne it right. 

‘ Shall l)auld Lapraik, the king o' hearts, 

Tho’ mankind were a pack o' cartes, 

Koose you sae weel for your deserts, 

In terms sae friendly, 

Yet ye’ll neglect to shaw your parts. 

An’ thank him kindly?’ 3 ^ 

Sae T gat paper in a blink. 

An’ down gat'd stum2)ie in the ink : 

Quoth 1 ^ Before 1 sh'ep a wink. 

I vow I'll close it : 

An if ye win 11a mak it clink, 

By Jovt‘, I'll prose it I ’ 

Sae I've begun to scrawl, but whether 
In rhyme, t)r prose, or baith thegither, 

Or some hotch-potch that's rightly neither. 

Let time mak })roof ; }o 

But I shall scribble down some blether 
Just clean aff-loof 

My worthy friend, ne’er grudge an’ carp. 

The’ fortune use you hard an’ sharp ; 

Come, kittle up your moorland harp 
Wi’ gleesome touch ! 

Ne’er mind how fortune waft an’ warp ; 

She’s but a bitch. 
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She ’s gien mo mony n jirt an’ flog, 

Sin’ I could wstriddle owre a rig ; 50 

But, by the Lord, tho’ I should beg 
Wi’ lyart pow, 

I’ll laugh, an’, sing, an’ shake my leg, 

As lang ’s I dow ! 

Now comes tlu' sax-an’-twentioth simmer 
I’vo soon tho bud upo’ the ti miner. 

Still persecuted by tho limmer, 

Frao year to year : 

But yet, despite tho kittle kiinmer, 

I, Bob, am here. 60 

Do ye envy tlie city gent. 

Behind a kist to lio an’ sklent, 

Or puise-proud, big wi’ cent per cent 
An’ mucklo wanie, 

In some bit l)rugh to represent 
A bailie’s name? 

Or is ’t the paughty feudal thane, 

Wi’ rufliM sark an’ glancing cam*, 

Wha thinks lii nisei nao sheep-shank bane. 

But lordly stalks, 70 

While caps and lionnets aft* are tai'ii. 

As by he walks? 

■ O Thou wha gies us each guid gilt ! 

Oio mo o’ Avit an’ sense a lift. 

Then turn mo, if Thou please, adrift, 

Thro’ Scotland wide ; 

Wi’ cits nor lairds I wadna shift, 

111 a’ their pride ! ’ 

Wore this tlu3 charter of our state, 

^On pain o’ hell bo rich an’ groat,’ 80 

Damnation then would be our fate, 

Beyoml remead ; 

But, thanks to Heaven ! that ’s no the gate 
We learn our creed. 
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For thus the royal mandate ran, 

When first the human race began, 

•The social, friendly, honest man, 

Whate’er he be, 

'Tis he fulfils great Nature’s i)lan, 

And none lait he ! ’ yo 

O mandate glorious and divine ! 

The followers of the ragged Nine, 

Poor, thoughtless devils ! yet may shine, 

In glorious liKlit. 

While sordid sons of Maininon's line 
Are dark as night. 

Tho’ here they scrape, an' s(pieeze, an 
Their worthless nievefu' of a soul 
May ill some future carcase howl. 

The forest's fright ; 

Or in some day-d<*testing o^^ 1 

May shun the light. 

T^hen may Lapraik and Burns arise, 

To reach thcdr native kindred skies. 

And sing their ]>h‘asures, liopes, an’ joys, 

In some mild spheres 
iStill closer knit in friendshi[)'s ties 
Each passing yeai* ! 


■ growl, 

100 


TO WILLIAM SIMPSON. 

I UAX your lottfr, winsoino Willio ; 

Wi’ gratofii’ heart 1 thank you hrawlio ; 
Tho’ 1 maun say’t, 1 wad lie silly, 

An’ unco vain, 

Should I believa^, my coaxin’ billi(», 

Your llatterin’ strain. 
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But I\se believe ye kindly meant it : 

I sud be laith to think ye hinted 
Ironic satire, sidelins sklented 

On my poor Musie ; 10 

Tho’ in sic phraisin’ torms ye’ve penn’d it, 

I scarce excuse ye. 

My senses wad be in a creel, 

Should I but dai-o a hope to si^eel, 

Wr Allan, or wi’ Gilbertfield, 

The braes o’ fame ; 

Or Fergusson, the writer-chiel, 

A deathless name. 

(O Fergusson ! thy glorious parts 

111 suited law’s dry, musty arts ! 20 

My curse ux3ou your whunstane hearts, 

Ye E’librugli gentry I 
The tythe o’ what ye waste at cartes 
Wad stow’d his pantry !) 

Yet when a tah? conies i’ my head, 

Or lasses gio my heart a screed, 

As whiles they're like to be my dead, 

(O sad disease !) 

I kittle up my rustic reed ; 

It gies me case. 30 


Aiild Coila, now, may hdge fu' fain, 

8I10 ’s gotten poets o’ her ain, 

Ohiels wha their chanters winna hain, 

But tune their lays, 

Till echoes a’ resound again 

Her weel-sung praise. 

Nae j)oet thought her worth his while, 

To set her name in measur'd style ; 

She lay like some unkenn’d-of isle, 

Beside New Holland, ' 40 

Or where wild-inei'ting oceans boil 
ih'south Magellan. 

« 3 
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Ramsay an' famous Fergussoii 
Giod F orth an’ Tay a lift aboon ; 
Yarrow aii’ Tweed, to mony a tune, 
Owre Scotland rings, 

While Iiwin, Lugar, Ayr, an’ JDoon, 
Naebody sings. 

Til’ Ilissiis, Tiber, Thames, an’ Seine, 
Glide sweet in mony a tnind’u’ line ; 
But, Willie, set your lit to mine, 

An’ cock your crest, 

Well gar our streams an’ burnies shin<‘ 
U}) wi’ the best. 

Well sing auld Goila's i)lains an’ fells. 
Her moors red-brown wi' heather bills. 
Her banks an’ braes, her dens an’ dells, 
AVhere glorious Wallace 
^Vft bure the gree, as story tells, 

Frae Southron billies. 

At Wallace' name, what Scottish blood 
But boils U[) in a spring-tide Hood I 
Oft liaAe our fearless fathers strode 
By Wallace’ side. 

Still pressijig onward, red-wat-shod, 

Or glorious di(‘d, 

O, sweet are Coila's haiighs an' woods. 
When lintwhites chant aniang the Inids, 
And jinkin’ hares, in amorous whids. 
Their loves enjoy. 

While thro' the braes the ciisliat croods 
Wi’ wailfu' cry ! 

Ev'n winter bleak has charms to me 
When winds rave thro’ the naked tree; 
Or frost on hills of Ochiltree 
Ale hoary gray ; 

Or )>linding drifts wild-furious llee, 
Hark’ning the day ! 
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0 Niituro ! a,’ thy shtiws an’ forms 

'^Fo feeling, pensive In^arts hue charms ! 
Whether the summer kindly warms, 

Wi’ life an’ light. 

Or winter howls, in gusty storms, 

The lang, dark night ! 

The Muse, nae pot‘t ever fand her, 

I’ill hy himsel he learn'd to wand< r 
Adown some trottin’ burn's mean(h*r. 

An’ no think lang ; 
v) sweet, to stray an’ pensive ponder 
A lu ‘art-felt sang ! 

warly ract* may drudg(‘ an’ drive, 
llog-shoutlier, jundie, stretch, an’ strive : 
Let me fair Nature’s face descrive. 

And 1, wi’ pleasure, 

Shall lei the l)usy, grumbling hive 

Bum owie their treasuic*. 

Far(‘W<‘(‘J, ‘my rhynn‘-comi)osing blither I ‘ 
b(‘en oAN re lang unkeiurd to itlu‘r : 
Now let Us lay our heads ihegither, 

In love fraternal ; 

May Envy wallop) in a tether. 

Black lieiid infernal 1 

While llighlandnieii hate toils an’ taxes ; 
Wliile inoorlan’ herds like guid fat braxies 
While Terra Firma, on her axis, 

Biurnal turns, 

C ount on a frhmd, in faith an' practice, 

In Kobert Burns. 

l^osTeim* r. 

Mv memory's no worth a preen; 

1 had aniaist forgotten clean, 

Ye bade me writt‘ you what they mean 
By this New-Light, 

Bout which our herds sae aft have )>et*n 
Maist like to light. 
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Ill days when iiiaiikiiid were but callans 
At graiiiniar, logic, an’ sic talents, 

They took nae pains their speech to balance, 

Or rules to gio, 

But spak their thoughts in ]^)lain, braid Lallans, 

Like you or me. 120 

In thae auld times, they thought the moon. 

Just like a sark, or pair o’ shoon, 

Wore by degrees, till her last roon, 

Oacd past their viewin’. 

An’ shortly after she was done, 

They gat a new one. 

This past for certain, undisputed ; 

It ne’er cam i’ tlnur heads to doul>t it. 

Till chiels gat u]) an’ wad confute it. 

An’ ca'd it wrung ; i;,o 

An’ niLickle din there was about it. 

Baith loud an’ lung. 

Homo herds, weel learii’d u]>o* the Ijeuk, 

Wad threap auld folk the thing misteuk ; 

For ’twas the auld moon turn'd a neuk. 

An’ out o’ sight, 

An’ backliiis-comin, to the leuk, 

Hhe grew mair )>iight. 

This was deny’d, it was allirm’d ; 

Tlie h(‘rds an’ liissels were alarm’d : 1 P 

The rev’rend g!ay-bear<]s rav'd an’ storm’ll, 

Tliat beardless laddies 
Hhould think they blotter were inform’d 
Than their auld daddies. 

Frae less to mair it gaed to sticks ; 

Frae words an’ aiths to clours an’ nicks ; 

An’ mony a fallow gat his licks, 

Wi’ heai ty crunt ; 

An’ some, to learn them for their tricks, 

W<*re hang’d an’ brunt. 
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This game was play’d in mony lands, 

An’ auld-light caddies bure sic hands, 

That, hiith, the youngsters took the sands 
Wi’ nimble shanks ; 

The lairds forbad, by strict commands, 

Sic bluidy pranks. 

But new-light herds gat sic a cowe. 

Folk thought them ruin’d stiek-an-stowo. 

Till now amaist on ev’ry knowe 

Ye’ll find ano jdac’d ; 160 

An’ some, their new-light fair avow, 

Just quite' ])arefacVl. 

Nae doubt the auld-light fioeks art' bleatin’ ; 

Their zealous herds ar<» vexM an’ sweatin’ ; 

Mysel, I’ve even socui them greetin' 

Wi’ girnin si>ite. 

To hoar the moon sae sadly lied on 
By word an’ write. 

But shortly they will cowe ilu' louns ! 

Some auld-light herds in m*ibor-touns 170 

Are mind’t, in tilings they ca' balloons, 

To tak a flight, 

An’ stay ao month amang the moons. 

An’ see them right. 

Guid observation they will gio them ; 

An’ when the auld moon 's gaun to lea’e them ; 
The hindmost shairil, they’ll fetch it wi’ them. 
Just i’ their pouch, 

An’ when the new-light billies see them, 

T think they’ll crouch ! 180 

Sae, yo observe that a’ this clatter 
Is naething but a ‘ moonshine matter ’ ; 

But tho’ dull-proso folk Latin splatter 
III logic tulzie, 

I hope wo bardies ken some better 
Than mind sic brulzio. 
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LETTER TO JOHN GOUDIE, KILMARNOCK, 

ON THE PUBLICATION OF IIIR ESSAY8. 

() (toitdik ! ioiToi- of the Whigs, 

Drcful o’ bliK'kc'oats and rov'rond wigs, 

Sour Bigot ly, on lior hist legs, 

(ilirnin' looks liack, 

Wishin' the ten Egy]>tian }>lagues 
Wad seize you (|iiick. 

Poor gapin’, glowrin' Sup<‘rstiiion, 

Wae's me! she's in a sad condition; 

Fy, ])ring Black-Joek, her slate pliysician. 

1\> se(‘ her wat(‘r ; lo 

Alas ! there' 's ground for great suspicion 
Hhe'll n<‘'(‘r get Ixdter. 

Auld Orthodoxy lang di<l grapple. 

But now she 's got an unco' ] ip])le : 

1 taste', gie) her name' up i' the' e*}iape‘l. 

Nigh unto elcath ; 

See' he)W she fetches at the' thrapph*. 

An’ gasps fe)r hre'ath. 

Enthusiasm ‘s ])ast rede'mptie)n, 

(lane* in a galle)ping cemsumption ; 

Not a' the e^uacks, Avith a’ the*ir gum])tion. 

Will eve'F ine*nd her ; 

Ite'i* fe'(*ble j)ulse' gie'S stre)ng pre'sumptiem. 

Death soon will e'nd lu‘r. 

Ti . you and Taylor are the chie'f, 

Wha i\ro te> Idame for this miscliief ; 

Hut gin the Le)rd’s ain fedk ge't le'ave*. 

A ie^om tai-harrel 

An' twa I’od peats wad senel redie'f, 

An' e'lid the eiuarre*!. 
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For mo, my skill ’s but very sma’, 

An’ skill in proso I’ve nano ava, 

But, quietlins-wise, between us iwa, 

Wool may yo si^eod ! 

An’, tho’ they sud you sair misca’, 

N("’er fash your head. 

E’en swinge the dogs, an’ thresh them siccar 
The mail* tliey squeal, aye ehaj) the thic'ker ; 
An’ still, ’maiig hands, a hearty bicker 
O’ something stent ; — 

It gars an author’s pulso beat quicker, 

An’ helps his wit ! 

Thei*o ’s naething like the honest naj^py ! 
Wliere will yo e’er see men sao happy. 

Or women soiisy, saft, an’ sappy, 

’Tw(*en morn an’ morn, 

As them wha like to taste the drappie 
In glass or horn ? 

I’ve s<'en mo dazed upon a time, 

1 sear<H‘ cou’d wink or see a styme ; 

Just ae half-mutcijkin docs m<‘ prime 
(Ought loss is little) ; 

Then back I rattle on the rhyme 
As gleg ’s a whittle ! 


THIRD EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK. 

OuiD speed an’ furder to you, Johnny, 

Ouid health, halo lian’s, and weather bonnie ; 
Now when ye’re nickin’ down fu' cannie 
The staff o’ bread. 

May yo no’tn* want a stoup o’ bran’y 
To clear your head. 
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May Boreas never thresh your rigs, 

Nor kick your rickles alt* their legs, 

Seiidin’ the stuff o’er muirs an’ liags 

Like drivin’ wrack ; 10 

But may the tai>inast grain that wags 
Come to tlii' sack. 

I’m ])izziG too, an' skelpin' at it. 

But bitter, daudin showers hao wai it ; 

Sac my auld slumpie pen I gat it 
Wi’ muckle wark, 

An’ took my jocteleg an’ whatt it. 

Like ony clerk. 

It’s now twa month that I’m your debtor. 

For your ])raw, nam(d<^ss, dateh'ss letter, 20 

Abusin' mo for liarsh ill-nature 
On holy imai, 

While Deil a hair yours(d y<''ro better. 

But m.air profane. 

But let the kirk-folk ring their bells, 

Let’s sing about our noble sels ; 

We’ll cry nae jads frae heathen hills 
To help, or roos(» us, 

But browstor wivt^s an’ whisky stills, 

They are th<‘ Muses. 33 

Your friendship, sir, I winna cpiat it, 

An’ if ye make objections at it, 

Then han’ in Jiieve sonu^ day we’ll knot it. 

An’ witness tak<‘. 

An’ when wi’ uscpu'bac* w’(‘'ve wat it 
It winna break. 

But if the beast and branks bo S2)ar’d 
Till kye be gaun without the herd, 

An’ a’ the vittol in the yard, 

An’ theekit right, 

T mean your ingle-side to guard 
Ao winter night. 
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Then miiso-inspirin’ aqua-vitae 

Shall make us baith sae blithe an’ witty, 

Till yo forget yo’re aulcl an’ gatty, 

An’ bo as canty 

As ye were niile years less than thretty, — 

Sweet ane an’ twenty ! 

But stocks are cowpit wi’ the blast, 

An’ now the sinn keeks in the west, 50 

Tlion I maun lin ainang the rest 
An’ <pnt my chanter ; 

Sae I subscribe mysel in haste, 

Yours, Bab the Banter. 


TO THE REV. JOHN M MATH. 

r.NC’LOSINO A COPY OF HOLY WILLIE's PRAYER, WHICH HE 
HAD REQUESTED. 

WhitiE at the stook the sheanus ccnv’r 
To shun the bitter l^laudin’ show’r. 

Or in gulravage rinniu’ scour ; 

To pass tho time. 

To you I dedicate the hour 

In idle rhyme. 

My Musie, tir’d wi’ mony a sonnet 
On gown, an’ ban’, an’ douce black bonnet. 

Is grown right ecu’io now she’s done it. 

Lest they shou'd blanu' lier, 10 
An’ rouse their holy thunder on it, 

And anathem hcu*. 

I own ’twas rash, an’ rather liard3% 

That I, a simple country bardie, 

Shou’d meddle wi’ a pack so sturdj^, 

Wha, if they ken mo, 

Can easy, wi’ a single W’ordie, 

Lowse hell upon me. 
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l>ut T giio 111**1(1 **it thoii* pfrim.aces, 

'Their sighin’, cantin’, graco-proiul faces, 20 

^Their threc-niilo prayers, *and half-niilo graces, 

Their r*axin’ conscicnc(', 

Whase gre(Hl, roveng<‘, «‘in’ priilo (lisgriiccs 

Wanr nor their nonsense. 

There’s Clawn, niisca't wanr than .a beast. 

Wha has mair honour in his breast 
Than inony scores as giiiil 's the ]n*i(^st 

Wha sae abus’d liim : 

An’ niiiy *a bard no crack his jest 

What wa3" they've used liini? ;,o 

See him the poor man's friend in need. 

The gentleman in word an’ dc^ed. 

An’ shall his faim^ an' honour l)l(ssl 

Ily worthh^ss sk(‘Iliims, 

An’ not a Muse erect her In^ad 

To cowo t]u‘ bhdhims? 

() Pope, had T th}" satire's darts 
To gio tlie rascals their deserts, 

I'd lij) tlieir rotten, hollow lu'arts, 

An' tell aloud 40 

Tins’ r jugglin’ hocus-2)ocus arts 

To cheat the (*rowd. 

Ood knows I'm no the thing I shon'd be, 

Nor am 1 <^ven the thing 1 could b(\ 

Ihit, twenty iinu's, I ratlun* would Ix' 

An atheist clean. 

Than under gos^xd colours hid bo. 

dust tor ,‘i s(*r(*(‘n. 

An honest man may like si glass. 

An hoiK'st man m*ay like a lass, 

Hut mean revenge, .an’ malice fause, 
lie’ll still disdidn, 

An' th(‘n cry zeal for gosiiel laws. 

Like some we k(*n. 



179 


^0 QU^Q1fla($. 

Thoy tak religion in tlioir inontli ; 

Hioy talk o’ mercy, p^race, aii’ truth. 

For what? to gio their malice skouth 
On some puir wight, 

ArJ hunt him clown, o’er right an’ ruth, 

To ruin straight. 6o 

All hail, Kcligion, maid divine ! 

Pardon a muse sae mean as mine, 

Who in her rough im])erfect line 

^riius daurs to name tho(‘ ; 

To stigmatize false friends of thine 

c Can ne’er defame thee. 

Tho’ hlotcht an’ foul wi’ mony a stain. 

An’ far imwortliy of thy train, 

Wi' tremhling voic(‘ T tune my strain 

To join wi’ those, 70 

Wlio boldl}’’ daur thy cause maintain 
In S)>ite o’ foes : 

In si)ite o’ (u-owds, in spite o' mohs, 

In spite of undermining jobs. 

In spite o' dark banditti stabs 

At Avorth an* merit, 
lly scoundrels, even aaT holy robes, 

But hellish s]>irit. 

() Ayr, my dear, my native ground I 

Within thy presbyterial bound, 80 

A candid lib'ral band is fouml 

Of j)ublic teachers. 

As im*n, as Christians too, naiown’d. 

An' manly ]>r('ach(u-s. 

Sir, in that circle you are nam’d. 

Sir, in that circle you are tam'd : 

An’ some, by vhom your doctrine' 's blam'd. 
Which git'S you honour) ^ 
Even, sir, by them your heart *s I'steem'd. 

An' winning manner. qo 
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Pardon this freedom I have taVii, 

An' if impertinent I’ve been, 

Impute it not, good sir, in ano 

Whaso heart ne’er wrang’d yi\ 
Put io his utmost would befriend 

Ought that belang’d ye. 


TO JAMES SMITH. 

Dear Smith, the slecest pawkie thief 
That e’er attempted stealth or rief, 

Ye surely hae some warloek-brecd* 

Owre human lu^arts ; 

For ne’er a bosom yet was prief 
Against your arts. 

For me, I swear by sun an' moon, 

And ev’ry star that Idinks a])oon, 

Ye’ve cost mo twenty pair o’ shoon 

Just gaun to see you : to 

And ev’ry ither pair that ’s done. 

Mail' taen I’m wi’ you. 

That auld caxuicious carlin’, Nature, 

To mak amends for scrinn)it stature. 

She’s tiirn’<l you aff, a human creature 
Oil her first jdan, 

And in h<*r freaks, on ev’ry feature. 

She’s wrote ‘The Man.’ 

Just now I’ve taen the fit o’ rhyme, 

My barmio noddle’s working prime, 20 

My fancie yiu'kit up sublime 

Wi’ hasty summon : 

TIfie y(‘ a leisurt'-moment’s time 

To hear what’s eemin’? 
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Some rhyme a iieebor’s luime to lasli ; 

Some rhyme (vain thought !) for needfii’ cash ; 
Some rhyme to court the country clash, 

An’ raise a din : 

For me, an aim I never fash ; 

I rhyme for fun. 30 

The star that rules my luckless lot, 

Has fated me the russet coat, 

An’ damn’d my fortune to the groat ; 

J 3 iit, in requit, 

Has blest me with a random shot 
O’ country wit. 

I'his while my notion ’s taeii a sklent. 

To try my fate in guid, black prent ; 

But still the mail* I’m that way bent, 

Something cries ‘ Hoolie ! 40 

I red you, honest man, tak tent ! 

Ye’ll shaw your folly. 

^ There 's ither poets, much your betters. 

Far seen in Grec*k, deep men o’ letters, 

Hae thought they had ensured their debtors 
A’ future ages ; 

Now moths deform in shapeless tatters 
Their unknown pages.' 

Then fareweel hopes o' laurel-boughs, 

To garland my i)oetic brows ! 50 

Henceforth I'll rove where busy ploughs 
Are whistling thrang, 

An’ teach the lanely heights an’ howes 
My rustic sang. 

I’ll wander on, \vi’ tentless heed 
How never-halting moments speed, 

Till fate shall sn«ap the brittle thread ; 

Then, all unknown. 

I’ll lay mo with th’ inglorious dead, 

Forgot and gone ! 


60 
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But why o’ death l)ogiii a tale ? 

J ust now wo 're living sound an’ hale ; 

Then top and maintop crowd the sail, 

Heavo Caro o'er side ! 

And large, before Enjoyment's gale, 

Let’s tak the tide. 

This life, sae far 's I understand, 

Is a’ tuichaiited fairy land, 

Where pleasure is the magic wand, 

That, wielded right, 70 

Maks liours like minutes, hand in hand, 

Dance by fu' light. 

Tlu* magic wand tluui let us wield : 

For, ance that tiv(‘-an*-forty 's speel'd, 

Se(‘, crazy, Aveary. joyless Eild, 

Wi' wrinkled face. 

Comes hoastin', hirjdin' owre the li(‘hl. 

Wi' cr(M.‘])in' paci-. 

Wluai ance life's <Iay draws near tiie gloamiii', 
Then farew<*el vacant careless roamin' ; bo 

An’ fareweel cheerfu’ tank{ir<ls foamin’, 

An' social noise ; 

An’ far<*weel dear ilehiding woman. 

Tlio joy of joys ! 

O life, how jdeasant is thy morning, 

Young Fancy’s rays the hills adorning ! 
Cold-pausing Caution's lesson scorning, 

We fi’isk away. 

Like schoolboys, at th’ ex[)ectcd warning, 

To joy and play. 

We wander there, Ave Avander liere. 

We eye the rose U2Jon the brier, 

Llimiindful that the thorn is near, 

Among the leavi‘S : 

And tho’ the puny wound appear, 

►Short whilo it grieves. 
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Some, lucky, liiid a flow'ry sj^ot. 

For which they never toil’d nor tiwat ; 

They drink the sweet and eat the fat. 

But care or pain ; loo 

And, haply, eye the barren hut 

With high disdain. 

Witli steady aim, some Fortune chase ; 

Keen hope does ev'ry sinew brace ; 

Thro’ fair, thro’ foul, they urge the race, 

And seize the prey ; 

Then cannie, in some cozie place, 

They close the day. 

And otluu-s, like your humble servan . 

Poor wights ! nae rules nor roads observin', no 
To right or left, idernal swervin', 

Tliey zig-zag on ; 

Till curst with age, obscure an’ starvin’. 

Tliey often groan. 

Alas ! what liitttu* toil an' straining- 
But truce' wi’ pt'evish, poor comphiining ! 

Is Fortune.'s lickle Luna waning? 

E'en h't her gang ! 

Bi'iieatli what light sin* lias remaining. 

Let's sing our sang. 120 

My p('n 1 here lliiig to the door, 

And kneel ^ Ye Pow'rs I ’ and warm implore. 
*Tho’ 1 should wander Terra o'er. 

In all her climes, 

(iraiil me but this, 1 ask no mon\ 

Aye rowth o' rhymes. 

■ Gie dreeping roasts to country lairds, 

Till icicles hiiig frao their beards ; 

Gie hno braw claes to line life-guards, 

Ami maids of honour : 

Aiivl yill an' whisky gie to cairds, 

Until they sconner. 


1^,0 
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‘ A title, Denn>ster iiiorits it ; 

A garter gie to Willie Pitt ; 

Gio wealth to some bc-leclgerVl cil, 

In cent per cent ; 

But gie me real, sterling wit, 

And I’m content. 

‘While ye arc pleased to keep me hale, 

I’ll sit down o’er my scanty meal, 140 

Be ’t water-hrosc, or musliii-kail, 

Wr cheerfii’ face, 

As king ’s the Muses dinna fail 

To say the grace.’ 

All anxious e'e I never throws 
Beilin t my lug, or liy my nose ; 

I jouk beneath misfortune’s blows 
As wool ’s 1 may ; 

Sworn foe to sorrow, care, and jirosc*. 

1 rhyme away. 150 

() ye douce folk, that live by rule, 

Grave, tidoless-blooded, calm, and cool, 
Compar’d wi’ you- O fool I fool ! fool ! 

How much unlike ! 

Your hearts are just a standing pool. 

Your lives a dyke ! 

Nae hare-brain 'd sentimental traces, 

In your unletter’d, nameless faces ! 

In arioso trills and graces 

Ye never stray, 

But gravissimo, solemn basses, 

Y^'e hum away. 

Ye are sao grave, nae doubt ye’re wise ; 

Nae ferly tlio’ ye do despise 

The hairum-scairum, ram-stam boys. 

The rattlin’ squad : 

I see you upward cast your eyes - 
Ye ken the road. 
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Whilst I but I shall hand mn there - * 

Wi’ you I'll scarce gang ony where— 170 

Then, Jamie, I shall say nae niair, 

But quat iny sang. 

Content with You to mak a pair. 

Where’er I gang. 


TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ., MAUCHLINE, 

KK('OMMENl>IN<J A JJOY. 

I HOLD it, 8ir, my ])ouiuleii duty, 

^iV) warn you how that JVIaster Tootie, 

Alias Jjaird M*(huin, 

Was h(‘ro to lure the lad away 
'Bout whom y<‘. spak the titluu* day, 

An’ wad liae dom* *t all* hau' : 

But lest he h‘arn the callan tricks 
As faith I mucklo doubt him, 
lake scrapin’ out auld Crummie's nicks, 

An’ t<‘lliii' li<‘S a)a)ut tluuii ; 10 

As lieve then I'd have then 
Your clerkship In* siiouhl sair. 

If sae !)(' ye may be 
Not litted otluuwhere. 

Altho' 1 say 't, he's gleg t‘n()ugh. 

An' 'bout a Jiouse that's riuh‘ an* rough. 

The hoy might lc*arn to sw(‘ar : 

But tlnui wi’ you, he'll be sae tauglit. 

All’ get si(' fair tsxample straught. 

I hat' na ony fear. 20 

Ye'll cati'chizo him eViTy tpiirk. 

An’ shore him weel wi' h(*ll ; 

An’ gar him follow to the kirk 

Aye when ye gang yoursel. 

If ye tlu'ii, maun bii then 

Erat' halin' this coinin’ Friday, 

Then ploast', sir, to lea'e, sir. 

The ordtTs wi* your lady. 



i86 


(poeme^ Sic. 


My ’word of honour I ha’e gi’on, 

In Paisley John’s, that night at e’en, 30 

To meet the Warld’s worm : 

To try to get the twa to grec, 

An’ name the airles an’ the foe. 

In legal mode an’ form : 

I ken he weel a snick can draw, 

When simido bodies let him ; 

An’ if a Devil be at a’, 

In faith ho 's sure to get liim. 

To phrase you an’ praise you 

Ye ken your Laureat scorns : 40 

The still, you share still, 

Of grateful Minstrel Burns. 


EPISTLE TO MR. M‘ADAM, 

OF eilAIGEN-UILLAN, IN ANSWEK TO AN OnLlUIN({ LETTKH JII 
SENT IN THE f’OMMEN(’KMENT OF MY POETIC CAKEEH. 

SiK, o'er a gill I gat your card, 

I trow it made me ])roud ; 

* Set» wha taks notice o’ tlie Bard ! * 

1 1 4' and cried lii’ loud. 

' Now deil-nia-care about their jaw, 

The senseless, gawkie million ; 

I’ll cock my nose aboon thc^ni a’, 

I’m loos’d by Craigen-Gillan ! ’ 

'Twas noble, sir ; ’twas like yoursel, 

To grant your high 2>Fotection : 

A great man’s smile, ye ken fu’ weel, 

Is aye a blest infection. 

The’, by his banes wha in a tub 
Match'd Macedonian Sandy ! 

On my ain legs, thro’ dirt and dub, 

I indejiendeiit stand aye. 
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And when those le^s to gude, warm kail, 
Wi’ welcome caniia hear me : 

A lee dyke-side, a sybow-tail, 

And barley-scone shall cheer me. 

Heaven spare yon lang to kiss the breath 
O’ mony flow’ry simmers ! 

And bless yonr ])onnie lasses baith, 

I’m tald ^they’re loosome kimmers ! 

And God bless young Dunaskin's laird, 
The blossom of our gentry ! 

And may he wear an auld man's beard, 

A credit to his countiy. 


EPISTLE TO MAJOR LOGAN. 

Hail, thairm-iuspiriu', rattlin’ Willie ! 
Though fortune's road bo rough an’ hilly 
To every fiddling, rhyming billie, 

AVo never heed. 

But take it like the unback'd filly. 

Proud o’ her S 2 )eed. 

When idly goviii' whyles we saunter, 
Yirr, fancy barks, awa’ we canter 
U2>hill, down brae, till some mishaiiter, 
Home black bog-hole, 

Arrests us, then the scathe an’ banter 
We're forced to thole. 

Hale be your heart ! hale be your fiddle ! 
Lang may your elbuek jink and diddle, 
To cheer you through the weary widdle 
O’ this wild warl’, 

Until you on a crummock driddle 
A gray-hair'd carl. 
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Como wealth, come ])oortith, Lite or soon, 
II('aveii send your heart-strings aye in tune, 
And screw your ttmiper-pins aboon, 

A fifth or mail*, 

Hio molancholious lazy cioon, 

O’ cankrie care. 


May still yoiu* life from day to day 
Nae ‘leiite largo’ in the play, 

But ‘allegretto forte ’ gay 

Harmonious flow, 

A swee[)ing, kindling, ])aiild strathspey — 
Encor<‘ ! Bravo ! 

A ))lessing on th<‘ clu‘ery gang 
Wha dearly like a jig or sang. 

All’ nt'Ver think o’ right an' wraug 
By squai(‘ an' rule, 

Bui as th<‘ ch‘gs o’ h‘eling stang 
Are Avise or fool. 

My liand-vvahMl curs<‘ keep har<l in clias4‘ 

TIk' harpy, hood(H*k, purs(‘-prou<l iac<‘, 

Wha count on poortitli as disgra(*(‘ 

Tht'ir tumdt'ss lu‘arts ! 

May lir(‘-side discords jar a bas<* 

’Po a' tlieir parts ! 

But come. \4)ur ii.md. m\ careh'ss l>ritlu*r. 
r th’ itlier Avaij’ if theie 's anithei*. 

An’ that tliere is I’v*) littlf‘ swither 
About tin* matt(‘r ; 

We cli<‘ek for chow ^hall jog thogither. 

I’se n<‘’er ))id b(*ttor. 

WeVe faults and failings granted clearly. 
We’re frail backsliding mortals merely, 

Bve’s bonnio s<piad priests wyto them sheiuly 
For our grand fa’ ; 

But still, but still, J like them di^arly — 

God hless them a’ ! 
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Ochono for poor Castalian drinkers, 

When they fa’ foul o’ earthly jinkors, 

The witching cursed delicious blinkers 
Hao put me byte, 

And gart me weet my waukrife winkers, 

Wi’ girnin’ spite. 60 

But by yon moon ! — and that ’s high sweariii’ — 
An’ every star within my heavin’ ! 

An’ by her een wlia was a dear ane I 
I'll iie’^'r forget ; 

I hope to gi(^ tlu^ clearin’ 

In fair play yet. 

My loss 1 mourn, but not repent it, 

T’ll st'ek my pinsio where I tint it ; 

Alice to the Indies I were wonted, 

Somt* cantraip hour, 70 

By some sweet elf 111 yet be dinted. 

Then live Vanmtr! 

Fatics mc'^ haissemains 7'cspectucHsc 
To sentiiiii'iital sister Susie, 

An' hoiK'St Lucky ; no to roost^ you, 

Ye may be proud 
That sic a couple Fate allo^^s ye 
To grace your blood. 

T^t'a mail* at prcs<‘nt can 1 measure, 

An’ trowth my rhymin’ ware 's iiao treasure : So 
But when in Ayr, some half hour’s leisur(‘. 

Be 't light, be ’t dark, 

►Sir Bard Avill do himself the ph‘asuri‘ 

To call at Park. 


Oifolnr 30 , 1786 . 
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A POETICAL EPISTLE TO A TAILOR. 

WiiAT ails ye now, ye lonsie bitch, 

To thresh my back at sic a pitch ? 

Losli, man ! hao mercy wi’ your natch, 
Your bodkin’s bauld, 

I didna suffer half vsae much 
Frae Daddic Auld. 


What tho' at times when I grow crouse, 

I gi’e their wames a random i)oiise, 

Is that enough for you to souse 

Your servant sat‘? 10 

Gae mind your seam, ye prick-ihe-louso 
An’ jag-the-llae ! 


King David o’ poetic brief, 

Wrought ’niang tho lasses such mischief 
As liird his after life wi’ grief 
An’ bloody rants, 

An’ yet he 's rank’d .amang tho chief 
O’ lang-syno saunts. 


And maybe, Tam, for a my cants, 

My wicked rhymes, an' drucken rants, ^0 

I’ll gie auld cloven Clooty’s haunts 
An unco slii> yet, 

An’ snugly sit amang the saunts. 

At Davie’s hix> yet. 


But fegs ! the Session says I maun 
Gao fa’ upo’ anither plan, 

Than garrin’ lasses cowp the cran 
Clean heels owro body, 
And sairly thole their mither’s ban 
Afore the howdy. 


30 
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This lends me on to tell for sport 
How I did wi’ the Session sort- - 
Auld Clinkum nt the Inner j^ort 

Cried three times, ^ Robin ! 

Come hither, lad, an’ answer for’t, — 

Ye’re blam’d for j ebbin’. ’ 

Wi’ pinch I put a Sunday’s face on, 

An’ snoov’d awa’ before the Session ; 

I made an open fair confession, 

I scorn’d to lie ; 40 

An’ syne Mess John, beyond expression, 

Fell foul o’ me. 

A fui*nieator-loun ho call’d mo, 

An’ said my fau’t frae bliss expoll’d me ; 

I own’d the tale was true he telTd me, 

M^ut what the matter?’ 

Quo’ I ‘ I fear unless yo geld me, 

I’ll ne’er be better.’ 

‘Gold you!’ quo’ he, ‘and whatfor no? 

If that your right hand, leg or toe, 50 

Should ever prov(‘ your sp ’ritual foo. 

You shou’d remember 
To cut it alf, an’ whatfor no 

Your dearest member?’ 

‘Na, na,’ quo’ I, ‘I'm no for that,* 

Gelding’s nao bettor than ’tis ca’t, 

I’d rather suffer for my faut 
A hearty flewit. 

As sail* owre hip as ye can draw ’t, 

Tho’ I should rue it, 60 

‘Or gin yo like to end the bother, 

To idease us a’, I’ve just ae ither, 

When next wi’ yon lass I forgather, 

Whate’er betide it. 

I’ll frankly gi’e her’t a’ thegither, 

An’ let her guide it.’ 
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But, Sir, this pleas’d them wavst ava. 
An’ therefore, Tam, when that 1 saw, 
I said ^Gudo night,’ and cam awa. 
And left the Session ; 

I saw they were resolved a’ 

On my opj^ression. 


ANSWER TO VERSES ADDRESSED TO THE POET 

BY THK aUlDWlFE OF WAUCHOPP]-HOUSF. 

G UIDWI FK» 

I mind it Avoel, in early date, 

Wlien I Avas ))eardless, young and hlat 
An’ first could thresh the barn. 

Or hand a 3^okin’ at the phuigh, 

An’ tho’ forfoughtcii sail* enough, 

Yet unco proud to learn, - 
Wlieii first amang the yelloAV corn 
A man I z-eckon’d AA^as, 

And Avi’ tho hiA^e ilk merry morn 

Could rank my rig and lass, 10 

Still shearing, and ch\aring 
Tho tither siooked ruAV, 

Wi’ claivers, an’ haivers, 

Wearing the day aAva, — 

Ev’n then a Avish ! ( I mind its poAver) 

A Avish that to my latest hour 
Shall strongly heaA^c* my breast ; 

That I for poor auld Scotland’s sake, 

Some usefu’ plan or beuk could make. 

Or sing a sang at least. 

Tho rough bur-thistle, spreading wide 
Amang the bearded bear, 

1 turn’d the weoder-clips aside, 

An’ spar’d the symbol dear : 
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No nation, no station, 

My envy e’er could raise ; 

A Scot still, but blot still, 

I knew nae higher praise. 

But still the elements o' sang 

In formless jumble, right an’ wrang. 30 

Wild floated in niy brain ; 

Till on that hairsi 1 said before. 

My partner in the merry core. 

She rous'd the forming strain : 

I see her ytd, the sonsio quean, 

That lighted up my jingle, 

Jler witching smile, her pauky een, 

That gart my lu ‘art-strings tingle : 

I fired, inspired, 

At ov’ry kindling keek, 40 

But bashing, and dashing, 

I feared aye to speak. 

Health to the sox ! ilk guid duel says, 

Wi’ merry dance in winter days. 

An’ we to sliare in common : 

The gust o’ joy, the balm of woe, 

I^he Saul o’ life, the heav'n below, 

Js rapture-giving woman. 

Ye surly sumphs, who hate the name, 

Be mindtu’ o’ your mither : 

She, honest woman, may think shame 
That ye'ro connected with her I 
Ye’re wae men, ye're nae men, 

That slight the lovely dears : 

To shame ye, disclaim ye, 

Ilk honest birkie swears. 

For you, no bred to barn or byre, 

Wha sweetly tune the Scottish lyre. 

Thanks to you f<u* your line : 

The marled plaid ye kindly spare, 60 

By me should gratefully be ware ; 

’Twad please me to the nine. 

II 
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JM be anair vauntie o' Jiiy hap, 
Douce hinj?in' owre my ciirple. 
Than ony ermine ever lap, 

Or jn’ciid imperial purj>le. 

Farew(‘]l then, lan^ halo then, 
An’ plenty be your fa' ; 

May losses and crosses 
Ne'er at your hallan ca’. 


EPISTLE TO HUGH PARKER. 

In tliis strange land, this uncoutli clinu', 

A land unknown to ]n’ose or rhyjno ; 

Where words ne'er crost tlie Music's lus'kles. 
Nor limpit in jKxdic shackles; 

A land that pr(»s(‘ did uevei* view it, 

Except when drunk h<‘ stachei**t through it : 
Here, ainbusird by the cliiinla c]i(S‘k, 

Hid in an atmospliero of re<>k, 

I hear a wlied thrum i’ tlie neuk. 

1 hear it for in vain I Jeiik. 

The red p(‘at gleams, a tiery kermd. 
Eiihusked by a fog infej'iial : 

Here, for my Avonted rhyming raj)tur(‘s. 

1 sit and count my sins by chapters ; 

For life and spunk like ither Christians, 

I'm dwindled down to mere (existence. 

Wi' Jiae converse* but (hillowa’ bodies. 

Wi' nae kcnel face but Jesmy (teddes. 

Jeiiiny, my Pe‘gasejan jmelo ! 

DoAvie sin* saunte'rs down Nithside*. 

Anel ay a Ave*stliii leiik she throws. 

While tears hap e>'er her aiild broAvn nose* ! 
Was it for this, wi’ canny e*ar(‘, 

Tliou bure^ the; Bard thre)ugh jnany a shire*? 
At hoAA^es or hillocks jiever stumt)l<3d, 

And late or <*arly ne*ver grumbled ? 
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O, had I power like inclination, 

IM heeze thee up a constellation, 

To canter with the Sagitarre, 

Or loup the ecliptic like a bar ; 30 

Or turn the pole like any arrow : 

Or, when auld Phoebus bids good-morrow, 

Down the zodiac urge the race. 

And cast dirt on liis godship's face : 

For I could lay my bi ead and kail 
He'd ne’er cast saui ui)o’ thy tail. 

Wi' a’ this care and a’ this grief. 

And sma', sma’ prospect of relief. 

And nought but peat retk i’ my head, 

How can I write what >e can road? 40 

Tarbolton, twenty-foiirtli o’ June, 

Ye’ll find me in a Ixdter tune ,* 

But till we meet and weet our whistle, 

Tak this excuse for nae epistle. 


EPISTLE TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ., 
OF FINTRY. 

Wjtex Nature Ikt grofit master-ph'ce design'd. 

And fram'd luu* last, best work, the human mind. 
Her eye intent on all tin' mazy plan, 

She form'd of various parts tin' various man. 

Then first she calls the useful many forth : 
hlain plodding industry, and sober worth : 

Thence x^easants, farmers, native sons of c'arth. 

And merchandise’ whole genus take their birth : 
Fach x>iudent cit a warm existence frnds, 

And all mechanics’ many-axn-on'd kinds, 
borne other rart'r sorts are wanted yet, 

1 he load and buoy are needful to the net : 

l h<‘ (‘a])ut mortuum of gross desires 

-hdvos a material for mere knights and s(|uires : 

II 2 
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The martial phosphorus is taught to flow, 

She kneads the lumpish plhlosophic dough. 

Then marks the unyielding mass with gravt' dc*sig 
Law, physic, politics, and deep divines : 

Last, she suhlinies th' Aurora of the i)oles. 

The flasliing elements of female souls. 

The order'd system fair hefore her stood, 

Nature, well-pleas’d, pronounc’d it very good : 

But ere she gave creating lal)our o’(‘r, 

Ilalf-jest, she try'd one curious labour more ; 
fSome spumy, fiery, ignis fatuus matt<u‘. 

Such as the slightest breath of air might scatter ; 
With arch alacrity and concious glee 
(Nature may liavt* her whim as well as we, 

Tier Ilogarth-art perhai>s she meant to show it) 
She forms the thing, and christens it a Poet, — 
Creature, tho’ oft the ])rey of care and sorrow. 
When Idlest to-day, unmindful of to-morrow : 

A being form'd t' amuse liis graver fri(*nds. 
Admir'd and praisVl— and there the liomage (uids ; 
A inortal <put<* unfit for Fortune's strif(‘. 

Vet oft the si>ort of all the ills of lif(‘ ; 

Prone to enjoy each pleasure riches giv<‘. 

Yet haply wanting wherewitlial to live : 

Longing to wipe each tear, to heal each groan. 

Vet frecpient all unheeded in his own. 

But lionest Nature is not ([uite a Turk, 

She laugh'd at first, then felt for lior poor work. 
Pitying the propless <-limber of mankind. 

She cast about a standard tree to tind ; 

And, to support his lielpless woodbine state. 
Attach’d him to the gemu-ous truly great — 

A title, and the only oiU‘ J claim, 

To lay strong hold for hell) on bounteous Graham. 

Pity the tuneful muses' hapless train. 

Weak, timid landsmen on life’s stormy main ! 
Their hearts no sdfish stern absorbent stuff, 

That n^*ver gives tho' humbly takes (*nough ; 

The little fate allows, they shaie as soon. 

Unlike sage proverb ’d wisdom’s hard wrung boon. 
The woiTd were blest did bliss on them depend • 
Ah. that ‘ the friendly e’er should want a fihunl ! 
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Let prudence number o’er each sturdy son. 

Who life and wisdom at one race begun, 

Who feel by rc'ason, and who give by rule, 

(Instinct ’s a brute, and bi*ntiment a fool !) 60 

Who make jioor ‘will do’ wait upon should’ — 

Wo own they're piiident, but who feels they’re good V 
Yo wise ones, hence! yo hurt the social t‘yo ! 

God’s image rud<*ly etch’d on base alloy ! 

But come ye who the godlik<' pleasure know, 

TTeaven's atlribiite distinguish'd —to bestow! 

Whose arms of love would grasp tli(‘ human rac<* : 
(V)nie thou who giv'st with all a eourth‘r's grace ; 
Friend of my lift% true ]>atron of my rhymes ! 

Proi) of my dearest hoi)es for future times. 70 

Why shrinks my soul, balf-]>lushing, halt-afraid. 
Backward, a])ash'd to ask thy friendly aid V 
1 know my n<‘<>d, I know thy giving hand, 

1 crave thy fri<‘n(lship at thy kind command ; 

But there are such who couit the tun(‘ful niiu* 

Heavens ! should the branded character bo mine ! 

Whose verse in manhood's i)ride sublim(‘ly flows 
V(‘t vilest r(‘ptil<*s in tlnur lK‘gging ]>rose. 

Mark how their lofty indeptuident spirit 

Soars on tlio spurning wing of injur'd merit ! So 

Set*k not tln^ ]»roofs in private life to lind : 

Pity ihcj bc\st of words should bt' l)ut wind ! 

So to lieavtui's gates tlu* lark's shrill song asemuN. 

But grovi‘lling on the eartli the carol ends, 
in all the clam'rous (uy <>f starving want. 

I’lay dull beiu*vol<*nce with shameless front ; 

Oblige them, patronize their tinsel lays. 

Iliey persecutes you all your future days I 
Kre my poor soul such dee[) damnation stain. 

^ly horny list a^suim* the plough again ; yo 

file piebald jacket led me patcli once‘ meue : 

On eighteen-pence a we‘e'k I've liv'el before, 
fho', thanks to lle^aveui, 1 elaro eveui that last sliifl, 
trust, meantinle^ my boon is in tliy gift ; 

I hat, plac’el by tliee upon the wish'el-for height, 

Whore, man and nature fairer in her sight, 

^ly muse may imp her wing for some siiblimer flight. 
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TO DR. BLACKLOCK. 

WoWy but your letter made me vauiitie ! 
And are ye hale, and weel, and cantie ? 

E kenn’d it still your wee bit jauntio 
Wad ))iing ye to : 

Lord send you aye as weol ’s I want ye, 
And then ye’ll do. 


The ill-thief Idaw the Heron south ! 

And never drink be near his drouth ! 
lEe tauld inysel by word o’ mouth, 

I LAI tak my letter ; 10 

1 lippen’d to the eliiel in troutli, 

And bade nao better. 


But aiblins honest Master Heron 
Had at the time some ilainty fair one, 
To ware his theologic care on, 

And holy study ; 

And tir'd o’ sauLs to waste his lear on. 
E'en trie<l the body. 


But what d'ye think, my trusty ii(*r. 
Tm turn’d a gauger — Peace be here! 
Parnassian queans, 1 tV‘ar, 1 fear, 
Ye’ll now disdain jne ! 
And then my lifty pounds a year 
Will little gain me. 


Ye glaiket, gleesome, dainty damies, 

Wha by Castalia's wimplin’ str(‘amies. 

Low p, sing, and lave your pretty limbies, 
Ye keji, ye ken, 

That straiig necessity su])remo is 
’Mang sons o’ men. 
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I liue a wife and twa wee laddies, 

They niann hao brose and brats o' diiddies ; 

Yo ken yonrsels my heart light proud is - 
1 nc‘od na vaunt, 

But I'll sued besoms- thraw saugh woodies. 

Before tliey want. 

Lord me thro' this warld o’ cart^ ! 

I’m weary sick o't late and air ! 

Not but 1 luni a richer share 

Tlian mony ithers : 40 

But why should ae man Indter fart‘. 

And a’ men brithers ? 

Come, Firm Besolve, take thou tin' van. 

Thou stalk o' carl-hemp in man ! 

And let us mind, faint heart ne'er wan 
A lady fair ; 

Wha does the utmost that he can. 

Will whyles do mair. 

But to conclud<‘ my silly rhyme 

(I’m scant o’ verse, and scant o' time) — 50 

To make a happy li re-side clime 
To Aveans and wife. 

That’s the true pathos and sublime 
Of human life. 


My compliments to sister Beckie ; 
And eke the sanu' to honest Lucky, 

1 wat she is a <la intie chuckie. 

Ah i^'ov tread clay ! 

And gratefully, my guid auld cockle, 
I’m 



60 
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LETTER TO JAMES TENNANT, GLENCONNER, 

Auld comrade dear and ])rit]i<^* sijima*, 

How’s a’ the folk about Gleiicoiiner ? 

How do you this l>lae eastliii wind, 

That’s like to ]>law a body blind? 

For mo. my faculties arc frozen, 

My dearest member nearly dozcuiVl. 

I’ve sent you here by Johni(j Siinson, 

Twa sa.^e ]>hilosopher.s to olimpse on ; 

Smith, wi’ Ids sympathetic feeling. 

An’ Feid. to common sense appealing. lo 

Philosophers have fought an’ wrangled. 

An' meikle (4re<‘k an’ Latin mangled. 

Till wi’ their logic-jargon tir'd, 

An’ in the de]>th of Science mir'd. 

To common sense they now a]>i)eal. 

What wives an' wabsters see an' feel. 

But, hark ye, friend, J charge }'ou strictly, 

Pcrus(^ tlnun. an' ndurn them (puckly ; 

For now I'm grown sae cursi'd douce, 

I pray an’ jjonder but tli<‘ house* ; jo 

My shins, my lane, 1 then* sit roastin’. 

Perusing Bunyaii. Brown, an' Boston : 

Till by an' by, it 1 hand on. 

I'll grunt a real Gospel-groan : 

Already 1 btigin tc> try it. 

To cast my een up like a i>yt‘t. 

When by the gun she tumbles o'i*r, 

Flutt'ring an’ gaspin’ in lier gon* : - 

Sae shortly ycni shall set* jut? bright, 

A burning an' a shining light. 

My lieart-warm love to guid auhl (U<*n, 

'riio ace an’ wale of lion(‘st men : 

When bending down wi’ auld grey liairs. 

Beneath the load of years and cares, 

May He who made lum still sup])ort Idni, 

An’ vitnvs bt yond the grave comfort him. 

His worthy fam’ly far and near, 

God bless them a’ wi’ grace and gear ! 



MetUr to 3^^^® Pennant 


My auld school-fellow. Preacher Willies 
Tlic* manly tar, my mason billie, 

All’ Auchonbay, I wish him joy ; 

If he’s a parent, lass or boy, 

May he be dad, and Meg the mither 
J list li ve-nnd-liprty years thegither ! 

All’ no forgetting walister Charlie, 

I’m tauld he offers very fairly. 

An’ Lord, remember singing Sannock, 

Wi' hale-breeks, saxpence, an’ a bannock. 
An’ next, my auld ac({uaintanc<‘, Nancy, 
Since she is litt<‘d to her fancy. 

An’ her kind stars ha<‘ airt(*d till her 
A good chief wi’ a ]>ickh* siller. 

My kindest, best respects I sen’ it. 

To cousin Kate an’ sister Janet ; 

Tell them trae me, wi’ duels ]>e cautious. 
For, faith, they'll aiblins fin' them fashions 
To grant a lu^art is fairly civil. 

But to grant a niaidenln^ad 's the devil. 

An' lastly, Jamie, for yoursel, 

Miiy guardian ang<‘ls tak a spell. 

An' stei*r you seven miles south o* hell : 
Ihit first, ))efbre you see heav'n's glory. 

May ye get inony a nuTvy story, 

Mony a laugh, and inoiiy a drink. 

An' aye enough o' n<‘<*dfir clink. 

Now fare ye week an' joy bi* wi’ > ou I 
For my sake, this 1 beg it o' you. 

Assist poor ^5imson a' ye <'an. 

Ye’ll fin’ bin just an honest man : 

Sae I conclude and «piat my cliantm*. 

Yours, saint or sinner. 


Ron THE Kaxtkk. 
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EPISTLE TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ., 

OF FINTRY: 

ON THE CLOSE OF THE DISPUTED ELECTION BETWEEN SIR JAMES 
JOHNSTONE AND CAPTAIN MILLER, FOR THE DUMFRIES 
DISTRICT OF BOROUGHS. 

Fintrv, my stay in worldly strife. 

Friend o* my Muse, friend o’ my life. 

Are yo as idle’s T am? 

Come then, wi’ uncouth, kintra tle^-. 

O’er Pegasus I’ll hing my leg. 

And ye shall see nu' try him. 

But wliere shall 1 go liii a licit . 

That I may splatter nane bc‘sid(»? 

I wad na ht‘ uncivil : 

In manhood's various paths and ways jo 

Theie 's aye some doylin' body strays. 

And I ride like th(‘ devil. 

Thus 1 break oil* wi* a' my birr. 

An’ down yon dark d<M‘j) alh‘V spur, 

Wh(‘re Th(‘ologics dauiider : 

Alas I curst wi’ ehanal fogs. 

And damned in ev<*rlasting bogs. 

As sure 's the cretd I'll blunder. 

I'll slain a liaiid, or jaiip a gown. 

Or rin my reckless guilty crown -o 

Against tlie haly door. 

Sail’ do I rut‘ niy luckless fat(‘ 

When, as tiu* muse an’ deil wad hae 't, 

1 rade that load before. 

Suppose I take a Sjiurt, and mix 

Ainang the wilds o' Politics, 

Electors and elt'ctcnl ; 

WhtM’e dogs at Court (sad sons of bitches !) 

Septeiinially a madness touclu‘s, 

Till all tho laiitl’s infectwl. 
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All liail ! Drumlaiirig's liaughty Graco, 

Discarded romiiant of a race 

Once godlike great in story ; 

Thy forbears’ virhies all contrasted, 

The very name of Douglas blasltHl, 

Thine that inverted glory ! 

Hate, envy, oft the Douglas bore ; 

But thou hast superadde<l more. 

And sunk tlu*m in contempt ; 

Follies and crimes have stained the name*, 40 

Bid, Queens) a ‘i-iy, thine the virgin claim— 

From all that *s good exempt ! 

I'll sing the zeal Driimlanrig l>ears 
Who left the all-important cares 

Of i^rinces and their ilarlings; 

And, ]x*nt on winning l^orough towns, 

Oamo shaking hands wi’ wa))ster loons. 

And kissing Ixiretit carlins. 

Comljuslion thro' our l^oroughs roih* 

Wiiistling his roaring pack al)road 50 

Of mad unmiizzletl lions ; 

.Vs (Jm*ens)n‘rry l)ulf and )>lue unfiirrd, 

And Westerha’ and Ilopeton hurl'd 
To every 'VVhig defiance. 

But cautious Queens})erry lelt the war, 

Th’ unmaiiner'd dust might soil his star ; 

Besides, ho hated bleeding ; 

But left l)ohind him hmoes bright, 

Heroes in CVesarean tight. 

Or Oiceroiiian pleading. 60 

O ! for a throat like huge Mons-Meg, 

To muster o'er each ardent Whig 

Beneath Drumlanrig's Ijaiiner ! 

Heroes and heroines commix, 

All in the field of politics, 

To vin immortal honour. 

II 5 
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M^Miirdo and liis lovely spouse, 

(Til’ enamour’d laurels kiss her brows !) 

Led on the loves and graces : 

She won each gaping burgess’ heart, 7c 

While he, all-conquering, jilay’d his i)art 

Among their wives and lasses. 

Craigdarrocli led a light-arm*d corps, 

Tropes, metaphors ami ligurt‘s pour, 

Like Hecla streaming tluuidt r ; 

( Jlcnriddel, skill'd in rusty coins, 

Blew up eaeli Tory's dark designs. 

And bared the treason uiidtu-. 

lii either wing two champioiis fought. 

Redoubted Staig, who s(‘t at nought So 

The wild(*st savage Tory : 

And Welsh, who iu*'er yet JlincliM his ground. 
High-waved his magiium-boiium round 
With Cyclox)ean fur\'. 

Miller lirought up tli’ artillery ranks, 

The nianyq)ounders of the Banks, 
lh*f^istless desolation ! 

While Maxwelton. that baron Indd, 

’ Mid Lawson's port i‘iitn*ncird iiis hohl. 

And tlireaten'd worse damnation. yo 

^fo tli(‘se wliat Tory hosts o])pos'd. 

With these what Tory warriors clos'd, 

Surpasses my d(‘s<'riving' : 

Sipiadrons extendc*d long and large, 

With furious spee<l rush to the charge, 

Like raving devils driving. 

What verse can sing, what i)rose narrate, 

The butcher deeds of bloody fate 

Amid this mighty tuJ/i(‘ ! 

Grim Horror girn'd — pale Terror roar’d, 

As Murther at his thrapj)lo shor’d. 

And Hell mix'd in the ])rul/ae. 
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As Highland crags l>y thiindov dolt, 

When lightnings fire the stormy lift, 

Hurl down with crashing rattle ; 

As flames among a hundred woods ; 

As headlong foam a hundred floods ; 

Such is the rage of battle 1 

The stubborn Tories dare to die ; 

As soon the rooted oaks would fly no 

Before tli’ apjU'oaching fellers : 

The Whigs come on like C)<*ean\s roar. 

When all Ins winiiy billows pour 

Against the Buchan Bnllers. 

Lo, from the sha<les of Death's de(']) night. 
Departed Whigs cuijoy the light. 

And think on former daring : 

Th(' muffled niurtheror of (fliarh‘S 
The IMagna Cliarta flag unfurls, 

.\1I dea<lly gules its ])earing. 120 

Nor wanting ghosts of Tory fam(^ 

Bold S<*riing(‘our follows gallant (Iraham, 

An Id C'ovt'iianters shiv<‘r. 

(Forgive, forgiv(‘, much-wrongM Montrose I 
Now d('ath and hell engulf thy foes, 

Thou liv'st on high for ever 

Still o\‘r tin* iield the combat burns. 

Tilt* Tori(*s, Whigs, give way by turns ; 

But Fate the Avord has spoken, 

For woman's Avit and strength o' man 130 

Alas ! can <h> but Avhai they can ! 

I'ht* Ttuy ranks art* brtiken. 

O that my een Avero lloAving burns ! 

My voice a lioness that mourns 

Her darling cubs’ undoing : 

That I might greet, tlmt I might cry. 

Whih* Tories fall, Avhile Tt)ries fly. 

And furious Whigs pursuing! 
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What Whig Imt melts for good Sir James ? 

Dear to his country by the names 140 

Friend, imtron, benefactor ! 

Not Pultoney's wealth can Piilteney save ! 

And Ilopeton hills, the generous l>rave ! 

And Stewart, bold as Hector ! 

Thou, Pitt, shalt rue this overtlnow ; 

And Thurlow growl a curse of \\ oe ; 

And Melville melt in wailing ! 

How Fox and Sheridan rejoic(' ! 

And Burke shall sing. ^ O J^rincc', arise, 

Thy power is all-prevailing!’ 150 

For your poor fricmd, the Baid. afar 
Ho onlj" hears and sees the war, 

A c(»ol spectatoi* purely ! 

So, avIk'u tin* storm the fore st rends. 

The* rol)in in the henlge de^scemels. 

And se)b(*r chirps se'curely. 

Nenv for my frienels* and brethren’s sak(\s. 

And for my de^ar-le)ved Land o’ Crakes, 
r ])ray with lioly fire* - 

Lord senel a i‘ough-slie)d troop e>' ]i(*ll irio 

Owre a' wad Scedlanel ])uy or sedl, 

Te) grind thc‘in in the* mire* I 


EPISTLE TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ., 
OF FINTRY. 

Late crippl'd of an arm, and now ‘a leg. 

About to beg a jiass for leave to ])e*g ; 

Dull, listle‘ss, teas’el, de*je*cte*el, and deiiressM 
(Nature is aelverse to a e-rijiple’s rest): 

Will generous Graham list to his Poet's wail ? 

(It soothes poor Miseiy, he^ark’ning to lier lalo,) 
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And hear him curse the lipfht he lirst siirvoy’d, 

And doubly curse the luckless rhyming trade? 

Thou, Nature, partial Nature, I arraign ; 

Of thy caprice maternal I complain. 10 

The lion and the bull thy care have found, 

One shakos the forests, and one .s])urns the ground : 
Thou giv’st the ass his hide, the snail liis shell, 

Th’ envenom VI wasp, victonVuis, guards liis ctdl. 

Thy minions, kings dehuKl, control, devour, 

In all th’ omnipotence of rule and power. 

Foxes and statesmen, subtile wih‘s ensure ; 

The cit and polecat stink, and aie vSecure. 

Toads with their poison, doc-tors with the dr drug, 

The priest Jind hedgehog in their rcibes, are snug. 20 
Ev’n silly woman has her warlike^ arts. 

Her tongue and eyes, her drc'adc'd spe^ar and darts. 

But oil ! thou bitter ste])-mother and hard. 

To thy poor, femeoh'ss, nakt cl child —the Bard ! 

A thing unteachalih' in world’s skill. 

And half an idiot too, more helph-ss still. 

No heeds to Ixvir him from the op'ning dun ; 

No claws to dig, his hatcsl sight to shun ; • 

No horns, but those by luckless Hymen worn. 

And those, alas ! not A mal theca’s horn : 30 

No nerves olfact’ry, Mammon's trusty cur. 

Clad in rich Dulness’ comfortable fur. 

In naked feeling, and in aching x^idcle, 

He bears th’ unbroken blast from ev’ry side : 

Vampyre bookscdleis drain him to the' heart, 

And scorpion critics c-ureless venom dart. 

Critics — apjiaird I vemture on the name. 

Those cut-throat bandits in the paths of fame. 

Bloody di.ssectors, worse than ten Monroes ; 

He hacks to teach, tlu'y mangle to t'xpose. 40 

His heart by causeless, wanton malice wrung. 

By blockheads' daring into ma<lness stung : 

His well-won bays, than life itself more dear, 

By miscreants torn, who ne’er one sprig must wear : 
Foil’d, bleeding, tortur’d in th’ unequal strife, 

VVie hapless Poet llounders on thro’ life. 

Till fled each hope that once his bosom fired. 

And lied each Muse that glorious onc<‘ inspired. 
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Low Slink in squalid, unprotected age, 

Dead oven resontincnt for his injur'd page, 50 

He heeds or feels no more the ruthless ciitic's rage ! 

So, by some hedge, the generous stei^d deceas'd, 

For halt-starv'd snarling curs a dainty feast ; 

By toil and famine wore to skin and bone, 

Lies, senseless of each tiigt*ing bitch's son. 

0 Dulness ! portion of the truly blest ! 

(^ilm shelt(U*'d haven of eternal rest ! 

Thy sons ne'er maddc'U at the fierce (extremes 
Of Fortune’s ]iolar frost, or torrid b(\‘uns. 

If mantling high sIk' fills the golden cup, 60 

With sober selfish (\‘iso th(\v sip it ii]) ; 

Conscious the bounb^ous me<‘d they ^^ell d('s(‘rv^\ 

They only wonder ‘some folks' do not starve. 

The grave saai' lunai thus easy ])ieks his frog. 

And thinks tlu' mallard a sad vorlliless dog. 

When disppointnient snaps ilu‘ cliu' of lu)])e. 

And thro' disastrous night tiny ilarkling grop<‘. 

With d(‘af enduranc(» sluggishly th(*y b(‘ar, 

And just conclude that ‘fools are fortune's can*.' 

So ln‘avy, passiv(* to the tempest's shocks. 70 

Strong on the sign-]>ost stands the stupid o\. 

Not so the idh* Muses' mad-ca]) train, 

Not such the workings of tlulr moon-struck ))rain : 

In equanimity tiny in vis* dw(*ll. 

By turns in scjaring* ln‘.iv'n, or vaulted ln‘ll. 

1 dread tln*e, Fate, rt leiilless and s(*ver(*. 

With all a ]>oet's, husband's, fatln*r's h*ar ! 

Already one strong-hold of hop(* is lost, 

(ilencairn, the truly noble, lies in dust ; 

(Fled, lik(* tin* sun eclij>s'd as noon a])p(‘ais, ''o 

And left us darkling in a world of t(*ars :) 

Oh I hear my ardent, giateful, sidfish ])ray'r ! 

Fintry, my otln‘i* stay, long bless and spai*(^ I 
Thro’ a long life his hopes and wishes crown, 

And blight in cloudless s*kies his sun go down ! 

May bliss domestic smoothe his ])rivate path ; 

(irivc energ}" to life ; and sootln* his latest breath. 

With many a filial tear circling tin* bed of death ! 
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TO TERRAUGHTY, ON HIS BIRTHDAY. 

PTealtii to llio Mnxwells' voteran C]ii<‘f! 
Hoalth, fiyo iinsourM ])y caro or p^rief : 
Inspirod, J turned Fat(‘'s sibyl l(\af 
This natal morn, 

I se<^ thy life is siult o' pii(*f. 

Scaret' (juito halt Avorn. 

This day thou metes threeseore (dc‘veii. 

And I ean tell that bounteous TIeav<*n 
(The seeond-sipht. ye ken, is .piviui 
To ilka poet) 

On thee a tack o' seven tim<*s Severn 
Will y<‘t b(\stow it. 

If c‘ii\dous bu<dvi(‘s vi<‘\v wi' sorrow 

Thy huiptheii'd days oii this blest morrow. 

May desolation's lanj^-teidli'il harrow, 

Ts'in(‘ miles an hour, 
l?ak(‘ them, like Sodom and (Tomorrah. 

In brunstane stoure. 

But for thy fricuids, and they ar<‘ inony. 
Baith hon<‘st ukui and lassit*s bonnie. 

May eolith ie fortune, kind and eannie. 

In social £?lee, 

Wi' inorninp’s blitlu‘ and e'enings funny 
Bless them and tluM' ! 


Faroweel, auld birkii* ! Lord be near y(‘. 

And then the Deil he daurna steer ye : 

Your friends aye love, your fa<‘S a^^i' fear y<^ : 

For me, shame fa' me. 

If neist my heart I dinna wear ye 

While lii RNs th<‘y ea' nn*. 
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EPISTLE FROM ESOPUS TO MARIA. 

From those dre.ar solitudes and frowsy cells. 

Whore infamy with sad repentance dwells ; 

Where turnkeys make the jealous i>ortal fast, 

And deal from iron hands the spare repast ; 

Where truant ’prentici's, yet younji^ in sin, 

Blush at the curious stran^ia- i)e(^pini5^ in ; 

Where strumpets, relics of th<‘ drunken roar, 

Besolve to drink, nay, half to whore, no nion' : 

Where tiny thieves not d<'stin'd yet to swin,£v. 

Beat hemp for others, riper for the string : lo 

From these dire scenes my wretched lines T date. 

To tell Maria h(*r Esopus' fate. 

‘ Alas ! I feel I am no actor here ! ' 

'Tis real hangmen real scourges bear ! 

Prepare, Maria, for a horrid tale 

Will turn thy v<‘ry rougf' to d<'adly i)alo ; 

Will make thy liair, tho* (u-st from gipsy poll'd. 

By barber woA^en, and l)y barlxu* sold. 

Though twisted smooth witli Harry's nicest care. 

Like hoary Ijristh^s to erect and star<'. -jo 

Th(' hero of the mimic scene, no more 
I start in Hamlet, in (Uhello roar ; 

Or, haughty Chi<‘flain. 'mid the din of arms. 

In Highland bonnet woo Malvina's charms ; 

While sans-culottes stooj) up the mountain high. 

And steal from mo JMaria's prying eye. 

Blessed Highland bonn<‘t ! onct' my proudt'st dn^ss. 

Now ])rouder still. Maria's temples press. 

T see her wave tliy tow<‘ring ])lumes afar. 

And call (*ach coxcoml) to the woi*dy War. 

T see her face the tirst of Ireland's sons. 

And even out-Irish his Hibernian bronze ; 

Tho crafty colonel leaves tlie tartaiiM lines, 

For other wars, where he a liero shines : 

The hopeful youth, in Scottish senate bred, 

Wlio owns a Bushby's lioart without the liead. 
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Comes ’mid a string of coxcombs to display 
That rrnif ridi, riri, is his way ; 

The shrinking bard adown an alley skulks, 

And dreads a meeting worse than Woolwich hulks ; 40 
Though there his heresies in church and state 
Might well award him Muir and Palmer’s bite i 
Still she xindaunted reels and nattles on. 

And dares the public like a noontide sun. 

What scandal call'd Maria's jaunty stagger 
The ricket reeling of a crooked swagger ? 

Whose s]>leen ? e'(‘ii worse than Burns's venom when 
He dips in gall unmix'd his eager ptai, 

And pours his vengeance in the burning line I 

Who christen'd thus Maria's lyre divin(‘ 50 

The idiot strum of vanity bemused. 

And even th’ abuse of po(»^y a))used? 

Who call’d her verse a jxarish workhouse, made 
For motley, foundling fanci<‘s. stolen or stray'd ? 

A workhouse ! ali, that sound awakens my woes. 

And pillows on the thorn my I'ack'd repos(^ ! 

In durance vile here xxiusl I wake and wc‘e]). 

And all my frowsy couch in sorrow sie(‘p : 

'Fhat straw A\here many a rogue has lain of yor(\ 

And V(‘rniin'd gipsi(*s litter'd hendofon'. 60 

Why, Lonsdale, thus thy wrath on vagrants i)our? 
Must earth no rascal, save thyself, <*ndur(‘ ? 

Must thou alone in guilt immortal swell. 

And make a vast monopoly of hell ? 

Thou know'st tlie virtues cannot hate thee worse : 

'riio vices also, must they club tlndr curst*? 

Cr must no tiny sin to others fiill. 

B(‘(ause thy guilt's su]>rt*me enough for all? 

Maria, send mo too thy griefs and cares ; 

In all of thee sure thy Esopus shares. 70 

As thou at all mankind the flag unfurls. 

Wlio on my fair one satire’s vengi‘an<*e hurls? 

Who calls thee ]>(‘rt, affected, vain co(juett<\ 

A wit in folly, and a fool in wit ? 

Who says that fool alone is not thy due. 

And <pu)tes thy treacheries to prove it true? 
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Onr force united on thy foes wo’ll turn, 

And dare the war with all of woman born : 

For who can write and sj^eak as thou and I ? 

periods that decyphering defy, * So 

And tliy still matchless tongue that conquers all reply. 


EPISTLE TO COLONEL DE PEYSTER. 

!My honour'd Colonel, dee]> 1 feel 
Vour inten'st in ihe Poet's wt'al : 

All ! now sma' lu^art hae L to spi'el 
Tlie steep Parnassus, 
Surrounded tlius l>y Ixdus ]>ill. 

And potion i^lasse^. 


() what a canly warld wen‘ it, 

Would iiain, and care, and sickness sjiare it : 

And fortune faAoiir wortli and nu*rit. 

As th(‘y <h‘S(U’V(‘ : lo 

And aye a rowtli. roast Ixsd’ and claret : 

Syn(‘ Avha wad starve^ V 

l)am<* Life, tho' fiction out may tri<d\ her. 

And in ])ast(‘ gems and fri]>p'ry deck her, 

Oh ! hick'ring, f<*el)l<*, and unsickia* 
rv(‘ found luu* still. 

Aye wav'ring like the willow wickca-, 

'Tw<‘en go(xl an<l ill. 

Tlnm that curst carmagnoh‘, auld Satan, 

Watches, like baiidrons by a rattan. 

Our sinfu' saul to get a claut on 
Wi' f<‘lon ire ; 

Syne, whij) ! his tail ye'll ne'ei* cast saiit 
He's off like fire. 


on. 
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All Nick ! uh Nick ! it isiia fair, 

First showing us the tempting ware, 

Bright Aviiies and boniiie hisses i-ari*. 

To jiut us daft ; 

Syne weave, unseen, thy s^iider snare 
O’ hell’s damn’d waft. 

Poor man, the Hoe, aft hizzes hy. 

And aft as chance In* comes thee nigh. 

Thy auld damn’d elliow yeuks wi' joy, 

And hellish pleasure ; 

Already in thy fancy’s eye, 

Thy sicker treasure. 

Soon lu‘(‘ls-o'er-gowdie ! in In* gangs. 

And lik(* a sheep-head on a tangs, 

Thy girning laugh enjoys his pangs 

And niurd’ring wn'sth\ 40 

As, dangling in tiu* wind, lie iiangs 
A gibbet’s tassel. 

But lest you think 1 am uncivil. 

To plague you with this draunting drivel. 

Abjuring a’ intentions evil, 

1 t[iuit my j)en : 

The Lord preserv^e us frae thi‘ Devil ! 

Amen ! amen ! 


WINTER. 

The wintry wast extends his lihut, 

And hail and rain dot's Idaw ; 

Or the stormy north sends driving forth 
The blinding sleet and snaw : 

While, tumbling brown, the burn comes down, 
And roars frae bank to brae ; 

And bird and beast in covert rest. 

And pass the heartless day. 
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^The sweeping blust, the sky o'ereast/ 

The joyless winter-day, lo 

Let others fear, to me more dear 
Than all the pride of May : 

The tempest's howl, it soothes my soul. 

My griefs it seems to join ; 

The leafless trees my fancy please, 

Their fate resembles mino ! 

Thou PowV Sux>reme, whose mighty scheme 
These woes of mine fulfll, 

Here, firm, I rest, — they must be best, 

Because they are Thy will ! jo 

Then all I want (Oh ! do thou grant 
This one rtMpiest of mine !) 

Since to enjoy thou dost deny, 

Assist me to resign. 


A PRAYER IN THE PROSPECT OF DEATH. 

() Tiiou unknown Alniiglity Cause* 

Of all Jny hope and fear ! 

In whose dr(»ad presence, ere an hour. 

Perhaps 1 must apj^ear ! 

If I have wand<*r'd in those paths 
Of life I ought to shun ; 

As something, loudly in my breast, 
Remonstrates I have done ; 

Thou know’st that Thou hast formed mo 
With passions wild ami stiong ; 

And list’ning to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong. 

Where liuinan weakness has come short. 

Or ti*ailty stept aside. 

Do thou, All-Oood ! for such Thou art. 

In shades of darkness hide. 
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Where with intention I have err’d, 

No other plea I liave, 

But Thou art good ; and Goodness still 

Delightoth to forgive. 20 


STANZAS ON THE SAME OCCASION. 

Why am 1 loatli to leave this earthly scene ? 

Have I so found it full of j>lea.sing charms? 

Some drops of joy with draughts of ill between ; 

Some gh'ams of sunshine 'mid renewing stoians ! 

Is it deiKuting pangs iiiy soul alarms? 

Or Deatli’s unlovi ly, dreary, dark jibod<‘? 

For guilt, for guilt, my terrors arc in arms ; 

I tremble to appioach an angry (lod, 

And justly smart b<‘neath his sin-avenging rod. 

Fain would 1 say. ‘Forgive* my foul ott‘(*nc(‘!’ 10 

Fain promisi* never nioio to disolx^y ; 

But, should my Author lu^alth again (lis[Mmse, 

Again 1 might descut fair A'irtue's way ; 

Again in folly's x>idh miglit go astiay ; 

Again exalt the brute, and sink the jiian : 

Th(‘u how should 1 for Heavenly mercy pray. 

Who act so count(‘r Heavenly mercy's plan? 

Who sill so oft have mouin'd, yet to temptation ran? 

t) Thou, great Governor of all below! 

If 1 may daro a lifted (‘ye to Thee. 20 

Thy nod can make tlie tempest cease to blow. 

And still the tumult of the raging sea : 

With that controlling i)owT assist ev'n nu^ 

Those headlong furious passions to coniine. 

For all unlit I feel my powers to be. 

To rule their torrent in th’ allowed line ; 
tb aid me with Thy help, Omnixiotence Divine ! 
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THE FIRST PSALM. 

The man, in life wherever 2>hxcM, 
Hath happiness in store, 

Who walks not in the wickecTs way. 
Nor learns their guilty lore : 

Nor from the seat of scornful pri(l(‘ 
Casts forth his eyes ahioad, 

But with humility and awe 
Still Avalks ])eforo his God. 

That man shall flourish like (he lre(‘s 
Whicii hy the strt‘amlets grow ; 

The fruitful top is spread on high. 
And firm tlio root helow. 

Hut he whose l)Jobsom buds in guilt 
Shall to the ground be cast. 

And likt‘ the rootless stid^ble tost 
Before tlie sweeinng blast. 

For- why that (iod the good adort* 
Hath giv'n tln*ni i)eac<‘ and rc*st. 

But hath decr(H‘d that wicked imui 
Shall ne'er be truly blest. 


A PRAYER, UNDER THE PRESSURE OF 
VIOLENT ANGUISH. 

O Tnou great Being I wliat Thou art 
Sur2)asses me to know : 

Yet sure I am, that known to Tlieo 
Are all Thy works below. 

Thy crc'ature hoi't' ]>efore Tht‘e stands, 

All wretched and distrest ; 

Y(‘t sure those ills tliat wring my soul 
Obey Thy high behest. 
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Sure Thou, Almighty, canst not act 

From cruelty or wratli ! lo 

O free my weary eyes from tears, 

Or close them fast in death ! 

But if I must afflicted be, 

To suit some wise design ; 

Then man my soul with firm resolves 
To bear and not repine ! 


THE FIRST SIX VERSES OF THE NINETIETH 

PSALM. 

0 Tiiou, the first, the greatest friend 
Of nil the human race ! 

Whose strong right hand has ever been 
Tiudr stay ami dwelling-plact‘ I 

Before the mountains heav'd their heads 
Beneath Thy forming hand. 

Before tliis ponderous globe itself 
Arose at Thy command : 

That po^\ 'r wliich raisM and still upliohK 

This universal frame, lo 

From countless unbeginning time 
Was ever still the same. 

Those mighty periods of year'> 

Which seem to us so vast. 

Api>ear no more before ^Fliy sight 
Than yesterday that 's past. 

Thou giv’st the word ; Thy creature, man, 

Is to existence brought : 

Again Thou say’st, ‘ Vo sons of men. 

Return ye into nought!' 
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Hiou liiyest them, witli all tlieir cares, 
In everlasting sleep ; 

As witli a lieod thou tak'st them off 
With overwhelming sweep. 

They flourish like the morning How’r, 
In ])eauty’s pride array'd; 

Jhit long er(* night cut down it li(‘s 
All wither’d and decay'd. 


THE POET’S WELCOME TO HIS LOVE- 

BEGOTTEN DAUGHTER. 

Tiioxj 's welcom(‘, Avean ! mish aider i'a’ me, 

It ought of tliei\ or of thy mammy, 

Shall evtjr daunton me, or awe me, 

My sweet wee lady, 

Or if I Ijlush when thou shalt ca’ me 
Tit-ta or daddy. 

Wee iiiiag<‘ of my boniiio Betty, 

T fatlierly will kiss and daut thee. 

As dear an* near my lu'art I set thee 
Wi' as guid ill, 

As a* tlu‘ priests had s<‘en m(‘ get thee 
That *s out o’ hell. 

What tho’ tliey <a’ me, fornicator. 

All’ tease my name in kintra clatt<*r : 

The mair tlu^y talk I'm kent the Ixdter, 

E’i ‘11 let thi‘m clash ; 

All auld Avife's tongiu^ 's a feckless matter 
To gio ano fash. 

Welcome, my bonnie, sweet W(‘e dochUu*-- 
Tho’ yo come here a AA^ee unsought for, 

All’ tho’ your coinin’ 1 hae fought for 
Baith kirk an’ queir ; 

Yet, by my faith, ye’re no unwrought for ! 
That 1 shall swear ! 



on t$e ®ea(^ of (Jloficvf (^utoeoau;):. 219 


Sweet fruit o’ mony a merry dint, 

My funny toil is now a’ tint, 

Sin’ thou came to tlie warl asklont, 

Whicli fools may scolf at ; 

111 my last idack thy part’s bo in’t — 

The better half o’t. 30 

An* if thou be what I wad liao tliue, 

An’ tak the counsel I shall gie thee, 

A lovin’ father I’ll bo io thee. 

If thou be s])ar’d ; 

Thro* a’ thy childish years I'll ee thee, 

An’ tliink't weel war'd. 


Tho’ I should bt‘ the warn* bested, 

Thou’s be as l)raw an' bienly clad. 

An’ thy young years as nicely br(‘d 

AVi’ education. 40 

As ony brat o’ wedloc k’s bed 

In a’ thy station. 

Glide grant that thou may aye inherit 
Thy mither’s i)erson, grace, an* nuu'it, 

An* tliy ])oor wortlih*ss daddy's spirit. 

Without his fail ins : 

'Twill pleasi' me niair to see and hear o't, 

Tlu'u stockit mailins. 


elegy on the death of ROBERT RUISSEAUX. 

Now Kobin lies in his last lair, 
lie’ll gabble rhyme, nor sing nae mair, 

Cauld poverty, wi’ hungry stare, 

Nae mair shall fear him ; 

Nor anxious fear, nor cankert carc^, 

E’er mail* come near liim. 
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To tell the truth, they seldom fasht him, 

Except the moment tliat they crusht Jiim ; 

For sune as ch.ance or fate had husht ’em, 

Tlio’ e’er sac short, lo 

Then wi’ a rhyme or sang he lasht 'em. 

And thought it sport. 

Tho’ ho was bred to kintra walk, 

Ami counted was baith wight and stark, 

Yet that was never Eobiii's mark 
To mak a man ; 

But toll him lie was learnM and dark, 
loos’d him than ! 


A DEDICATION TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

Expect na. Sir, in this narration, 

A lieechin', lloth’rin’ Dedication, 

To roose you up, an’ ca’ you giiid. 

An’ siUTing o’ great an’ nolde 1)1 u id, 

Because y(‘*ro sirnam’d like his (irace, 

Derhaps i elated to tho race; 

Then when I'm tir'd -and sa<‘ are yi*. 

Wi’ mony a tulsome, sinfu’ lie. 

Set up a face liow L stop short 

For tear your mcidesty be hurt. lo 

Tliis may do — maun do. Sir, wi’ them wlia 
Maim please the great folk for a wamofoii ; 

For me ! sae laigh 1 needna bow, 

For, Lord be thankit, I can plough ; 

And when 1 downa yoke a naig, 

Then, Lord be thankit, I can b<‘g ; 

Sae I shall say, an’ that ’s nae tlatt’rin’. 

It’s just sic Poet an’ sic Patron. 

The Poet, some guid angel help him. 

Or else, I fear, some ill ano skidji him ! 
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He may do weel for a’ he 's done yet, 

But only— he ’s no just begun yet. 

The Patron (Sir, yo maun forgie me, 

I wiiina lie, come what will o’ me)- - 
On ev’ry hand it will allow’d be, 

He’s just — nae better than he should be. 

I readily and freely grant, 

He downa see a i^oor man want ; 

What’s no liis ain he winna tak it. 

What anco he says lie winna break it ; 30 

Ought lie can lend hell not refus’t. 

Till aft his guidness is abus’d ; 

And rascals whyles that do him wrang, 

Ev’n that, he does na mind it lang : 

As master, landlord, husband, father, 
lie does 21a fail his pax’t in either. 

But then, nao thanks to him for a' that : 

Nae godly symptom ye can ca’ that : 

It ’s mu‘thing but a milder feature 

Of our poor, sinfu’, corrupt nature : 40 

Yell get the best o’ moral works, 

‘Maiig l)laek Gentoos and pagan Turks. 

Or hunters wild on Ponotaxi, 

Wha never heard of orthodoxy. 

That he's the poor man’s friend in noi‘d. 

The gentleman in word and deed. 

It ’s no thro' terror of damnation ; 

It's just a carnal inclination. 

Morality, thou deadly bane. 

Thy tens o’ thousands thou hast slain ! 50 

Vain is his hope, A\hase stay and trust is 
In moral mercy, truth, and justice ! 

No — stretch a point to catch a plack : 

Abuse a brother to his back ; 

Steal thro’ the wiimock frae a whore. 

But point the rake that taks the dooi- : 

Be to the poor like ony whunstane, 

And hand tlioir noses to the gruustane. 
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Ply ov'ry art o’ legal thieving ; 

No matter — stick to soiiiul believing. C)c 

Learn three-mile pray’rs, an' half-mile graces, 

Wi’ weel-spread looves, an’ lang, wry fac<ss ; 

Grunt up a solemn, lengthen'd groan. 

And damn a’ parties but your own : 

T'll warrant then ye’re nae deceiv(*r, 

A steady, sturdy, stauncdi b<‘li('ver. 

O ye wha leave the springs of Calvin, 

For gumlio dubs of your ain d(‘lvin ! 

Ye sons of lu^resy and error. 

Ye'll some day squeal in (juaking terror I 70 

When v<‘ngoanc(^ draws th<‘ sword in wrath. 

And in tlio lire throws the sheath ; 

When Ellin, with his sweeping besom. 

Just frets till Ibsav'n commission gies him : 

While o'er the harp pale mis'ry moans, | 

And strikes tlu' (‘V<‘r-dee])'ning toiu's. 

Still louder shri(‘ks, and lu'avier groans!) 

Your 2'>ardon, Sir, for this digression. 

I niaist forgat my Dedication ; 

But when divinity eom(‘s 'cross me. So 

My r('aders still are Mire to lose nn*. 

So, Sir, y(' see 'twas mu^ daft vapour. 

But I inatundy thought it ])ro[)er. 

When a’ my works I did r<*view. 

To dedicate them, Sir, to You : 

Because (ye need na tak it ill) 

I tliought them something lilo* yoursid'. 

Then patronize them wi’ your favour, 

And your petitiomu- shall evor 
I had amaist said ev<u* pray : 

But that 's a word I nei^d na say : 

For prayin’ I hae little skill o’t ; 

I'm baith dead-sweor, an wretched ill o’t ; 

But I ’so repeat each poor man’s pray’r. 

That kens or hears about you, Sir. 
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^ May ne'er misfortune’s fowling bark 
Howl t'hro’ the dwelling o’ the Clerk ! 

May ne’er his gen’rous, honest heart, 

For that same gen’rons spirit smart ! 

May Kennedy's far-hononr’d name 
Lang boot his hymeneal llame, 

Till Ilamiltons, at least a dizen, 

Are frae their nuptial labours risen ! 

Five bonnie lasses round tluur tabl(‘, 

And s<‘veii braw follows, stout an' able. 

To serve their King and (knintry wool, 

I>y wor<l, or p(ui, or poiiiied stt^el ! 

May h(‘alth and peace, in mutual rays. 

Shine on the evening o’ his days ; 

Till his wee, (uirlie .rohn's ier-o(‘, \ 

When el)bing life nae mail* shall flow, ' 

The last, sad, mournful rites bestow I’ ) 

1 will not wind a lang eonelusion 
Wi’ compliimuitary ejflusion ; 

Lut Avhilst your wislu s and endeavours 
Are l)l<‘st with Fortune’s smiles and favours, 

1 am, dear Sir, with zeal most f<‘rv(uit. 

Your much indebted, humble servant. 

13 ut if’ (which Pow'rs above ]>r€wenf ) 

That iron-hearted carl. Want. 

Attended in his grim advances. 

By sad mistakes, and bla(*k mischances, 

While hopes, and joys, and ph'asures iiy him. 
Make you as iioor a <log as I am. 

Your humble servant tluui 110 mort‘ ; 

For who would humbly servo the poor? 

But, by a poor man's hop<*s in Ileav'n ! 

While recolh'ction's i)ow r is given. 

If, in the vale of human life, 

The victim sad of fortune's strife, 

I, thro’ the tender gushing tear, 

Should recognize my Master dear. 

If friendless, low, we meet tog<dher. 

Then, Sir, your hand — my Frieml and Brother ! 


100 
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THE INVENTORY, 

IN ANSWER TO THE USUAL MANDATE SENT BY A SURVEYOR OF 
THE TAXES, REQUIRING A RETURN OE THE NUMBER OP 
HORSES, SERVANTS, CARR TAG ES, ETC. KEPT. 

Sir, as your mandato did request, 

I send you hero a faillifu’ list 
O’ glides an’ gear, an’ a’ niy graitli. 

To which I'm clear to gi’e my aith. 

Imiwimis then, for carnage' cattle', 

I have four hrutes o' gallant mettl(\ 

As over drew bed'ore a pet tie ; 

My ban’ afore 's a gude auld has hoe'u. 

An' wight an' wilfii’ a' his da^’^s he'on : 

My ban’ ahin 's a wool gaun lilli(\ lo 

That aft has borne me liame frae' Killio, 

An’ your auld liurrough niony a time', 

In days when rieling was nae crime — 

But ance whan in my we)oing priele 
I like a bleickheael boost to ride. 

The wilfii' creature sac I pat to, 

(Lord, pardon a’ my sins an' that too!) 

I play 'cl my fillie sic a shavie, 

She 's a’ bedevil'd wi' the* s])avie. 

My furr-ahin 's a wordy beast, ' 20 

As e'er in tug or tow was trac'd. 

The fourth’s, a Highland Donald hastie, 

A damn'el red-wuel Kilburnie blastie. 

Foreby a Cowte, o' (Jowto ’s the wale. 

As ever ran afore a tail ; 

If he be spar'd to be a l^easl, 

He'll draw me fifteen i)uii at least. 

Wheel cari’iagGS I ha'e* but few, 

Tliree carts, an’ twa arc feckly new ; 

An auld wheel barrow, mair for token, 

Ae leg, an’ baith the trams, are broken : 

I maele a poker o’ the spin’le. 

An’ my auld mother burnt the trin'le. 

For men. I’ve three mischievous boys. 

Run de’ils for rantin’ an’ for noise : 
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A gaudsman ane, a thrasher t’other, 

Wee Davock bauds the iiowte in fother. 

I rule them as I ought discreetly, 

An’ often labour them completely. 

An’ aye on Sundays duly nightly, 

I on the questions tairge them tightly ; 
Till faith, woe Davock ’s grown sao gleg, 
Tho’ scarcely langor than my leg 
He'll screed you aff Effectual Calling, 

As fast as ony in the dwalling. 

I’ve nano in female sorvan’ station, 
(Lord keex> me aye frae a’ temptation ! ) 

I ha'e nae wife, and that my bliss is, 

An’ ye have laid nae tax on misses ; 

An* then if kirk folks dinna clutch me, 

1 ken tho devils dare na touch me. 

Wi’ weans I’m mair than weel contented, 
Heav’ii sent me ane mao than I wanted. 
My sonsie smirking dear bought Boss, 

She stares the dadd}’^ in her face, 

Enough of ought ye like but grace. 

But her, my boniiie sweet wee lady. 

I’ve i)aid enough for her already, 

An’ gin ye tax her or her mither, 

B’ the Lord, ye'so get them a' thegither. 

And now, remember, Mr. Aiken, 

Nae kind of license out I’m takin’ ; 

Frae this time forth, I do declare, 

I’se ne’er ride horse nor Jiizzie mair ; 
Thro’ dirt and dub for life 1*11 x>iddle. 

Ere I sao dear x)ay for a saddle ; 

My travel a’ on foot I’ll shank it, 

I’ve sturdy bearers, Glide be thankit ! 

The Kirk an’ you may tak’ you that. 

It puts but little in your jiat ; 

Sae dinna i>ut me in your buke. 

Nor for my ten ^^hite shillings hike. 

This list wi’ my ain han’ I wrote it, 
The day an’ date as under notit : 

Then know all ye whom it concerns, 
Subscripsi huic — Robert burns. 

Mossgielj February sa, 1786. 
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ADDRESS OF BEELZEBUB 

TO THE PRESIDENT OP THE HIGHLAND SOCIETY. 

Long life, my Lord, aii’ liealtli be yours, 
UnskaitliVl ])y liungerVl ITi^lilaiid boors ; 

Lord ^rant iiae diiddie desj^orate ])e^gar, 

Wi’ dirk, claymore, or rusty trigger. 

May twin an Id Scotland o’ a life 
She likes — as lambkins like a knife. 

Faith, you and Applecross were I'ight 
To keep tho Highland liounds in sight ! 

T doubt na’, tlu^y wad bid nao better 
Tlian let tlnun ance out owre the water : 

Tlicn iiii amang thae lak(‘S and seas 

They’ll mak’ wliat rules and laws they please ; 

Some daring Hancock, or a Franklin. 

May set their Highland bluid a ranklin’ ; 

Some Wasliingtoii again may head theun. 

Or some Montgomery fearless lead thenn, 

Till God knows what may bc^ c'ffected 
Wlien by such hc^ads and he arts directc'd : 

Poor dunghill sons of dirt and mire 
May to Patrician riglits as})ire ! 

Nac sago North, now, nor sager Sackvillc*. 

To watch and ])remier oVr the pack vile ; 

An’ where will ye get Howes and Clintons 
To bring them to a right r(‘pentance. 

To cowe th<‘ r(‘])<'l gene ration, 

An’ save the honour o’ tln^ nation ? 

They an' la* d d ! what right hac* they 
To meat or sl(*ep, or light o’ day ! 

Far less to riches, janv’r, or fre(*dom. 

But what your lordship likes to gio them? 

But liear, my lord ! Glengarry, hear ! 

Your hand’s owre light on them, I fear; 

Your factors, griev<*s, trustcH\s, and baili(*s, 

T caiina’ say but they do gaylies ; 

Th(*y lay aside a’ tender mercies. 

An' tirl tin* hallions to the birses ; 
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Yet while they’re only poind’t and herriet, 

They’ll keep their stubborn Highland spirit ; 

But smash them ! crash them a’ to spails ’ 

An’ rot the dyvors i’ the jails ! 40 

The young dogs, swinge them to the labour ! 

Let wark an’ hunger mak’ them sober ! 

The hizzies, if they're aughtlins fawsont, 

Lot them in Drury Lane bo lesson’d ! 

An’ if the wives an’ dirty brats 
Come thiggin’ at your doors an’ yotts, 

Flafiin’ wi' duds an’ grey wi’ beas’. 

Frightin’ awa your deucks an' geese, 

(tot out a horsewhip or a jowlor, 

The langest thong, the lioi'cest growler, 50 

An’ gar the tatter’d gypsies pack 
Wi' a’ their bast<irds on their bfick ! 

Go on, my lord ! 1 lang to moot you. 

An’ ill my house at hanu' to gre(*t you ; 

Wi’ common lords yo slianna mingle. 

The benmost neuk beside the ingle, 

At my right han’ assign’d your seat 
'Tween Herod's hip an’ Polycrato ; 

Or (it you on your station tarrow) 

Betivoen Almagro and Pi/arrt), — 60 

A S(‘at, I’m sure, ye'r<‘ wool dosorvin’t ; 

An’ till ye come— Your humble sei\ant, 

Beelzebub. 

T, j4u)io Mfduli 5790. 


NATURE’S LAW. 

Let other heroes boast their scars. 

The marks of sturt and stritV' : 

And other poets sing of wars. 

The plagues of human life ; 

Shame fa' tin' fun ; wi’ sword and gun 
To sla]> mankind like lumber ! 

I sing his name and nobler fame, 

Wha multiplies our number. 

1 2 
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Great Nature spoke, with air benign, 

‘Go on, yo human race! lo 

This lower world I you resign ; 

Be fruitful and increase. 

The liquid fire of strong desire 
IVe 2)our’d it in each bosom ; 

Here, on tliis hand, does mankind stand, 

And there is Beauty’s blossom ! ’ 

The Hero of those artless strains, 

A lowly Bard was ho, 

Who sung his rhymes in Coila’s plains 

With meiklo mi)*th an’ glee ; 20 

Kind Nature’s care had given his share, 

Larg<', of the flaming current ; 

And, all devout, he never sought 
To stem the sacred torrent. 

Ho felt the powerful, high behest. 

Thrill, vital, thro’ and thro’ ; 

And sought a correspondent breast 
To give obedience due ; 

Propitious Powers screen’d the young flow’rs, 
Prom mildews of aboition ; 30 

And lo ! the bard, a gr(‘ai reward, 

Has got a double portion ! 


Auld, cantie Coil may count the day, 

As annual it returns. 

The third of Libra’s equal sway, 

That gave another Burns, 

With future rhymes, in other times, 

To emulate his sire ; 

To sing auld Coil in nobler style 

With more poetic firo. 4 ° 

Ye Powers of peace, and peaceful song. 

Look down with gracious eyes ; 

And bless auld Coila, large and long. 

With multiplying joys. 



tto Qlflr. 


Long may she stand to prop the land, 
The llow’r of ancient nations ; 

And Burnses sj)ring, her fame to sing, 
To endless generations ! 


TO MR. JOHN KENNEDY. 

Now Kennedy, if foot or liorso 
E’er bring you in ]>y Mauehlino C^orss, 
Lord! man, there’s lass<‘S there wad force 
A lierinit's fancy. 

And down the gate in faith they’re worse 
And muir unchancy. 

But, as I’m sayin^, Dow’s 

And taste sic g(‘ar as Johnny ))r(‘ws, 

Till some l^it callan brings me news 
Tliat you are there. 

And if we dinna had a bonze 

I’so ne’er drink mail*. 


It 's no I like to sit an' swallow, 

Then like a swine to x^uke an’ wallow. 
But gio me just a true good fallow 
Wi’ right iiigine, 

And si^iinkie anco to make us mellow, 
Ami then we'll shine. 


Now if ye’re ano o' wall’s folk, 
Wha rate the wearer by the cloak, 
An’ sklent on x^overty their joke, 
Wi’ bitter sneer, 

Wi’ you no friendship I will troke. 

Nor cheax) nor dear. 
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But if, ns I’m informed wool, 

Ye hate as ill ’s the very deil, 

The flinty hearts that camia feel- 

Come, Sir, here’s tae you; 
line! there’s my haun’ ; I wiss you wool. 
And glide be wi’ you. 


THE CALF. 

TO TIIK jn:v. MR. .TAMRS STEVIRV, ON HIS TEXT, 

.Ind ifc shall fjn foith^ and tjn>m up <i'^ talus <>/ tin sfttU.'- Mai. iv. j 

Kigiit, Sir! your text I’ll i)rov(‘ it true, 

Ilio’ Heretics may laugh ; 

For instance, there ’s yoursel just now, 

God knows, an unco Calf ! 

And should some Patron ))e s<T kind. 

As bless you wi’ a kirk, 

I doubt na. Sir, but tluui we'll And, 

Ye're still as great a Stirk. 

But, if the Lover's ra])tur'd hour. 

Shall (‘ver bo your lot, lo 

For})i<l it, ev'ry In^avenly l\)wc‘r. 

You e'er should be a Stot ! 

The', when some kind, connu})ial Bear. 

Your but-and-beii adorns, 

The like has been that you may wear 
A noble head of horns. 

And, in your lug, most reverend James, 

To hear you i*oar and rowto. 

Few men o’ sense will doubt your claims 
To rank ainang the Nowto. 
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And when ye’re nuinber’d wi’ the dcjid, 
Below a grassy liillock, 

Wi’ justice they may murk your head — 
* Hero lies a famous Bullock i ’ 


LINES ON AN INTERVIEW WITH LORD DAER. 

This wot ye all whom it eeiieern.s. 

I, llhymer Bo))iji, alia"> Burns. 

Oetol)er tw eiil y-third, 

A ne'er to l)o foigottc n day, 

Sae far I sprachled up the l)ra<s 
1 dinnorM wi' a Lord. 


rv(‘ Ik'OIi at drunken writers' leasts. 

Nay, been bit(di-l'ou 'inang godily priests. 

Wi' r(‘v'r<‘m e be it spoken ! 

I've evt*n join'd the Jionour'd jorum, lo 

When mighty S<]uireshi])s of tlu‘ (|u<n’uin 
Their hydra drouth did sloktui. 


But wi' a Lord — staml out my shin : 
Lord a Beer- an Bari's son, 

Up higher yet. niy ]>onnet ! 

And sic a Lord ! - lang Si otcli ells twa. 
Our Beerago he o’erlooks them .a’. 

As I look o'er my sonnet. 


But O for Hogarth's magic ])ow 'r ! 

To show Sir Bardie's willyart glow^'r, 20 

And how lu' star'd and stammer’d, 

When govin’, as if led wd’ branks, 

An’ stumpin’ on his ploughman shanks, 

Ho in the parlour hammer'd. 
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I sidlinjy shelter’d in a nook, 

All at his Lordship stoal’t a look, 

Like some portentous omen ; 

Excej^jt good sense and social glee, 

An’ (what surprised me) modesty, 

I marked nought uncommon. 30 

I watch’d the symptoms o’ the Great, 

The gentle pride, the lordly state, 

The arrogant assuming ; 

The fient a pride, nae pride had ho, 

Nor sauce, nor state that 1 could see, 

Mail’ than an honest ploughman. 

Then from his lordshi]> I shall learn 
Henceforth to meet with uncpiic(‘rji 
One rank as wool 's another ; 

Nae honest worthy man nt‘ed care 40 

• To meet with nohlo youthful Daer, 

For he but meets a brother. 


LYING AT A REVEREND FRIEND’S HOUSE 
ONE NIGHT 

THE AUTIIOll LEFT THE FOLLOWING VEliSES IN THE llOOM 
WIIEKE HE SLEPT. 

O Thou dread Pow'r, who reign’st above, 

I know Thou wilt me hear 
When for this scene of iieace and love, 

I make my pray’r sincere. 

The hoary sire— the mortal stroke. 

Long, long bo pleas’d to spare ; 

To bless his little filial flock, 

And show what good men are. 





She, wlio her lovely offspring eyes 
With tender hoiDes and fears, 

O bless her with a mother’s joys, 

But S 2 >are a mother’s tears ! 

Their ho})e, their stay, their darling youth, 
In manhood's dawning ))liish - 
Bless him, thou God of love and truth, 

Up to a parent's wish. 

Tile lieauteoiis, seiaph sister-band, 

With earnest tt‘ars 1 pi ay, 

Thou kiiow'st the snares on ov'ry hand. 
Guide Thou their '-teps alway. 

Wlien soon oi* late they re.ieh that coast. 

O'er life's rough oe<MU d liven, 

May tlu‘y njoiet*. no ^^and'rer lost, 

A family in Hea\ en ! 


I'HE FAREWELL. 

Faklw LLJ , old Siotia's bh‘tdv iloni.iins. 
Far dealer ili.in the toirid plains 
Where rich ananas blow I 
Fareweli, a mother's blessing dear I 
A brother's sigh ! a sister's tear ! 

My Jean's lu'art-i ending throe! 
Fari'well, my Bess! tho' thou'rt beiett 
Of my care, 

A faithful brother 1 have left, 

My i^art in him thou'lt share ! 

Adieu too, to you too, 

My Smith, my bosom frion' ; 
When kindly you mind ims 
O then befriend my J eaii ! 
i .5 
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When bursting anguish tears my heart, 

From thee, my Jeany, must I part? 

Thou weeping answ’rest ‘ no ! ’ 

Alas ! misfortune stares my face, 

And points to ruin and disgrace ; 

I for thy sake must go ! 20 

Thee, Hamilton, and Aiken dear, 

A grateful, warm adieu ! 

I, with a much-indebted tear. 

Shall still loniember you ! 

All-hail then the gale then, 

Wafts mo from thee, dear shore ! 

It rustics, and whistles, 

I’ll never see thee more ! 


INSCRIPTION ON THE TOMBSTONE 

KRECTED liY JiUKNS TO THE MEMORY OF FERGUSSON'. 


No sculptur'd marble here, nor x^ompous lay, 

^No stori(‘d urn nor animated bust;’ 

This simx 3 lo stone directs x>alo Scotia’s way 
To i)our her sorrows o'er her Poet’s dust. 

She mourns, sweet tuneful youth, thy hapless fate : 

Tho’ all the j^owers of song thy fancy liv’d, 

Yet Luxury and Wealth lay by in State, 

And thankless starv’d what they so much admirM- 

This humble tribute with a tear ho gives, 

A brother Bard, who can no more bestow : 

But dear to fame thy Song immortal lives, 

A nobler monument than Art can show. 
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VERSES WRITTEN UNDER THE PORTRAIT OF 
FERGUSSON THE POET, 

IN A COPY OF THAT AUTIIOR’s WORKS PRESENTED TO 
A YOUNG LADY IN EDINBURGH, JMARCII Hj, 17S7. 

Curse on ungrateful man, that can be pleas’d, 

And yet can starve the author of the i)leasiiro ! 

O thou, iny elder brother in misfortune, 

By far my elder brother in the Muses, 

With tears 1 pity tliy unhappy fate ! 

Why is the Bard unpitied by the world. 

Yet has so keen a relish of its pleasures? 


ON SCARING SOME WATER FOWL 

IN LOCH-TURIT, A WILD SCENE AMONG THE HILLS OF 
OCHTEKTYRE. 

Why, ye tenants of the lake. 

For me your w'at'ry haunt forsake? 

Tell me, fellow-creatures, why 
At my presence thus you fly? 

Why disturb your social joys. 

Parent, filial, kindred ties ? - 
Common friend to you and me. 

Nature’s gifts to all are free : 

Peaceful keep your dimi)ling wave. 

Busy feed, or wanton lave ; lo 

Or, beneath the sheltering rock, 

Bide the surging billow’s shock. 

Conscious, blushing for our race. 

Soon, too soon, your fears I trace. 

Man, your proud, usurping foe, 

Would bo lord of all below' ; 

X 5 
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J^lumes himself in Freetlojii's i)ri(h‘, 

Tyrant stern to all beside. 

The eagle, from the cliffy brow, 

Marking you his prey below, .0 

In his breast no pity dwells, 
fStrong Necessity compels. 

But Man, to whom alone is giv'ii 
A r.‘iy dir(‘ct from pitying Ilc'av'n, 

(Boric'S ill his heart humaiu^ — - 
And creatures for liis pleasure slain. 

In tli<‘SO savag<‘, li^jnid plains, 

Only known to wajid'ring swains, 

Wht*re th<‘ mossy riv'h^t slj'ays, 

Far from human haunts and ways : 

All on Nature you d(*p<'n<l. 

And lif<»'s p<»or st^ason ])eacet‘ul s[)end. 

Or, if man's sup<‘rior might 
Dare inva<l(‘ your native' right. 

On the lofty c'ther l)orne. 

Man with all his pow'rs you scorn : 

Swiftly seek, on clanging wings, 

Oth<*r lake's anel olhe'i* springs; 

.Vnd the' foe* you eaimiot brave*. 

Se'orii at h'ast te) be* his slave*. 40 


WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL 

OYKll Tin: eTIlMNKY-Pine'K l,N TllK I*Al{Le)rit OK I'llK INN VJ 
KKNMOKJ!:, TAYMOUTII. 

Admurino Nature in lier wilde'st grace*, 

These northern scenes with weary feet I tracer ; 

O’er many a winding dale and painful ste*(3p, 

Th’ abodes of covey ’d grouse and timid sheep, 

My savagei journey, curious, 1 pursue-. 

Till fam’d Bredalbane oiieiis to my view. 

The meeting cliffs each deop-sunk glen divkh'S. 

The woods, wihl scatter'd, clothe* tlu'ir ample sieles : 
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Th' outstretching lake, eiubosomM ’inong the* hills. 

The eye with wonder and amazement fills ; to 

The Tay meandering sweet in infajit pride. 

The palace rising on his verdant side ; 

The lawns wood-fringed in Nature's native taste. 

The hillocks drojit in Nature's careless haste : 

The arches striding o'er the now-horn stream ; 

The village, glittering in the noontide beam 

Poetic ardours in my bosom swell. 

Lent' wand’ring by the hermit's mossy C(dl : 

The sweeping theatre of hanging woods ; 

Th' inc(‘Ssant r()ar of b(‘adlong tumbling floods — 20 


Hero Poesy might wake lier heav'n-taught lyre. 

And look through Nature with creative fire' ; 

TIer(», to th<^ wrongs of Pate half reconcil'd, 
Misfortune's lightcui'd st(‘ps might wandca* wild ; 

And Disaiipointmeni, in tlu‘<<^ lomdv bounds. 

Find balm to soothe her l)itter, rankling wounds : 

Here heart-struck (^i i<d* might lu'av'nward stretch her scan, 
An<l injur'd Worth forget and j)ardon man, 

-X- 


WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL 

STANDINii nV TTIK FALL OF FVEKS, XFAF LOril-NFSS. 

Amono the heathy hills and ragged woods 
The roaring Fyei-s ]>ours his mossy floods ; 

Till full ho dashes on the rocky mounds. 

Where, thro' a shapeless broacn, his stream resounds. 
As high in air th<» bursting torrents flow. 

As deep recoiling surge's foam below, 

krone down the rock the whitening sheet di'sccuids. 

And viewlc^ss Echo's c*ar. astonishecl. rends. 
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Dim-seen, thro’ rising mists .and ceaseless show’rs, 

The hoary cavern, wide-siirroim cling, lours. 10 

Still thro’ the gap the struggling river toils, 

And still, below, the horrid cauldron boils — 

si' * S*- sk ♦ 


ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT DUNDAS, ESQ. 

OP ARNISTON, LATE I.ORU PRESIDENT OF THE COURT OF 
SESSION. 

Lone on the bleaky hills the straying flocks 
Shun the fierce storms among the sheltering rocks; 
Down from the rivuhds. red with dashing rains. 

The gathering floods burst o’tu* tlio distant idains ; 
Beneath the blasts the leafless forests groan ; 

The hollow caves relurn a siilhai moan. 

Ye hills, ye plains, ye forests, and ye caves, 

Ye howling winds, and wintry swelling waves ! 

. Unheard, unseen, by human c‘ar or eye, 

Sad to your sym])ath(‘ti(* glooms 1 fly ; 10 

Where to the wliistling blast and water's roar. 

Pale Scotia’s recent wound I may di'plore. 

O heavy loss, thy country ill could bear ! 

A loss these evil da3^s can ne'er repair ! 

Justice, the high vicegenait of her (fod, 

Her doubtful balancaj (yed, and swaj^'d her rod ; 
Hearing the tidings of the fatal blow, 

She sunk, abandon’d to the wildest woo. 

Wi’ongs, injuries, from many a darksome den, 

Now gay in hope explore the j^aths of men : 20 

See from his cavern grim Oppression rise, 

And throw on Poverty his cruel eyes ; 

Keen on the helpless victim see him fly. 

And stifle, dark, the feebly bursting cry : 
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Mark ruffian Violence, distainM with crimes, 

Rousing elate in these degenerate times ; 

View unsuspecting Innocence a prey, 

As guileful Fraud points out the erring way : 

While subtile Litigation's pliant tongue 

The life-blood equal sucks of Right and Wrong : 30 

Hark, injured Want recounts th' unlisteu’d tale, 

And much-wrong'd Mis’ry pours th’ unpit iod wail ! 

Ye dark waste hills, and brown unsightly x^lains, 

To you I sing my grief-insi^ired strains : 

Ye teinj^ests, rage ! ye turbid torrents, roll ! 

Ye suit the joyless tenor of my soul. 

Life’s social haunts and pleasures I resign ; 

Bo nameless wilds and lonely wanderings mine, 

To mourn the woes my country must endure, 

That wound degenerate ages cannot euro. 40 


ON THE DEATH OF SIR JAMES HUNTER BLAIR. 

The lamp of day, with ill-jn-esaging glare. 

Dim, cloudy, sunk Ixuieath the we-^ttun wave ; 

Th’ inconstant bla.^t howl’d thro’ the dark’ning air, 

And hollow whisthnl in the rocky cave. 

Lone as I wander'd by each cliff and dell. 

Once the lov’d haunts of Scotia's royal train ; 

Or mus’d where limj^id streams, once hallow’d, well ; 
Or mould ’ring ruins mark the sacred fane. 

Th’ increasing blast roar’d round the beetling rocks, 
The clouds swift- wing'd ficiw o’er the starry sky, 10 

The groaning trees untimely shed their locks, 

And shooting meteors caught the startled eye. 

The paly moon rose in the livid east, 

And ’mong the cliffs disclos’d a shitely Form, 

In weeds of woe, that frantic beat her breast. 

And mix’d her wailings with the raving storm. 
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Wild to iiiy heart tlie filial pulses pjlow, 

’Twas Caledonia's tiophicd shield 1 view'd : 

Her form majestic droop’d in pensive woe, 

The lightning of her eye in tears imbued. 20 

Revers'd that spear, redoubtable in war. 

Reclin’d that banner, (‘rst in fields unfurl'd, 

That like a dc'atliful meteor glt^am'd afar. 

And brav'd the mighty monarchs of the world. 

•My patriot son fills an untiimdy grave!' 

With accents wild and liftetl arms she cried ; 

• Low lies the hand that oft was stndcli'd to save. 

Low lies the heart thal swi'll'd witli honest i)ride ! 

‘A weex^ing country joins a wi<low's tear. 

The helxd('ss ])oor mix with orx>han's cry ; ;,o 

The droox^ing arts surround tlu*ir patron's bier. 

And grat<d‘ul science lu^aves the h(‘artl'elt sigli. 

saw my sons r<*sum<' th<‘ir ancii'iit fire: 

I saw fair Frt'edoni's l>lossoms richly blow : 

But, ah ! how hox^o is born but to expiri' I 
Relentless fate has laid tlieir guardian low. 

‘My patriot falls: Imt sliall he li(‘ unsung. 

While emx^ty gr<*atness sav(‘S a worthless name 
No ; eveiy Mus<‘ shall join h<*r tiimdnl tongue. 

And future ages hear liis growing fame. 40 

‘And T will join a moth(*r's t<*nd(‘r car<\s, 

Thro’ future times to make liis virtue's last, 

That distant years may boast of otlnu- Blairs,’- - 
She said, and vanish’d with the sw(‘(‘ping lilast. 
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PROLOGUE, 

SPOKEN BY MR. WOODS, ON IIIS BENEFIT-NIOHT, MONDAY. 
APRIL 16. 1787. 

When by Ji f?oneroHFi public’s kind acclnim, 

Tliat dearest nn^od is granted — lionost fame ; 

When hero your favour is the actor’s lot. 

Nor even the man in }u*ivate lile forgot ; 

What breast so dea<l to heavhdy virtue’s c^low. 

But heav<‘S impassion’d Avith the grateful lliroo ? 

Poor is tlio task to please a bar))'rous throng-. 

It needs no Siddons’ powes* in Southern's son" : 

But liere an ancient nation, fam'd afar 

For genius, beaming high, as great in war — to 

Hail, Caledonia! name for ever dear! 

Before whose sons I'm honour'd to a]>pear ! 

Where ('V('ry science, ev(uy nobhu* art, 

That can inform tlie mind, or meml the heart. 

Is known ; as grateful nations oft have found. 

Far as the rude barbarian marks tlu' bound. 

Philosophy, no idle, pedant ilream, 

Hertj holds lier search, })y lieaven-taught ^lea^son's beam : 
11(4*0 History paints with elegance and force 
Tho tide of Empir(*'s lluctuating course ; 20 

11(4*0 Douglas forms wild Shakespeare into plan. 

And Harley rouses all tln^ god in man. 

When well-form'd taste and s}>aikling wit unite. 

With manly^ love, or female b(‘auty bright 
(Beauty, when^ faultless symnulry and grace 
Can oidy cliarin us in tho sec'oiul place) — 

Witiu\ss my heart, how oft with panting f('ar. 

As on this night, I’ve m«‘t these judges here ! 

Hut still tho hope Experieuico taught to live, 

P<iual to judge you’re candid to forgive. 

hundred-hefided Riot here we meet. 

With decency and law beneath his feet, 

Nor Insolence assumes fair Freedom's name ; 
bike Caledonians, you applaud or blame. 
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O Thou, dread Power! whoso empire-giving hand 
Has oft been stretch’d to shield the honour’d land, 
Strong may she glow with all her ancient fire ; 

Mfiy every son be worthy of his sire ; 

Firm may she rise with generous disdain 
At Tyranny's, or direr Pleasure's chain ; 

Still self-dependent in her native shore, 

Bold may she brave grim Danger’s loudest roar, 

Till Fate the curtain drop on worlds to be no more. 


PROLOGUE 

SPOKEN AT THE THEATRE, DUMFRIES, ON NEW YEAR’s DAY 
EVENING [1790]. 

No song nor dance I bring from yon great city 
That queens it o’er our taste- tlie more ’s the pity ; 

Tho’, by-the-by, abroad why will you roam? 

Good sense and taste are natives hero at liome : 

But not for panegyric T ap2>ear, 

I come to wish you all a good New- Year I 
Old Father Time deputes mo here before ye. 

Not for to preach, but tell his simple story : 

The sage grave Anci(*nt cough’d, and bade me say, 
^You’re one year older this important day.’ jo 

If wiser too - -he hinted some suggestion, 

But ’twould be rude, you know, to ask the question ; 
And with a would-be roguish leer and wink, 

Said, ‘Sutherland, in one word, bid them thinhl' 

Ye sprightly youths quite flush with hoi)e and spirit. 
Who think to storm tho world by dint of merit. 

To you the dotard has a deal to say, 

In his sly, diy, sententious, proverb way ! 

He bids you mind, amid your thoughtless rattle. 

That the first blow is ever half the battle ; 20 

That tho’ some by tho skirt may try to snatch him : 

Yet by tho forelock is tho hold to catch him ; 

That whether doing, suHering, or forbearing. 

You may do miracles by persevering. 
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Last, tho’ not least in love, yo youthful fair. 
Angelic forms, high Heaven’s peculiar care ! 

To you old Bald-pate sinoothes his wrinkled brow. 
And humbly bogs you’ll mind the important — Now! 
To crown your happiness ho asks your leave, 

And offers bliss to give and to receive. 

For our sincere, tho’ haply W(‘ak endeavours, 

With grateful pride wo own your many favours ; 
And howsoe’er our tongues may ill reveal it, 

Believe our glowing bosoms truly feel it. 


PROLOGUE 

FOR MR. SUTItERLAND’s BENEFIT-NTGIIT, DUMFRIES. 

WiiAT needs this din about tho town o’ Lon'on, 

TIow this new iilay an’ that new sang is coinin'? 

Why is outlandish stuff sae meikle courted? 

Does nonsense mend like brandy, when imiiortod ? 

Is there nao ])(>et, lui ruing ket'ii for fame, 

Will try to gio us sangs and plays at hamo? 

For comedy abroad ho need na toil, 

A fool and knave are jilants of every soil ; 

Kor need he hunt as far as Romo and (rreece 

To gather matter for a serious piece ; 10 

Tliero ’s themes enow in Caledonian story. 

Would show tho tragic muse in a’ her glory. 

Is there no daring Bard will rise, and tell 
ITow glorious Wallace stood, how liapless fell ? 

Where are the Mus(*s fled that could produce 
A drama worthy o’ the name o’ Bruce ; 

How hero, even hero, ho first unsheath'd the sword 
’(hiinst mighty England and lior guilty lord ; 

And after mony a bloody, deathless doing, 

Wrench’d his dear country from the jaws of ruin ? 20 

0 for a Shakespeare or an Otway scene, 

To draw the lovely, hapless Scottish Queen! 

Vain all th' omnipotence of female charms 
Cainst headlong, ruthless, mad Rebellion’s arms. 
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She fell, but fell with spirit truly Roman, 

To glut the vengeance of a rival woman ; 

A woman, tho* the phrase may seem uncivil. 

As able and as wicked as the devil ! 

One Douglas livc's in ITomo’s immortal page. 

Rut Douglases were heroes every age : 

And tho’ your fatliers, prodigal of life, 

A Douglas follow’d to the martial strife. 

Perhaps, if bowls row right, and Right succeeds, 

Ye yet may follow Avhere a Douglas leads ! 

As ye hae gemu'ous done, if a’ the land 
Would tak tlui Muses' servants by tlie liaiid ; 

Not only hear, but patronize, ]>efrien<l them. 

And where ye justly can commend, commend thtun : 
And aiblins when they winna stand tho test, 

Wink hard, and say the folks luu^ done their ! 

Would a’ tho land do this, then Pll bo cation 
Ye’ll soon hae potds o’ the Scottish nation 
Will gar I’anu' blaw until \ivv trum[)et crack. 

And warsle tini<‘, an’ lay him on his hack I 
For us and for our stage should ony si>ier, 

‘ Whase aught tha(* chit'ls maks a’ this bustle luaa* V 
My best leg fortunost, I’ll s<‘t U 2 > my brow. 

Wo hae the honour to belong to you ! 

We’re your aiii l^airns, e'en guide us as ye like, 

But like good mith(‘rs. short» lad'ore y(‘ strik(‘ — 

And gratefu’ still 1 hope yc 'll ever find us. 

For a’ the ])atronag<' and ineikle kindm ss 
We’ve got frae a’ 2)rotessions, sets and ranks : 

(tod help us ! we're but }M>or yi‘’se get but tlianks. 


THE RIGHTS OF WOMAN. 

PTlOLO(nTK SPOKEN BY MISS FONTENKLLE ON IIEU BENEFIT 

NicaiT. [nov. 26, 1792.] 

While Europe’s eye is fix’d on mighty things, 

The fate of Em2>ires, and the fall of Kings ; 

While <|uacks of State must each 2)roduce his idan. 
And even children lis^i the Rights of Man ; 
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Amid tho mighty fuss just let mo mention, 

The Eights of Woman merit some attention. 

Fii’st, in the Sexes’ intennix’d connexion. 

One sacred Right of Woman is, Protection. 

The tender flower that lifts its head, elatt‘, 

Helpless, must fall before tlie blasts of Fate, 10 

Sunk on the earth, defac’d its lovely form. 

Unless your shelter ward th’ impending storm. 

Our second Right- ])ut needless here is caution. 

To kee}> that Right inviolate ’s the fashion, 

Each man of sense has it so full before him, 

He’d die befor<‘ he'd wrong it- 'tis Decorum. 

There was, indo(‘<l, in hu* h‘ss ])olislKd days. 

A time, when rough i*ude man had naughty ways : 
Would swagger, swear, get drunk, kick up a riot. 

Nay, even thus invad<‘ a La<ly*s ipiiet ! jo 

Now, thank our stars 1 those Gotliic times are fled : 
Now, well-bred men and you are all well-bred ! 
jMost Justly think (and w<‘ are much the gainers) 

Such (onduct neither spirit, wit, nor manners. 

For Right the third, our last, our )>est, our dearths!. 
'Fliat Right to fluttering female hearts the nearest. 
Which even the Rights of Kings in low prostration 
Most humbly own tis dear, dear admiration ! 

In that blest s[)here alone we live and move : 

There taste that life of life — immortal love. jo 

8ighs, tears, smiles, glances, fits, flirtations, airs, 

(laiiist such an host what flinty savage dares ? 

When awful Beauty Joins with all her charms. 

Who is so rash as rise in rebel arms? 

Then truce Avith kings, and truce Avith constitutions, 
With bloody armaments and reA olutions ! 

Let Majesty your first attention summon, 

Ah ! ya ira ! The Majesty of Womax I 
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ADDRESS, SPOKEN BY MISS FONTENELLE, 

ON HER BENEFlT-NiailT, DECEMBER 4 , 1 7 93, AT THE 
THEATRE, DUMFRIES. 

Still anxious to socuro your partial favour, 

And not less anxious, sure, this ni^ht, than ever, 

A Prologue, Epilogue', or some such ni.atter, 

’Twoukl vamp iny liill, said I, if notliing bettor ; 

So sought a Petit, roosted near the skies. 

Told him 1 came to feast my curious eyes; 

Said nothing like his works was ever printed ; 

And last, my Prologut'-business slily liintt'd. 

^ Ma’am, let me tell you,’ tpioth my man of rhymes, 

• I know your bent — these are no laughing times : lo 

Can you -but, Miss, I own 1 have' my fears — 

Dissolve in pause, and sentimental tears ? 

With laden sighs, and solemn-rounded sentence. 

Rouse from his sluggish slumbers fell Repentance ; 

Paint Vengeance as he takes his horrid stand, 

Waving on high the tlesolating brand, 

Calling the storms to bear him o’er a guilty land ? ’ 

I could no more — askance the creature eytung, 

D’ye think, said I, this face w*us nia<le for crying ? 

I’ll laugh, that’s poz- nay, more, the world shall know it : 
And so, your servant! gloomy Master Poet! 21 

Eirm as my creed, Sirs, ’tis my fix’d belief. 

That Misery’s another word for Gri(*f; 

I also think — so may I bo a bride ! 

That so much laughter, so much life' enjoy’d. 

Thou man of crazy care and ceaseless sigh, 

Still under bleak Misfortune’s blasting eye ; 

Doom’d to that sorest task of man alive — 

To make three guineas do the work of five : 

Eaugh. hi Miaf or tune’s face — the \)o\dam witch I 50 

Say you’ll be merry, tho’ you can’t be rich. 

Thou other man of care, tho wretch in love. 

Who long with jiltish arts and airs hast strove ; 

Who, as the boughs all temptingly project, 

Measur’st in desperate thought — a rope — thy neck — 
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Or, where the beetling cliff o’erhangs the deoj^, 
Peerest to meditate the healing lea]) : 

Would’st thou be cur’d, thou silly, moping elf? 
Laugh at her follies — laugh e’en at thyself : 
Learn to despise those frowns now so terrific, 
And love a kinder : that ’s your grand specific. 

To sum up all, be inei-iy, I advise ; 

And as we’i-e merry, may wo still be wise. 


ON SEEING MISS FONTENELLE 

IN A FAVOURITE CHARACTER. 

Sweet nalvoti* of feature, 

Simple, wild, enchanting elf. 

Not to thee, but thanks to Nature, 
Til ou art acting but thyself. 

Wort thou awkward, stiff, afiected, 
Spurning nature, torturing art ; 
Loves and graces all rejected, 

Then indeed thou’dst act a part. 


ODE, SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF 
MRS. OSWALD. 

Dweller in yon dungeon dark, 

Hangman of creation ! mark 
Who in widow-weeds appears. 

Laden with nnhonour'd years. 

Noosing with care a bursting purse, 

Baited with many a deadly curse ! 

strophe. 

View the wither’d beldam’s face — 

Can thy keen inspection trace 

Aught of humanity’s sweet melting grace? 


40 
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Note that eye, ’tis rliouni o’ertlows, 

Pity’s flood there never rose. 

See those hands, ne’er stretch’d to save. 

Hands that took — but never gave. 

Keeper of Mammon’s iion chest, 

Lo, there she goes, unpitied and unblest ; 

She goes, but not to realms of eviu-lasting rest 

ANTISTKOPIIK. 

Plunderer of armies, lift thim* eyes 
(Awhile for})<‘ar, ye torturing fiends!) 

Seest thou wliost* step unwilling* hitlu*r b(*iids ? 
No fallen angel, hurl d from U 2 >per skies ; 

Tis thy trusty quoiulam mate, 

DoomM to sliari^ thy liery fate. 

She, tai-dy, hell-ward plies. 

LPODl.. 

And are they ot no more avail. 

Ten thousand glitt'ring pounds a yiwv? 

Ill other worlds can Mammon fail, 

Omnii^oteiit as lu* is liere ? 

O, bitter mock’ry of the i)oinpous )>ier. 

While doAvn the wretched vital part is diiv ii ! 
The ciive-lodg'd beggar, with a conscience ch-ar. 
Expires in rags, unknown, and goes to Ileav’n. 


ELEGY ON THE YEAR 1788. 

For Lords oi* Kings 1 dinna mourn, 

E’en let them die— for that they're born : 
But oh ! prodigious to l ellec’ ! 

A Towmont, Sirs, is gane to wreck ! 

O Eighty-eight, in thy sma’ space j 
W hat dire events liao taken place ! 

Of what enjoyments thoii hast reft us ! 

In what a pickle thou hast left us ! 
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The Spanish empire’s tint a head, 

And my auld teothless Bawtie’s dead! 10 

The tulzie ’s sair ’tween Pitt an** Fox, 

An’ our gudewife’s wee birdy cocks ; 

The tane is game, a bludie devil, 

But to the hen- birds unco civil ; 

The tither’s something dour o’ treadin, 

But l>ettor stuff iieVr claw’d a midden. 

Ye ministers, come mount the poupit, 

An’ cry till ye be hearse an’ rouj^et, 

For Eighty-eight ho wish’d you weel, 

And git‘d you a* baith gear an’ meal ; 20 

E’en mony a plack, and mony a 2)eck, 

Ye keii yoursels, for little feck. 

Ye boniiie lasses, dight your een, 

For some o’ you hao tint a Irieii’ ; 

In Eighty-eight, yo kt n, was ta'en 
What ye’ll n(‘'er hao to gie again. 

Observe the very newt an’ sheep. 

How dowf and davioly they creep ; 

Kay, even the yirth itsel does cry. 

For E’lnbrugli wells are grutten dry. 30 

O Eighty-nine, thou ’s but a bairn. 

An’ no owro auld, I hope, to learn I 
Thou beardless boy, I pray hik care, 

Thou now hast got thy daddio’s chair, 

Nae hand-cuff’d, mizzl’d, hap-shackl’d Regent, 

But, like himsel, a full free agent. 

Bo sure ye follow out the plan 
Nae waur than he did, honest man ; 

As niuckle better as you can. 

January i, 1789. 
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ON SEEING A WOUNDED HARE LIMP BY ME 

WHICH A FELLOW HAD JUST SHOT AT. 

Inhuman man ! curso on thy barbVoiis art, 

And blasted bo tliy miirder-aiining- eye ; 

May never pity soothe thee with a sigh, 

Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart! 

(.10, live, poor wanderer of the wood and held, 

The bitter little that of life r<'iuains ; 

No more the thickening brakes and verdant j)lain.s 
To thee shall home, or food, or ])astime yield. 

Seek, mangled wretch, some ])lace of wonted ri‘st. 

No more of rest, but now thy dying bed ! 1 

The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head. 

The cold earth with thy bloody bosom jnest. 

Perhaps a inotlnn-'s anguish adds its Nvoe ; 

The playful pair crowd fondly by thy sidt' : 

Ah. helidess nurslings ! who will now provide 
That life a mother only can ))estow ? 

Oft as by winding Nitli, 1 , musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the che(‘rful dawn. 
r\l miss thee s])orting o'er tln^ dewy lawn, 

And curse the rullian's aim. and mourn thy ha]>l(‘ss fiti 


SKETCH 

1NSCKI13ED TO THE KKHIT HON. (. J. FOX. 

How Wisdom and Folly moot, mix, and unite ; 

How Virtue and Vice blend tlieir black and their whiir 
How Genius, th’ illustrious father of liction, 

Confounds rule and law, reconciles contradiction — 

I sing ; If these mortals, the Critics, should bustle, 

I care not, not I — let the Critics go whistle ! 
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But now for a Patron, whoso name and whost^ glory 
At once may illustrate and honour my story. 

Thou hrst of our orators, first of our wits ; 9 

Yet whoso parts and acquirements seem just lucky hits : 
With knowledge so vast, and with judgment so strong, 

No man with the half of 'em e’er coiihl go wrong ; 

With passions so potent, and fancies so bright, 

No man with the half of '(‘m e’er could go right ; 

A -sorry, poor, misbegot son of the Muses, 

For using thy name offers fifty excusc‘s. 

(Tood Lord, what is man ! for as simple ht‘ looks. 

Do but try to develop liis books and liis crooks. 

With his depths ajid his shallows, his good and his evil, 
All ill all, he ’s a probhun must puzzle th(‘ devil. 20 

On his one ruling passion Sir hugely labours. 

That, lik<‘ th’ old Hebrew walking-switch, eats up its 
neighbours : 

Mankind are his show-box a fri(‘iul, would you know him V 
Pull the string. Ruling Pavssion : tin* picture will show him. 
What pity, in rearing so beauteous a system. 

One trifling particular. Truth, should have miss'd him I 
For, spit<* of his line th(*or<‘tic positions. 

Mankind is a science defies definitions. 

Some sort all our qualities i‘ach to its tribe. 

And think IIumaii-natur<‘ tluw truly d<‘scribe ; 30 

Have you found this, or t'other? there's more in tlu‘ 
wind ; 

As by one drunken fellow liis comradi‘s you'll liiul. 

But such is th(‘ flaw, or the depth of the plan, 

In the make of the wonderful creature call'd Man : 

No two virtues, whatc'vm’ rc‘lation they claim, 

Nor even two different shades of tin* same. 

Though like as was ever twin-brother to brother 
Possessing the one shall imply you've the other. 

But truce with abstraction, and truce with a niusi* 39 
Whose rhymes you'll iierlnqis, Sir, ne'er deign to peruse : 
Will you deavt' your justings, your jars, and your quarrels, 
Contending with Billy for proud-nodding laurels ! 

My inuch-honour’d Patron, believe your poor Poet, 

Noiir courage much more than your x>rudence you show it : 
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In vain with Squire Billy for laurels you struggle, 

Hell have them by fair tr«‘ide, if not, he will smuggle ; 
Not cabinets even of kings would conceal ’em. 

He’d up the back-stairs, and, by God, he would steal ’em. 
Then feats like Squire Billy’s you ne’er can achieve ’em^ 
It is not, outdo him — the task is, out-thieve him. 50 


NEW- YEAR DAY. 

TO MKS. DUNLOP. 

This day Time winds th’ exhausted chain, 

To run the twelvennmth’s length again : 

I see the old, bald-pated ftilow, 

With ardent eyes, coniplt‘xion sallow, 

Adjust the iinimpair'd machine 
To wheel the equal, dull routine. 

The absent lover, minor heir. 

In vain assail him with their prayer. 

Deaf as my friend, he sees them press. 

Nor makes the liour one moment less. 10 

Will you (the Major’s with the hounds, 

The happy tenants share his rounds ; 

Coila ’s fair Bachel’s care to-day. 

And blooming Keith ’s engaged with Gray) 

From housewife cares a minute borrow- 
That grandchild’s cap will do to-morrow— 

And join with me a moralizing ? 

This day’s i^ropitious to be wise in. 

First, what did yesternight deliver ? 

‘Another year has gone for ever.’ jo 

And what is this day’s strong suggestion ? 

‘ The passing moment ’s all we rest on ! ’ 

Rest on — for what? what do we here? 

Or why regard the passing year? 

Will Time, amus’d with proverb’d lore. 

Add to our date one minute more? 

A few days may, a few years must. 

Repose us in the silent dust. 

Then is it wise to damj) our bliss? 

Yes — all such reasonings are amiss ! 



to QUr. ttgtlov. 253 


The voice of Nature^ loudly cries, 

And many a message from the skies, 

That something in us never dies ; 

That on this frail, uncertain state 
Hang matters of eternal weight ; 

That future-life in worlds unknown 
Must take its hue from this alone ; 

Whotlier as heavenly gloiy bright, 

Or dark as misery’s woeful night. 

Since tlien, my honour'd, first of friends, 40 
On this poor being all depends ; 

Let us th’ important Now employ, 

And live as those that never die. 

Tho’ you, with days and honours crown’d, 
Witness that filial circle round 
(A sight life's sorrows to repulse ; 

A sight pale Envy to convulse) — 

Others now claim your chief regard ; 

Yourself, you wait your bright reward. 


POETICAL ADDRESS TO MR. WILLIAM TYTLER, 

WITH Tlin PRESENT OF THE POEt’s PICTURE. 

Kevered defender of beauteous Stuart, 

Of Stuart, a name once respected, 

A name which to love was the mark of a true heart. 
But now ’tis despis'd and neglected. 

Tho’ something like moisture conglobes in my eye. 

Let no one misdeem mo disloyal ; 

A poor friendless wand’rer may well claim a sigh. 

Still more if that wand’rer were royal. 

My fathers that name have rever’d on a throne : 

My fathers have fallen to right it ; 10 

Those fathers would spurn their degenerate son, 

That name should he scoffingly slight it. 
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Still in prayers for King George I most heartily join. 

Tho Qiioon. and the rest <)f the gentry ; 

Be they wise, be they foolish, is notliing of mine ; 
Tlieir title ’s avow’d by my country. 

But why of this epocha make such a fuss, 

That gave us tlie Hanover stem ? 

If bringing them over was lucky for us, 

I’m sure ’twas as lucky for them. 20 

But, Boyalty, truce! we’re on dangerous ground: 

Who knows liow the fashions may alter? 

The doctrine to-day that is loyalty sound. 

To-morrow may bring us a halter. 

1 send you a trifle, a head of a bard, 

A trifle scarce worthy your care : 

But acce[)t it, good Sir, as a mark of regard, 

KSincere as a saint’s dying prayer. 

Now life’s chilly evening dim shades in your oyo. 

And ushers tho long dreary night ; ;,o 

But you, lik(‘ th<‘ star that atlvwart gihls the sky, 
Your course to the latest is bright. 


ELEGY ON THE LATE MISS BURNET, 

OF MONBODDO. 

Life ne’er (exulted in so rich a prize 
As Burnet, lovedy from her native skies ; 

Nor envious death so triumph '<1 in a blow. 

As that which laid th’ accomplish’d Burnet low. 

Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can 1 forget? 

In richest ore the brightest jewel set ! 

In thee high Heaven above was truest shown, 

And bj^ his noblest work the Godhead best is kno^^ n 
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In vuin yo flaunt in summer's pride, yo groves ; 

Thou crystal streamlet with thy flowery shore, 10 
Ye woodland choir that chant your idle loves, 

Ye cease to charm — Eliza is no more ! 

Ye heathy wastes, in mix'd with reedy fens ; 

Ye mossy streams, with sedge and rushes stor’d : 

Yo rugged cliffs o’erhanging dreary glens. 

To you T fly, ye with my soul accord. 

Princes, whose cumbrous pride was all their worth, — 
Shall venal lays tlu‘ir 2)ompous exit hail? 

And thou, sw’eet excellence ! forsake our earth. 

And not a Muse in honest grief bewail ? 20 

We saw thee shine in youth and beauty's pride, 

And virtue’s light, that bt'ams beyond the spheres ; 
But like tlu‘ sun eclips’d at morning tide, 

Thou left’s! us darkling in a world of tears. 

The parent’s heart that nestled fond in thee. 

That heart how sunk, a l>rey to grief and care : 

So deck! th<» woodbine sweet yon aged tree. 

So from it ravish'd, leaves it Idoak and ])are. 


VERSES 

o\ TTIE DESTRUCTION OF THE WOODS NEAR DRUMLANRIR. 

As on the banks o’ wandering Nith, 

Ae smiling simmer-morn 1 stray'd. 

And traced its bonnio howes and haughs. 
Where linties sang and lambkins play'd, 

1 sat me down upon a craig. 

And drank my fill o’ fancy’s dream. 

When, from the eddying deep below, 

IT]>roso the genius of the stream. 
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Dark, like the frowning rock, his brow, 

And troubled, like his wintry wave, lo 

And deep, as soughs the boding wind 
Amang his eaves, the sigh he gave — 

^ And came ye here, my son, ’ he cried, 

‘To wander in my birken shade? 

To muse some favourite Scottish theme, 

Or sing some favourite Scottish maid? 


‘ There was a time, it ’s nae lang syne, 

Ye might hae seen mo in my pride, 

When a’ my banks sao bravely saw 

Their woody pictures in my tide; 20 

When hanging beech and spreading elm 
Shaded my stream sae clear and cool. 

And stately oaks their twisted arms 

Threw broad and dark across the 2>ool ; 


‘When glinting, through the trees, a2)];)ear\l 
The wee white cot aboon the mill. 

And peacefu’ rose its ingle reek, 

That slowly curling clamb the hill. 

But now the cot is bare and cauld, 

Its branchy shelter’s lost and gane, 30 

And scarce a stinted birk is left 
To shiver in the blast its lane.’ 

‘ Alas ! ’ quoth I, ‘ what ruefu’ chance 
Has twined yo o’ your stately trees? 

Has laid your rocky bosom bare ? 

Has stri2)i>’d the deeding o’ your braes? 

Was it the bitter eastern blast. 

That scatters bliglit in early spring? 

Or was’t the wil’fire scorch’d their boughs. 

Or canker-worm wi’ secret sting ? ’ 

‘Nae eastlin blast,’ the sprite replied; 

‘It blew na hero sao fierce and fell. 

And on my dry and halesome banks 
Nao canker-worms get leave to dwell : 
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Man ! crm^l man ! ' the jyonius .sighVl 

As through the cliffs he sank him down — 
‘The worm that gnaw’d my Lonnie trees, 
That reptilo wears a ducal crown." 


ADDRESS TO THE vSHADE OF THOMSON, 

ON CllOWNTNO Ills r.ITST AT EDNAM. liOXETTRcni-SIIIRE, 
WITH RAYS. 

While viigin Spring, Ly Edeirs flood. 

Unfolds lior Luider mantle gn^en. 

Or pranks iho sod in frolic mood, 

Or tunes Eoliaii strains between : 

Wliile Suinmor with a matron grace 
Ketreats to Dryburgh’s cooling shade. 

Vet oft, delighted, stops to tra('e 
The iirogress of the spiky blade : 

While Autumn, ben(‘fa<‘tor kind. 

By Tw<‘e<l erects his aged head, lo 

And sees, with self-approving mind, 

Eacli cr(‘ature on liis bounty f('d : 

While inanitic Winter rages o'er 

The hills whence' classic Yarrow Hows. 

Rousing the tiiibid torrent's roar, 

Or sweeping, wild, a ^vaste of snows : 

So long, sw('et poet of the* year. 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well hast won : 

While Scotia, with exulting tear, 

Proclaims that Thomson was her son. 20 
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ON A CERTAIN COMMEMORATION. 

Dost thou not rise, indignant Shade ! 

And smile witli spurning scorn, 

When they wha Avould hae starved thy life 
Thy senseless turf adorn ? 

Helpless, alone, thou clanih the brae, 

Wi’ meiklo honest toil, 

And claught th’ unfading garland there. 
Thy sair-won riglitful sj)oil. 

And wear it thou ! And call aloud 
This axiom undoubted— 

^Wouldst thou hae nobles' patronage? 

First learn to live without it ! ’ 

To whom hae much, more shall be given. 

Is every great man’s faith ; 

But he, the heljdess needy wretch, 

Shall lose the mite he liath. 


SONNET 

ON IIEARINO A TIFRUSIE STN(; IN A MORNING WALK IN 
JANUARY, WRITTEN JANUARY 25 , 1793, THE 

BIRTH-DAY OF THE AUTHOR. 

Sing on, sweet Thrush, ui)on the h^alless bough : 
Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy strain : 

See aged Winter, 'mid his surly reign. 

At thy blythe carol clears liis furrow'd brow. 

So in lone Poverty’s dominion drear 

Sits meek Content with light unanxious heart, 
Welcomes the raj)id moments, bids them part. 
Nor asks if they bring aught to hope or fear. 
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1 thank thee, Author of this opening day ! 

Thou whose bright sun now gilds the orient skies ! 10 
Eichcs denied, thy boon was purer joys, 

What wealth could never give nor take away ! 

Yet come, thou child of poverty and care ; 

The mite high Heaven bestow’d, that mite with thee I’ll 
share. 


SONNET ON THE DEATH OF 
ROBERT RIDDEL, ESQ. OF GLENRIDDEL. 

No more ye warblers of the wood -no more ! 

Nor pour your descant, grating on my soul ; 

Thou young* eyed Spring, gay in thy verdant stole, 

More welcome W(‘re to me grim Winter’s wildest roar. 

IIow can yo charm, ye flow’rs, with all your dyes? 

Ye bJ<.)\v u[)on the sod that wraps my friend : 

How can 1 to the tuneful strain atttuid ? 

That strain flows round tli’ untimely torn!) where Riddel 
lies. 

Yes, poui’, ye warblers, pour the notes of woe ! 

And soothe the Virtiu's weeping o'er his bier : to 

The Man of AYorth, and has not left his peer, 

L in his ‘narrow hous(‘ ’ for ever darkly low. 

Iliee, Spring, again with joys .shall otliers greet : 

M(‘, mein’ry of my loss will only meet. 


LIBERTIE— A VISION. 

As I stood by yon roofless tower, 

Where the wa’flower scents the dewy air, 
Whore the howlet mourns in her ivy bower, 
And tells the midnight moon her care ; 

K 2 
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Tlu‘ winds wore laid, the air Avas still, 

Tlio stars they shot alang the sky : 

The fox Avas hoAvling on the hill, 

And the distant echoing glens loply ; 

The stream adoAAni the hazelly path 

Was rushing l)y tlie ruined wa's 10 

To join yon riv(u* on (ho strath, 

Wliast* distant roaring sAvells an’ fa’s ; 

l^he caiild hlu<» north Avas streaming forth 
Her lights wV hissing e(‘rie din ; 

Atlwart the lift th(‘y start an' shift, 

Like fortune's favours, tint as Avin : 

By heedless cliance 1 turned iniiK' eyi's. 

And, hy the inoonlx'am, shook to se<‘ 

A stern and stalAA'art ghaist aris(\ 

Attired as minstrels AA'ont to he ; 20 

Had I statue been o' staiu^. 

His daring look had daunted m<‘ : 

And, on his ]><)nnet graA'ed AA^as, plain. 

The sacred posy -LiiiKUTiK ! 

And frae liis harp sic strains did tloAV 

Miglit rous('d th<‘ sluinlMuing dead to hear : 

But oil ! it AA'as a tal<‘ of a\’oi‘ 

As ever met a Briton’s ear. 

He sang Avi' joy his former day. 

He wcejiing Availed his latter tim(‘S : 

But AA’hat ht» said it was nae play, 

r Avinna venture 't in my rhymes. . . . 

‘ No Spartan tube, no Attic shell, 

No lyre Aeolian J awake ; 

'Tis liberty’s bold note I swell ; 

Thy bar]), (Columbia, let me take ! 
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See gathering thousands, while 1 sing, 

A bi’oken chain exulting bring. 

And dash it in a tyrant's face ! 

And dare him to his very beard, 40 

And tell him he no more is feared, 

No more the despot of Columbia's l ace I 
A tyrant's proudest insults braved, 

^riu‘y shout, a people freed : tliey hail an empire saved ! 

‘Where is man's godlike form? 

Where is that l)i<)vv ert^ct and lK)ld, 

That eye that can unmoved Ixdiold 
Tlie wildest rage, the loiKh‘st storm. 

That e'er created fury dared to raise? 

Avaunt, thou caitiff ! st‘rvile, l)as(‘, 50 

That trein))lest at a d<‘s]>ot's nod, 

Y(‘t, crouching under the iron rod, 

Canst laud the hand that struck the insulting blow ! 
Art thou of man's imperial line? 

Dost boast that couiitenanc(‘ <livine? 

Each skulking f(‘ature answers No ! 

But come, ye sons of Libertic‘, 

Columbia's off *s[) ring, brave as fj*ee ! 

In danger's hour still llaining in the' van. 

Ye know and dare maintain tin* royalty of Man ! 60 

• Alfrc*<l ! on the slairy throm*. 

SuiTound(*d by the tuiuTul clioir. 

TIhj bards that erst liave struck tin* patriot lyi*e. 

-Vnd roust'd the free))orn Briton's soul of lire — 

No more thy England own ! 

Dare injureil nations form the grt*at tlesigu 
To make detest(*d tyrants Ideed ? 

Thy England ex(*crat(*s the glorious th'etl I 
Beneath her hostile banners waving. 

Every pang of honour braving, 70 

Bngland in tliunder calls — ‘‘TTie tyrant's cause is mine ! " 

‘ That hour accurst how did the fiends rejoice, 

And hell thro' all her confines raise tln^ exulting voict* ! 
^idiat hour which saw the generous English name 
Linked with such damned deeds of everlasting shann* ! 
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Thoo, Caledonia, thy wild heaths among, 

Thoo, famed for martial deed and heaven-taught song, 
To ihoo I turn with swimming eyes ; 

Where is that soul of Freedom fled ? 

Iinmijigled with tho mighty dead ! 

Beneath the hallow’d turf where WalLace lies ! 

Hear it not, Wallace, in thy bed of death ! 

Ye })abbling winds, in silence sweep ; 

Disturb not ye the liero’s sleep. 

Nor give the cowar<l secret breath. 

Is this the ancient (^aledonian form. 

Firm as the rock, resistless as tho storm ? 

’^J^he eye whicli shot immortal hate. 

Crushing th(‘ des[)ot’s ])roudest hearing? 

The a I’m whicli, nerv(‘d with thundering fate, 90 

Brav'd usurpation's ]Kd(l<‘st daring ? 

Dark-(pienched as yonder sinking star, 

No more that glance liglilens afar ; 

That palsied arm no more whirls on tlie Avastc' of war ! ' 


FRAGMENT OF AN ODE 

TO TIIK MEMOKY OF PJUNOE OIIAliLES EDWAIU) STUAin . 

False fiatterm, Hope, away! 

Nor think to lur<* us as in days of yore : 

We sol(‘mnis(‘ this sorrowing natal-day 
To prove our loyal truth : ^yo <an no more : 

And owning I leaven's mysterious swjiy. 
Submissive* low adore. 

Ye honour'd mighty dead I 
Who nobly perish’d in tho glorious cans**. 

Your king, your country, and her laws! 

From great Dimdoe who smiling victory led. 

And fell a ]7iartyr in her arms 

(What hn^'ist of northern ice but warjiis ?) 

To bold Ba]m<‘i’ino’s undying name. 

Whose soul of lire, lighted at heaven’s high flame, 
Deserves the proudest wreath departed heroes claim. 
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Nor unavenged your fate shall be, 

It only lags the fatal hour ; 

Your blood shall w^ith incessant cry 
Awake at last th’ unsi>aring power ; 

As from the clilf, with thundering course, 20 

The snowy ruin smokes along, 

With doubling speed and gathering force. 

Till deep it crashing whelms the cottage in the vale ! 

So Vengeance’ arm ensanguined, strong. 

Shall with resistless might assail, 

Usurping Brunswick's i>ride shall lay. 

And Stewart's wrongs, aiul yours, with ti‘n told weight repay. 


MONODY ON A LADY FAMED FOR HER 
CAPRICE. 

How cold is that bosom which folly once bred. 

How i^ale is tliat cheek where th<‘ rouge lately glisten'd ! 
How silent that tongue which the echoes oft tir’d, 

TIow dull is that ear which to battery so listen’d ! 

Tf soriow and anguish their exit await. 

From friendship and dearest aftection I’eniov’d ; 

How doubly severer, JMaria, thy fates 

Thou diedst unwepb as thou livedst unlov'd. 

Loves, Graces, and Yirtiio'^, 1 call not on you ; 

So shy, gi'ave, and distant, ye slied not a tear : 10 

But come, all ye ob sirring of Folly so true, 

And bowels let us cull for Maria's cold bier. 

^Ve'll search thro' the garden for each silly boweu*, 

We’ll roam through the forest for each idle weed ; 

But chielly the nettle, so typical, shower. 

For none e'er approach'd her but rued the rash deed. 

We’ll sculi^ture tho marble, we’ll measure the lay ; 

Hero Vanity strums on her idiot lyre ; 

There keen Indignation shall dart on his prey, 19 

Which spurning Contempt shall redeem from his ire. 
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THE EPITAPH. 

Heee lies, 310 W n prey to insulting neglect, 

What once w.ts a ]>utterfly, gay in life’s beam ; 
Want only of wisdom denied her respect, 

Want only of goodness denied her esteem. 


POEM, ADDRESSED TO MR. MITCHELL, 

eOLLi:<‘TOU OE excise, nUMElHEs. 

Fuiend of the Poet. tru‘d and leal, 

Wha, wanting thee, might beg or st(*al : 

Alake, alake, the ineikle Dial 

Wr ti his AV it dies 
Are at it, sktdpiii’ ! jig and rei‘l. 

In my poor i)oudii's. 

1 modestly fu’ fain wad hint it. 

That one j)onnd oiks 1 sairly Avant it : 

If wi’ the hizzie down ye sent it. 

It AAA)uld 1)0 kind : 10 

And while my Ju*ait wi' life-blood <luntod. 

I’d bear'! in mind. 

So may the auld year gamg out moaning 
To set* the n(*w cojik* lad(‘n, groaning. 

^Vi’ <louble ])lenty o'er the loaning 

To thee and thine ; 

Domestic peace and comforts crowning 
The haill design. 

I’OSTSl KIPT. 

Ye've h(*ard tliis while how I've been lickit. 

And by fell death Avas nearly nickit : -o 

Grim loon ! ho gat mo by the fecket. 

And sail* me sht'iik ; 

But by guid luck I lap a AAdcket, 

And turn'd a nenk. 
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But by that health, I*vo ^ot a share o't, 

And by that life, I'm promis'd mair o't, 

My hefil and weal I'll take a care o't 
A tentier way : 

Then fareweel folly, liide and liair o't. 

For anc<‘ ami ay<* ! 30 


TO MISS LOGAN, WITH BEATTIE'S POEMS, 

I'OK A NEW year's 

Again the sih^it wheels of time 
Their annual round have driven. 

And you, tlio' scarce in maiden }>rime. 

Are so mucli nearer Ileavtui. 

No gifts liave I from Indian coasts 
The intan t year to hail ; 

1 send you more than India boasts. 

In Edwin's simple tale. 

Our sex with guile and taithless love 

Is eliarg'd, perhaps too tria- ; 10 

But may, dear Maid, oacli lover prove 
All Edwin still to you ! 


LINES SENT TO SIR JOHN WHITEFORD, 

OF WHITEFORD, BART. 

VI I II rUE LAMENT ON THE DEATH OF THE J:aKL OF OLENCAIRN. 

Ihou, who thy honour as thy God reverest, 

^yho, save thy mind's reproach, nought earthly fearest. 
To thee this votive olfering I impart. 

The tearful tribute of a broken heart. 
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The friend thou valued’st, I the Patron lov’d : 

His worth, his honour, all the world approv'd. 

We’ll mourn till wo too go as he has gone, 

And tread the shadowy path to that dark world unknown. 


TO MISS CRUIKSHANK, 

A VERY YOT7N(i LAUY, WRITTEN ON TITE BLANK LEAP OP A 
JU)OK, PRESENTEn TO HER BY TITE AUTHOR. 

Heauteous roso-hiid, young and gay, 

Hlooming in tliy early May, 

Never may'st thou, lovely llow^'r. 

Chilly shrink in sleety show'r ! 

Never Boreas’ hoary path, 

Never Eurus’ })ois'nous breath, 

Never baleful stellar lights, 

Taint thee with untimely blights ! 

Never, never i’e]>tilo thief 

Kiot on thy virgin leaf! lo 

Nor even Sol too fiercely view 

Tliy bosom blushing still with dew ! 

May'st thou long, sweet crimson gem. 

Richly deck thy native stem ; 

Till some ev<uiing, sober, calm. 

Dropping d<‘ws, and breathing balm. 

While all around the woodland rings, 

And every bird thy re<xuiem sings ; 

Thou, amid the dirgefiil sound. 

Shed thy dying honours round, 3° 

And resign to jiarent earth 

The loveliest form she o’er gave birth. 
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VERSES TO A YOUNG LADY, 

MISS GRAHAM OP PINTRY, WITH A PRESENT OP SONGS. 

Here, wliere the Scottish Muse iiiiinortnl lives, 

In •sficrcd strains and tuntdul numbers join’d, 

Accept tlie ^ift ; tho’ liumblo lie who gives, 

Rich is the tribute of the grateful mind. 

So may no rufliaii-teeliiig in thy lireast 
Discordant jar tliy bosom-chords among ! 

But Peace attune thy gentle soul to rest, 

Or Love, ecstatie, wake his seraph song ! 

Or Pity's notes, in luxury of tears, 

As modest Want the tale of woe reveals ; 10 

While conscious Virtue all the strain endears. 

And heaven-born Piety her sanction seals ! 


WRITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF OF THE LAST 
EDITION OF HIS POEMS,* 

PKESKNTED TO THE LADY WHOM HE HAD OPTEN CELEBRATED 
UNDER THE NAME OP CHLORTS. 

'Tis Friendshij)’s pledge, my young, fair friend. 

Nor thou the gift refuse. 

Nor with unwilling ear atteml 
The moralizing Muse. 

Since thou, in all thy youth and charms, 

Must bid the world adieu 
(A world ’gainst peace in constant arms) 

To join the friendly few ; 
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Since, thy gay morn of life o*ercaat, 

Chill came the tempest's lower lo 

(And ne’er misfortune’s eastern blast 
Did nip a fairer flower) ; 

Since life's gay scenes must charm no more, — 

Still much is left ]>ehind ; 

Still nobler w<'alth hast thou in store — 

The comforts of the mind I 

Thine is the self-a]>p roving glow, 

Of conscious honour’s part ; 

And, dearest gift of heaven below. 

Thine fruuidship's truest heart. .0 

'llie joys relin'd of sense and taste, 

With every muse to ri>ve : 

And doubly were the poet blest, 

These joys could he im])rove. 


TO A YOUNG LADY, MISS JESSY LEWARS, 
DUMFRIES, 

W ITH HOOKS Wlin n TUi: JiAKO I KL’SKATKO llHIi. 

be the volumes, rb^s.'-.y fair, 

And with them take the l^oet's prayer — 

That fat(^ may in her fairest l»ago, 

With twery kindliest, best pi-esagt‘ 

Of future bliss, (*nrol thy name ; 

With native worth, and si^otless fame. 

And wakeful caution still aware 
Of ilL but chief, man’s felon snare. 

All blameless joys on earth we find, 

And all the treasures of the mind — ^ 

These be thy guardian and rew'ard ; 

>So i>rays thy faithful friend, tlie l^ard. 
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THE FOLJ.OWIXa 1*0 EM AVA8 WRITTEN 

TO A GENTLEMAN WHO HAD SENT HIM A 
NEWSPAPER, 

AND OFFERED TO CONTINUE IT FREE OF EXPENSE. 

Kind Sir, I Vo road your throii^>h, 

And, faith, to me, ‘twas really new ! 

How giiossM ye, Sir, what maist I wanted ? 

This mony a day IVe grrain'd and gaiinted. 

To ken wliat French mischief was brewin’ ; 

Or what the drumlie Dutch were doin’ ; 

That vile doup-skelper, Empt^ror Joseph, 

If Venus yet had got his nose olf ; 

Or how the collieshaugie works 

Atweeu the Russians and the Turks ; 10 

Or if the Swed(‘, before ho halt, 

Would play an it her Charles the Twalt : 

If Denmark, any body spak o't ; 

Or Poland, wha ha<l now the tack o*t ; 

IIoAV cut-throat Prussian blades were hingin’ ; 

IIow li])bet Italy was singin* ; 

If Spaniard, Portuguese or Swbs, 

Were sayin’ or takin’ aught amiss : 

Or how oTir merry lads at hame. 

In Britain's court, kept ux> the game : 20 

Hoav royal George, the Lord leuk o'er him ! 

Was managing St. Stephen’s quorum ; 

If sleekit Chatham Will Avas livin’. 

Or glaikit Charlie got his nhwe in ; 

IIoAV daddie Burke tlio plea AA^as cookin'. 

If WaiTeii Hastings' neck Avas yeukin' ; 

How cesses, stents, and fees Avere rax’d. 

Or if bare arses yet AA^ere tax’d ; 

The neAA^s o’ princes, dukes, and earls. 

Pimps, shar]>ers, baAAxls, and opera-girls ; 30 

If that daft buckie, Geordio Wales, 

Was threshin’ still at hizzies’ tails ; 

Or if ho Avas groAAUi oughtlins doucer. 

And no a perfect kintra cooser. 
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A’ this and mair I never heard of ; 

And, but for you, I might despair’d of. 

So gratefu* back your news I send yon, 

And i>ray a’ guid things may attend you ! 

EUislandy Mo'nday 1790 . 

Hemonstramc to the Gentleman to whom the foregoing 
Poem was addressed. 

Dear Peter, dear Peter, 

We poor sons of metre 
Are often negleckit, ye ken ; 

For instance, your sheet, man, 

(Though glad I’m to see’t, man,) 

I get it no ao day in ten. 


SENT TO A GENTLEMAN WHOM HE HAD 
OFFENDED. 

Thk friend whom wild from wisdom's way 
The fum(‘S of Avinc‘ inl'uriaie send 
(Not moony madness more astray) -- 
Who but deplores that hax)less friend ? 

Mine was th’ insensate frenzied ])art, 

Ah ! why should 1 such scenes out-live ? 
Scenes so abhorrent to my hcsirt ! 

’Tis thine to pity and forgive. 
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ON READING IN A NEWSPAPER 

THE DEATH OF JOHN M‘LEOD, ESQ., 

brother to a young lady, a PARTICULAR FRIEND OF THE 

AUTHORS. 

8ad thy talc, thou idle pa^e, 

And ruefid thy alarms : 

I)e«Tth tears the brother of her lovo 
From Isabella’s arms. 

Sweetly deekt with i>eai‘ly dew 
The morning rose may blow ; 

But cold siicct^ssive noontide blasts 
May lay its beauties low. 

Fair on Isabella’s morn 

The sun propitious smil’d ; to 

But, long ere noon, succeeding clouds 
Succeeding hopes beguil’d. 

Fate oft tears the bosom chords 
That Nature linest strung : 

So Isabella's heart was form’d, 

And so that heart was wrung. 

Dread Omnipotence alone 

Can heal the wound Ho gave ; 

Can point the brimful grief-worn eyes 

To scenes beyond the grave. 20 

Virtue’s blossoms there shall blow, 

And fear no withering blast ; 

There Is.abella’s spotless worth 
Shall happy bo at last. 
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ON THE BIRTH OF A POSTHUMOUS CHILD, 

BOBN IN PKCULIAK ( I Kf UjvistANC ES Ol' PAMIIA" DISTRESS. 

Sweet flow'rot, pledgo o’ moiklo lovo, 

And ward o* inony a prayor. 

What heart o’ staue wad thou na move, 

Sae liapVss, swetd, and fair? 

Noveml>t‘V liirples oVr the lea. 

Chill, on thy lovely form : 

And gane, alas ! the shelt’ring tree. 

Should shield tliee frae the storm. 


May He who give'> tht‘ rain to pour. 

Ami vings the blast to hlaw, to 

Protect thee frae the driving show’r. 

The hitter trost and snaw. 

May He, the friend of woe and want. 

Who heals life’s various stounds, 

Protect and guard the motlier plant, 
iVnd he.d ht‘r cruel wounds. 

Jhit late she thnirislfd, rooted fast. 

Fair in the summer moin : 

Now feebly bentls she in tin* blast, 

Pnshelter’d and forlorn. 

Blest be thy bloom, thou lovely gem. 

Unscath'd by ruffian hand ! 

And from thee many a parent stem 
Arise to deck our laud. 
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EPITAPH ON THE POET'S DAUGHTER. 

Hkrb lieH ii rose, a budding rose, 

Blastod before iis bloom ; 

Whose innocence did sweets disclose 
Beyond that flower’s perfume. 

To those who for her loss are grieved, 

This consolation "s given - 
She \s from a world of woe relieved, 

And ]»looms a rose* in heaven. 


VERSES 

WRITTKV T'NDEK VIOLENT ORIEF. 

Accept the gift a friend sincere 
Wad on thy worth be i>rossin’ ; 
Kemembranco oft may start a tcu\r, 
But oh ! that tenderness forbeai\ 
Though *twad my sorrows lessen. 

My morning raise sae clear and fair, 

I thought sail* storms Avad never 
Bedew the scc*ne ; but grief and care 
In Avildest fury hae made bare 
My peace, my hox^e, for eA^er ! 

You think I’m glad ; oh, 1 x>ay AA^eel 
For a’ the joy I borrow, 

III solitude -then, then I feel 
T canna to myser conceal 
My deexily-rankliii’ soitoav. 

FareAvell ! A\dthin thy bosom free 
A sigh may Avhiles aAA’-aken ; 

A tear may Avet thy laughin’ ee, 

For Scotia's son— anco gay like thee — 
Noav hopeless, comfortless, forsaken ! 


10 


20 
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TO A LADY, 

WITH A PRESENT OP A PAIR OF URINKINO GLASSES. 

Fair Empress of the Poet’s soul, 

And Queen of Poetesses ; 

Clarinda, tnke this little boon, 
lliis humble jniir of ^i^hissos. 

And fill them high with generous juice, 

As generous as your mind ; 

And idedge me in the generous toast — 

* The whole of human kind ! ’ 

• To those who love us ! ’ — second fill ; 

But not to tliose whom irc lov"o ; 

Lest we love those who love not us! 

A thii’d — *To tht‘e aiul me, Love!’ 


TO MISS FERRIER, 

ENCLOSiNCf TITIJ KLE(JY ON SIR J. II. BLAIR, 

Nae heathen name shall T prefix 
Frao Pindus or Parnassus ; 

Auld liee‘kie dings them a’ to sticks, 

For rhyme-inspiring lasses. 

Jove’s tunefu’ dochters three times three 
Made Horner deej) their del)tor ; 

But, gi’en tlie body half an ee, 

Nine FciTiers wad done better ! 

Last day my mind was in a bog, 

Down (leorge’s Street I stoited ; 

A creeping cauld prosiiic fog 
My very senses doited. 
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Do what I clought to set her free, 

My saiil lay in the mire ; 

Ye turned a neuk — 1 saw your oe — 

She took the wing like lire ! 

The mournfu^ sang I here enclose, 

In gratitude I send you ; 

And wish and pray in rhyme and prose, 

A’ glide things may attend you ! 20 


WRITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF 

OF A COPY OF TllF FlltST EDITION OF HIS POEMS, 

pkp:sented to an old sweetheakt, then married. 

Onc e fondly lov'd, and still reiiiemher’d dear, 
Sweet eaily object of my yontlifnl vows. 
Accept tins mark of frienclship warm, sincere ; 
Friendsliip ! 'tis all cold duty now allows. 

And when you read the simple artless rhymes. 
One friendly sigh for him — he asks no more. 
Who distant burns in flaming torrid climes. 

Or hai)ly lies beneath th' Atlantic roar. 


INSCRIPTION FOR AN ALTAR TO INDEPENDENCE, 

AT KERROUGIITRY, SEAT OF MR. HERON, 

WRITTEN IN SUMMER, 179,^. 

Thou of an independent mind. 

With soul resolv’d, with soul resign’d ; 

Prepar’d Power’s proudest frown to brave, 

Who wilt not be, nor have a slave ; 

Virtue alone who dost revere, 

Thy own reproach alone dost fear, — 

Approach this shrine, and worship here. 
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VERSES 

INTENDED TO liU WHITTEN BELOW A NOBLE EAKL’s PICTURE, 

Whowe is thilt iioblo, dauntless brow ? 

And whose that eye of fire? 

And whose that generous ])rincely mien 
Even rooted foes admire”'^ 

Stranger, to justl}' shew that brow. 

And mark that eye of fire. 

Would take His hand, whost^ vernal tints 
His other works insj)ire. 

Bright as a eloudless summer sun, 

With stately port he moves ; lo 

His guardian seraph eyes with awe 
The noble ward ln‘ loves. 

Among the illustrious Scottish sons 
That chief thou niay'st disci^rn, 

Mark Scotia's fond returning eye, - 
It dwells ui)on Glencairn, 


SKETCH. 

A LITTLE, Upright, ])ert, tart, tripj)ing wight, 
And still his x^i’ecious self his dear delight ; 

Who loves his own smart shadow in the streets 
Bettor than e'er the fairest she he meets : 

A man of hishiou too, he made his tour, 

Learn'd vivo la bagatelle, and vive ramour ; 

So tra veil'd monkeys their grimace imi)rove, 
I^olish their grin, nay, sigh for ladies’ love ! 
Much specious lore, but little understood ; 
Veneering olt outshines the solid wood : 

His solid sense by inches you must tell, 

But mete his cunning by the old Scots ell ; 

His meddling vanity, a busy liend, 

Still making work his selfish craft must mend. 
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TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ. OF FINTRY, 

ox RECEIVING A FAVOUR. 

I CALL no Goddess to inspire iny stniins. 

A fabled Mnse ina}" suit a Bard that feign*^ : 

Friend of niy life ! my ardent spirit burns. 

And all the tribute of niy lieart retiuns, 

For boons recorded, goodness ever new. 

The gift still dearer as the giver you. 

Thou orb of day ! thou other paler light ! 

And all ye many si)arkling stars et night I 
If aught that giver from my mind ell'act^ ; 

If I that giver’s bounty e'er <lisgrace ; 10 

Then roll to me, along your wand'ring sj>hi'res, 

Only to number out a Aullain's years ! 

I lay my hand upon my swelling breast. 

And grjiteful would, but cannot, speak tin* rt st. 


IMPROMPTU, ON MRS. RIDDEL’S BIRTHDAY, 
IN NOVEMBER. 

Old Winter, with his frosty beard, 

Thus once to JTove his prayer preferr'd-- 
*What have I done of all Ihe year, 

To bear this hate<l doom severe? 

My cheerless suns no pleasure know ; 

Night’s horrid car <h ags, dreary slow ; 

My dismal months no joys are crowning, 

But spleeny English hanging, drowning. 

Now, Jove, for once be mighty civil, 

To counterbalance all this evil ; 10 

Give me, and I ve no more to say, 

Give me Maria’s natal day I 

That brilliant gift will so enrich me, 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, cannot match me.' 

* ’Tis done ! ’ says Jove ; so ends my story. 

And Winter once rejoic’d in glory. 
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TO CAPTAIN RIDDEL, GLENRIDDEL. 

EXTEMPORE EINI^K ON RETTIRNTNO A NEWSPAPER. 

Your News and Review, Sir, IVe road through and 
through. Sir, 

With little admiring or blaming ; 

The papers are baiTon of home-news or foreign. 

No murders or rapes Avorth the naming. 

Our friends the RcAnewers, those chi]>pers and hewers, 
Are judges of mortar and stone. Sir ; 

But of me(d or unmeet in a fabric complete. 

I'll boldly pronounce they are none, Sir. 

My goose-cpiill too rud(‘ is to tell all your goodness 

BestoAv'd on your seivant, the Poet ; 10 

Would to (tod 1 had one like a ])cam of the sun, 

And then all the Avorld, Sir, should knoAV it ! 


IN VAIN WOULD PRUDENCE. 

In vain Avould Prud(‘nc<*, Avith decorous sneer, 
Point out a cens’ring Avorhl, and bid me fear ; 
Abo\"e that AAmrld on Avings of love J rise, 

[ knoAV its Avorst — and can that Avorst des})ist‘. 
‘Wrong’d, injured, shunn’d, unpitied, nnrednst, 
The mock’d quotation of the scorner’s jest — ’ 
Let Prudence’ direst bodements on me fall, 
Clarinda, rich reward, o'erpays them all ! 



3 Butrn^ 3 8wtn.’ 


279 


‘THOUGH FICKLE FORTUNE.’ 

Thou<jI1I Xicklo Fortune lias dceoivVl me, — 

She promis’d fair and perform’d hut ill ; 

Of mistress, friends, and wealth hereav’d me, — 
Yet 1 h(‘ar a heart shall su[)])ort mt* still. 

I’ll act Avith i)rudence as far 's I’m able, 

But if success I must never lind, 

Then come misfortune, 1 hid thee welcome. 

I’ll meet thee Avith an undaunted mind. 


‘I BURN, I BURN.’ 

‘1 BURN, I hum, as Avheii thro' ripen'd corn 
By driving winds the cracklinj>‘ flames are home.’ 

Now raving-Avild, 1 curse that fatal liight ; 

Now bless the hour Avhich charm’d my guilty sight. 

In A^ain the laws their feelde force o])pose : 

Chain’d at his feet they groan, Love's A^ampiish'd foes ; 
1 11 vain religion meets my sinking eye ; 

I dare not combat — hut 1 turn and fly ; 

Conscience in A^ain upbraids th’ unhalloAv'd lire ; 

Love grasps his scorpions -stilled they expire ! 
heason drops headlong Ironi his sacred throne, 

Your dear idea reigns and reigns alone : 

Kacli thought intoxicated homage yields, 

And riots wanton in forbidden lields ! 


By all on high adoring mortals knoAV I 
By all the conscious villain fears ])eloAV ! 

By your dear self! — the last great oath I swear; 
Nor life nor soul were ever half so dear ! 


10 
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TRAGIC FRAGMENT. 

All devil as I am, a damned wretch, 

A harden'd, stubhorn, mirepenting villain, 
vStill iny heart melts at human wretchedness ; 

And with sincere Iho’ unavailing sighs 
T view the helpless childien of distress. 

With tears indignant I behold ih’ oppressor 
Rejoicing in the honest man's destruction, 

Whoso unsnbmitting hc^art was all liis crime. 

Even you, ye helplcf^s cn^w, J pity you ; 

Ye, whom the seeming good think sin to pity; so 
Ye poor, dcs2)is'd, abandon'd vagabonds, 

Whom Vice, as usual, has turn'd o'er to Ruin. 

() but for kind, tho’ ill-re([uited friends, 

I had been driven foith like you forlorn, 

The most detested, M^orthless wridch among you I 
O injur'd God ! Thy gt»odness has endow’d me 
With talents passing most of my compeers. 

Which I in just pjo]>ortion liave a)>us'd, 

As far surijassing otlnu* common villains, 

As Thou in i\atural parts hadst given me more. 20 


THE HENPECKD HUSBAND. 

Curs’d be the man, the ])oort‘st wretch in life. 
The crouching vassal to tho tyrant wife ! 

Who has no will but by her high permission ; 
Who has not sixpence but in her possession ; 
Wiio must to her his dear friend’s secret tell ; 
Who dreads a curtain lecture worse than hell. 
Were such the wife had fallen to my part. 

I’d break her spirit, or I’d break her heart : 

I’d charm her with the juagic of a switch, 

I’d kiss her maids, and kick the perverse bitch. 
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EPIGRAM ON SAID OCCASION. 

O Dkath, hadst thou but feiDar’d his life 
Whom we, this day, lament ! 

We freely wad excdiang’d the wife, 

And a’ i^een weel cf)nlent. 


Ev'n as lie is, eaidd in his gralf, 
Tlu* swap wo yet will do't ; 
Take thou the earl in's carcase all*, 
Thou’so get the saul o' boot. 


ANOTHER. 

OiNK (Jueen Artemisia, as old stories ti ll, 

When depriv'il of h<‘r husliand she loved so well, 

111 respc'ct for th(‘ love and alYection he'd skew'd her, 
Sli (3 I'l'diic'd him to dust and she drank up the ])owd( r. 

l)ut (Jueeii Ni‘thej-plaee, of a dilf'reiit eoniplexion. 

\Vheii call'd on to order the funeral direction. 

Would have <.*at lu‘r dead lord, on a sh‘nd(‘r ])retence. 
Not to shew her respect, but— to save the expense. 


EPITAPH ON HOLY WILLIE. 

II ERK Holy Willie’s sail* worn clay 
Taks up its last abode ; 

His saul has ta<*n some other way, 

I fear tln^ left hand road. 
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Stop ! there he is, as sure 's a gun, 
Poor silly body, see him ; 

Nae wonder he ’s as black 's the grim, 
Observe wha ’s standing wi' him. 

Your briinstano devilshij>, I see. 

Has got him tluiie Instore yo ; 

But baud your nine-tail cat a- wee, 
Till ance you've heard my story. 


Your pity 1 will not iin[)l()re. 
For piiy ye have nane ; 
Justice, alas ! has gic^i him o'er. 
And mercy's day is gane. 


But JH'ar m<\ Sir, <leil as y(‘ are. 

Look something to your cr<*<lil ; 

A coof like him wad stain your name, 
If it were k^^uit ye did it. 


A JEREMIAD. 


All, wot* is me! my mother d(*ar 
A man of strife ye’ve born me ; 
For sair contention 1 maun ])ear, — 
They hate, revile, and scorn nu*. 


1 ne’er could lend on bill or bond 
That, five pt^r cent, might blest me j 
And ])orroAving, on the t'other hand — 
The deil a ane wad trust me. 
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Yet 1 , a coin-denied wight. 

By fortune quite discarded — 

10 


Yo see how I am, clay and night, 
By lad and lass blackguarded. 


ON STIRLING. 

Heuk Stnaits onco in glory reign'd. 

And laws ior Scotland’s weal ordain'd ; 
But now unrool'd tlieir ]>alace slands, 
Their sceptre ’s sway'd by other hands ; 
The injured Stuart line is gon(‘, 

A race outlandish fills their throne. 

An idiot race to honour lost, 

Who know them best, despise them most. 


LINES 

ON BKINO TOLD THAT TIIK ADOVi: VLKSLS WOUJ.D AFFKCl 

nrs mosPECTs. 

Hash mortal, and slandtToiis poet, thy name 
Shall no longer ai)])ear in the records of fame ; 

Dost not know that old Mansfield, Avho writes like the 
Bible, . 

Says the more 'tis a truth, sir, the more 'tis a libel ? 


REPLY TO THE MINISTER OF GLADSMUIR. 

Tjike Esop’s lion. Burns says, sore T feel 
All others scorn — but damn that ass's heel ! 
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LINES 

WRITTEN AND ERKSENTED TO MRS. KEMRLE, ON SEEING HER 
IN THE CHARACTER OF YARICO IN THE DUMFRIES 
THEATRE, 1 794* 

Kemiile, thou cur'st my uulx'liuf 
Of Mosos and his 3*od ; 

At Yarico’s sweet notes of grief 
T]u‘ rock with tt‘ars liad flow’d. 


LINES. 

I MURDER hate )>v ii(‘ld or Hood, 

Tho' glory's nanio may scr<‘<*n us ; 
In Avars at liame I'll spend my Idood, 
Life giving AA^ars of A'^eiius. 

Th(^ deiti<*s that J adore 

Arc social IVace aiiid Phaity ; 

I’m btdter pleas(‘d to iiuike one mor(‘, 
Than be tlu* deaith of Iwt'iity. 


LINES 

AVRITTEN ON A WINDOAV, AT THE KINO's AR3I-. ^I'AVEE'N, 
DUMFRIES. 

Ye men of Avit aiiid Aveadth, Avliy adl this siu'eriiig 
'Gainst i)oor Excisemtui ! giAU' the caiusti ai he.aring ; 
What a\r(‘ your laiiidlords’ rent-rolls? taixing ledgers: 
What i)remiers, Avhat ? even Monarchs' mighty gaiugers: 
Naiy, Avhat aire iiriests, tlios(‘ seeming godly Aviso men ? 
What are they, praiy, but spiritual Excisenion ? 
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EXTEMPORE IN THE COURT OF SESSION. 

LOKl> ADVOCATK. 

He clench’d his paniphhds in his iist. 

Tie quoted and he hinted, 

Till in a decdaniation-mist, 

Ilis argument he tint it : 

He ga])ed for’t, lie grajicd for't, 
lie fand it was awa, man ; 

But what his common sense ('ame short, 

He eki'd out wi’ law, man. 

ME. ERSKINP. 

(Collected Harry stood a wee. 

Then open'd out his arm, man : to 

His lordshi]) sat wi’ ruefu’ (‘'e. 

And eyed the gathoj’ing storm, man : 

Like wind-driv'n liail it did assail. 

(Ii* torrents owro a linn, man ; 

The Ih'iich sae wise, lift up tln ir eyes, 
llair-wauken’d wi’ tlie din. man. 


A GRACE BEFORE DINNER. 

0 Tiioi', who kindly dost ]>rovide 
For ev<‘ry creature's want ! 

We hless tiiee, God of Nature wide. 

For all thy goodness lent : 

And, if it ])iease thee. Heavenly (hiide. 

May never worse be sent ; 

But whether granted, or denied, 

Lor<l, bless us with content ! 

Amen ! 
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A FAREWELL. 

Fakewell, dear Friend ! may guid luck hit you, 
And, man|? her favourites admit you ! 

If e’er Detraction shore to smit you, 

May nane believe him ! 

And ony De’il that lliinks to get you, 

(lood Lord, deceive him ! 


ON A FRIEND. 

An honest man her<' lies at rest. 

As e’er God with his image blest ; 

The friend of man, the friend of truth, 

The friend of ago, and guide of youth : 
Few hearts lik<' liis, with virtue warm’d. 
Few heads with knowledge so inform’d : 

If there’s anoihor world, he lives in bliss; 
If there is none, he made the best of this. 


A VERSE 

COMPOSED AND REPEATED P.Y PUIRNS, TO THE MASTER OP I H 
HOUSE, ON TAKlN(f LEAVE AT A PLACE IN THE IIIGIILANns, 
WHERE HE HAD BEEN HOSPITABLY ENTERTAINED. 

When death’s <lark stream I ferry o'er, 

A time that surely shall come, 

In Heaven itself I’ll ask no more 
Than just a Highland welcome. 
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VERSES 

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW OP THE INN AT CARRON, 

We came na here to view your warks 
In ho])es to he mair wise, 

But onl}’^, lest we ^an^ to hell, 

It may he nao surprise. 

But when wo tirlecl at your door, 

Your jK)rter dou^ht na hear us ; 

Sae may, shouM we to hell’s yetis come, 
Your hilly 8ataii sair us 1 


LINES 

WRITTEN ON A PANE OP GLASS IN THE INN AT MOPPAT, 

Ask why (xod made the gem so small, 

All’ wliy so huge the granite ? 
i3oeause God meant mankind should sot 
That higher value on it. 


EPIGRAM 

WRITTEN AT INVERARY. 

Whoe’er he he that sojourns here, 

I pity much his case, 

Unless he come to wait upon 
The Lord their God, his Grace. 

There naething here but Highland pride, 
And Highland scab and hunger ; 

If Providence has sent me here, 

’Twas surely in his anger. 
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A TOAST 

GIVEN AT A MEETING OF THE DUMFRIES-SIIIRE VOLUNTEERS, 
HELD TO COMMEMORATE THE ANNIVERSARY OF RODNEY ’s 
VIC TORY, APRIL 12 , I 782. 

Instead of a boys, I’ll give you a Toast — 

Ilorc' ’s tho memory of those on the twelfth that wo lost: 
Tliat we lost, did I say? nay, by heav’n, tliat we found. 
For thoir fame it sliall last whih' the world goc's round. 
The next in succession. III i:>‘ive 3^011 the Kin^?, 

Whoe'er would betray liim, on hiejh may he swing ! 

And here's the grand fabric, our fre^e (^)nstitution. 

As built on the base of the gr(‘at Kc^volution ; 

And longer witli Politics, not to be cranim'd. 

Anarchy curs'd, and Tyi'anny damn'd ; 

And who would to Liberty c‘'er prov(‘ dislo^^al, 

Maj" his son be a hangman, and he his iirst trial ! 


EXTEMPORE, ON MR. WILLIAM SMELLIE, 

AUTHOR OF THE I'lIILOsOPHA" OF NATI^RAL HISTORY, AND 
MEMRER OF THE ANTH,>UARIAN ANT) ROYAL 
SOCIETIES OF EDINliURCTlI. 

pRocHALLAN (*ame, 

The old cock’d hat, the giTy surloul tlie same ; 
Ilis bristling beard just rising in its might, — 

*Twas four long nights and da^s to sliaving night : 
His uncomb'd grizzly locks wild staring, thatch’d 
A head for thought profound and clear, unmatch'd : 
Yet, tho' his caustic wit was biting rude. 

His heart was warm, benevolent, and good. 
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EXTEMPORE TO MR. SYME, 

ON REFUSING TO DINE WITH HIM, AFTER HAVING BEEN 
PROMISED THE FIRST OF COMPANY, AND THE 
FIRST OF COOKERY. 

No more of your guests, bo they titled or not, 
And cookery the first in the nation ; 

AVho is proof to thy personal converse and wit, 

Is proof to all other temptation. 


TO MR, SYME, 

WITH A PRESENT OF A l>OZEN OF PORTER. 

O, irAD the malt thy strength of mind, 
Or hops the flavour of thy wit, 
Twere drink for first of human kind, 
A gift that e’en for Syme wei’e fit. 

Jerusalem Tavern^ Dum/ties, 


TO JOHN M MURDO, ESQ. 

O, COULD I give thee India's wealth, 

As I this trifle send ! 

Because thy joy in both would be 
To share tliem with a friend. 

But golden sands did never grace 
The Heliconian stream ; 

Then take what gold could never buy — 
An honest Bard’s esteem. 
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ON MISS JESSY LEWARS. 

WRITTEN IN PENCIL ON THE BACK OP A MENAGERIE BILL. 

Tat.k not to me of savages 
From Afric’s burning sun, 

No savage e'c‘r could rend my heart, 

As, Ji»ssy, thou hast done. 

But Jessy’s lovely hand in niiiio, 

A mutual faitli to plight, 

Not ev’n to view (he heavenly choir 
Would he so hlest a sight. 


EPITAPH ON MISS JESSY LEWARS. 

Say, Sages, what ’s the charm on earth 
Can turn DeatlTs dart aside? 

It is not 2)urity and worth, 

Flse Jessy had not died. 


THE RECOVERY OF MISS JESSY LEWARS. 

But rarely seen sinc<‘ Nature’s birth. 

The natives of the sky ; 

Yet still one sera2>h ’s left on earth. 

For Jessy did not die. 


TO DR. MAXWELL, 

ON MISS JESSY stake’s RECOVERY. 

Maxwell, if merit here you crave. 
That merit 1 deny : 

You save fair Jessy from the grave? 
An Angel could not die. 
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THE TOAST. 

Fill me with the rosy wim% 

Call a toast, a toast <liviiio ; 

Cive tho Poet’s ilarlinjjf flame, 
Lov(jly J (\ssy he the name ; 

Th(‘ii tliou mayest freckly boast, 
Thou hast given a peerless toast. 


THE KIRK OF LAMINGTON. 

As cauld a wind as over ])lew. 

A caul del* kirk, and in't but few : 
A cauld er [>r<‘ach<T never spak : 
Ye'se a’ b(^ bet ere I come ba<'k. 


WRITTEN ON A BLANK LEAF 

or oNF or’ Miss iiannaii mokt’s works, wiiicir a lady 

HAD <JIVILN HIM. 

Thou flattering mark of friendship kind. 

Still may thy ])agi‘S call to mind 
The d<‘ar, the Ix^auteous donor : 

Though sweetly female every part. 

Yet such a head, and more the heart 
Does l)oth the sexc^s honour. 

She showed lu'r taste relim^d and just 
When she seh'cted thee, 

Yet deviating own 1 must, 

For so approving me. 10 

But kind still Ifll mind still 
Tho giver in the gift ; 

I’ll bless her and wiss her 
A Friend aboon the lift. 


L 2 
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ON THE DEATH OF A LAP-DOG, 

NAMED ECHO. 

Tn wood and wild, yo warbling throng. 
Your heavy loss deplore ; 

Now half- extinct your j^owers of song, 
Sweet Echo is no mt)re. 

Ye jarring, screeching things around. 

Scream your discordant joys ; 

Now half your din of tuneless sound 
With Echo silent lies. 


LINES WRITTEN AT LOUDON MANSE. 

The night was still, an<l o'er tin' hill 
The moon shone cm th<‘ castle wa’ ; 

The mavis sang, while dew-droi)S hang 
Around her, on the castle wa’. 

Sae merrily they danced tlio ring, 

Frae eeniii’ till the cock did craw : 

And aye the o’erword o' tlie si)ring 
Was Irvine’s bairns are bonnie a’. 


THE SOLEMN LEAGUE AND COVENANT. 

The Solemn League and Covenant 

Now brings a smile, now brings a tear : 
But sacred Freedom, too, was theirs : 

If thou’rt a slave, indulge thy sneer. 
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INSCRIPTION ON A GOBLET. 

WBITTEN IN THE HOUSE OP MR. SYME. 

There \s death in the cup — sae })cware ! 

Nay, more — there is danger in touching ; 
But wha can avoid the fell snare? 

The man and his wine ’s sae bewitching ! 


THE BOOK-WORMS. 

Tiiiiouoii and through the inspired leaves, 
Ye maggots, make your windings ; 

But, oh ! rospt'ct his lordship's taste, 

And spare his golden bindings. 


ON ROBERT RIDDELL. 

To Biddel, much-lamented man, 

This ivied cot was dear ; 

Wanderer, dost value matchless worth? 
This ivied cot revere. 


FRAGMENT. 

Now health forsakes that angel face, 
Nae jiiair my Dearie smiles ; 

Pale sickness withers ilka grace. 

And a’ my hopes beguiles. 

The cruel powers r<»ject the prayer 
I hourly mak’ for thee ; 

Ye heavens, how great is my despair, 
How can I see him dee ! 
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[THE LOYAL NATIVES VERSES. 

Ye sons of sedition, i>ive car to iny song, 

Let Symo, Lurns, and Maxwtdl pervade every throng. 
With Crackeii the altornej’’, and Mundell the cjuack. 
Send Willie the monger to hell v ith a smack. J 

lasts tan Innititil *>i a fht ittblt huais <if a (timiiinl niuUiKj., and ht 
(UdoisidtJn i>nh/()iin (f itphl 

BURNS EXTEMPORE. 

Yl triu* ‘ Jjoyal NatiAcs,* atti^nd to my song. 

In iijiroar and 1 iot ri*ioiee the niL»hl long; 

From env\ and liatred \ our corps is exiunpt ; 

But wlua-e is xour shield from the darts of contemj)! ? 


REMORSE. 

Oi all the numerous ills that hint oui peace, 

That i>iess the soul, or wring the mind with anguish. 
Beyond compai ison tin* worst an* those 
That to our foIl\ or <Hir guilt vt* o\se. 

In every otlnu' <-ircumstanc(*. tin* mind 
Has this to ‘^ay * It was no deed of min(» : ' 

Hut when to all the i*\ il of misfortune 

This sting is ad<h*d * Blann thy foolish self I* 

Or worser tar, the jiang'^ of keen lu niorse. 

The torturing, gnawing consciousness of guilt n 

Of guilt, pel haps, Avhei'(‘ A\i*'\<* iinolved others. 

The }oung, the innocent, vho fondly lov'd us. 

Nay, mon*, that V(‘ry love th(*ir cause* of ruin ! 

O ])uining lull! in all thy ston* ot t<ninents, 

Thei o 's not a kee*ner lash ! 

Liv(*s then* a man so linn, who while his heart 
Feels all the hitter horrois of his crime, 

Ct-m reason down its agonizing thi’ohs ; 

And, aft(*r projior pui’iioso of am<*ndment, 

(Jan firmly foic'e his jarring thoughts to peace? 

O, happy, hap|)y, I'liviahlo man ! 

O glorious magnanimity of soul ! 
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THE TOAD-EATER. 

WiiAT of earls whom you have siq>t. 

And of dukes that you dined with yestrec^n ? 
Lonl ! an insect ’s an insect at most, 

Though it crawl on the curls of a Queen. 


EXTEMPORE. 

ON PASSIN(i A r\I)Y's <’ARinA(JE. 

If you rattle along lik<' your mistress's tongue. 

Vour sp(‘(‘d will out-rival the dart : 

Hut, a lly foi- your load, you'll break down on tlie road. 
If your stulf ])e as rotten 's her heart. 


EPIGRAM. 

When , deceasi'd, to the devil w<‘nt down, 

*Twas nothing would st‘rv(» him hut Satan's own crown : 

‘ Thy fool's h(*ad.' quoth Satan, ‘that crown shall W(‘ar never. 
1 grant thou'rt as wicked, hut not ([uite so clever.' 


LINES INSCRIBED ON A PLATTER. 

My blessings on ye, honest wife, 

I ne'er was lua-e before : 

Ye've wt'alth o' gear for spoon and knife- 

II eart could not wish for more. 

Heaven keep you clear of sturt and strife. 
Till tar ayont tour score. 

And whihj I toddle on thr<»' life, 

ITl ne'er gae by your door ! 
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TO MR. RENTON, BERWICK. 

Your billet, sir, I grant receipt; 

Wi’ you I'll cantor ony gate, 

Though ’two re a trip to yon blue warl’, 
Where birkies march on ])iirning marl : 
Then, sir, God willing, I'll attend yo, 
And to his goodness I commend yo. 

K. Burns. 


ON MR. M MURDO, 

CHAMBERLAIN TO THE DUKE OF QUEENSBERRY. 

Blest be M^lNlurdo to his latest day. 

No envious cloud o'c^rcast his 'evening ray ; 
No wrinkle furrow'd by the hand of care, 
Nor ever sorrow add one silver hair ! 

Oh, may no son the father's honour stain, 
Nor ever daughter give the mother j^ain. 


TO A LADY 

WHO W\S LOOKING UP THE TEXT DURING SERMON. 

Fair maid, you need not take the hint. 

Nor idle texts ]>iirsue : 

'Twas (juiUij t^inners that he meant — 

Not iUKjds such as you ! 


IMPROMPTU. 

How daur yo ca’ mo howlot faco, 
Yo ugly, glowering spectre? 

My face was but the keekin’ glass, 
An’ there ye saw your jiicture. 
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THE SELKIRK GRACE. 

Some liao meat, and eanna oat, 

And some wad eat that want it : 
JUit we hae moat anti we can eat. 
And sae the Lord }>e tliankit. 


ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF PEG NICHOLSON. 

pK(r Nit’H 0 L> 30 N wao a ^utle ]>ay mare. 

As ovt'i* tiodt* on aim; 

But now slice’s lloating down tlu‘ Nitli. 

An’ past the mouth o' Cairn. 

Pe^ Nicdiolson was a giidt* Imy mare, 

An’ rode thro’ tiiiek an’ thin : 

But now she's floating down the Nith. 

An’ wanting t^ven the .skin. 

Peg Nicholson was a glide bay mare. 

An’ ance slu‘ l>art‘ a priest ; 10 

But now she's floating down tlit‘ Nitli, 

For Solway fi.sh a feast. 

Peg Nicholstui was a glide bay man*. 

An’ the pri(\st lie rode ht*r sail* ; 

An’ midklo opprt‘s>,\l an' bruised she was. 

As priest-rid cattle are. 


TO JOHN TAYLOR. 

With Pegasus upon a day, 

Apollo, weary flying, -- 
Through frosty hills the journt*y lay, - 
On foot the way was plying. 
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Poor slip-shod giddy Pegasus 
Was but a Sony walker ; 

To Vulcan then Apollo goes. 

To get a frosty calker. 

Oliliging Vulcan fell to work, 
Threw by his coat and bonnet, 
And did Bol’s business in a crack ; 
Sol paid him with a sonnet. 


Ve Vulcan's sons of Wanlockhc'ad, 
Pity my sad disaster; 

My Pegasus is poorly shod 
I'll pay you like my master. 


LINES WRITTEN ON A BANKNOTE. 

Wak worth tliy power, thou cursed leaf I 
Fell source o' a’ my woe and grief! 

For lack o' thee Fve lost my lass ! 

For lack o’ thee I scrimp my glass ! 

T see the childnui of ailliction 
Ujiaided, thro’ tby curs'd rt‘striction. 

I’ve seen the o]>pressor’s cruel smile 
Amid his haph*ss victim's sjioil, 

And for thy ])otence vain have wuss'd 
To crush the villain iii the dust. lo 

For lack o’ thee I leave this much-lov'd shore. 
Never, perhaps, to greet old Scotland more. 
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EPIGRAM ON A NOTED COXCOMB. 

Ijight lay the earth on Billy’s breast. 
His chicken heart so tender ; 

But build a castle on his head, 

Ilis skull will prop it under. 


TAM THE CHAPMAN. 

As Tain lh<* Chapman on a day 
Wi' Dt'ath for^atlun'd by the way, 

Wool i)leas‘d, li(» gn'cts a wight sae famous. 

And Deatli was iiae less x>leascd wi' Thomas, 

Wha cheerfully lays down the pack. 

And thor<' blaws up a hearty crack ; 

His social, friendly, honest heart, 
vSao tickled Death they couhl na part : 

Sae after viewing knives and garters. 

Death takes him haiue to gie him (juarters. 10 


VERSES ADDRESSED TO J. RANKINE. 

I AM a keeper of the law 

III some sma’ points, altho' not a' : 

Some pt‘oplo tell mo gin 1 fi\\ 

Ae way or ither. 

The breaking of ae point, tho' sma'. 

Breaks a’ thegither, 

1 hae ]>een in for't ance or twice. 

And winna say owre far for thrice, 

Yet iKwer met with that surprise 

That broke my rest ; 10 

But now a rumour 's like to rise, 

A whaup 's i’ the nest. 

5 
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LINES 

SirppoSED TO IIAVi: BEEN WKITTEN BY BUKNS, AND FORWARDED 
TO JOHN RANKIN E, AYRSHIRE. IMMEDIATELY 
Al'TER THE POEt's DECEASE. 

He who ot‘ Kankino saiii^*. lies stiff and dead^ 

And a ^Teon grassy hilloc'k hidt‘s liis lioad ; 

Alas ! alas ! a devilish chani»e indeed ! 


ON HIMSELF. 

Hel’e conH‘s Hums 
On liosiiijinte ; 

Sh(‘ 's <lainnM poor. 

But he’s damn'd eanty ! 


GRACE BEFORE MEAT. 

0 Lohd, wlieii hun^i‘i' j>inehes sor(‘. 

Do thou stand us in iM‘e<l. 

And semi us IVoin thy l)ounttM>us store. 
.V tui> or wetluT ]i<*a<] ! Anu*n. 


ON COMMISSARY GOLDIES BRAINS. 

la»Ki), to account wlio dar(*s thee call. 

Oi* e'er dispute thy pleasure? 

Klse why within so tliick a wall 
Enclosi' so pool* a treasure? 
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IMPROMPTU 

ON AN INNKEEPKR NAMED liAfON, AVllO INTRUDED HIMSELF 
INTO ALL COMPANIES. 

At Browiiliill wo always dainty i?ood clioor. 

And plenty of ])aooii (‘aoh day in tli(‘ year; 

W(‘'vo all things that 's ni('<‘, and mostly in season. 
But why always Pkuod - com<‘. oivo mo a ix‘ason ? 


ADDRESSED TO A LADY 

WHOM Tin: vuthor pearli* hi: had offended. 

Brs'i’Tc -ity's unuainly form 

May ('loud tin* hii^host mind : 

But when the ]i(*art is nohly warm. 

'I'h(* u<;od (‘X<Mis(‘ will hud. 

Bro])rioty's cold cautious ruh'S 
\N^\rm tervour may o'lulook : 

But spar(‘ ]>oor staisihiliiy 

'ilio uiii4ontl(‘. harsli r(*huk(‘. 


ON MARIA. 

• Praise Woman still,' his lordship roars; 

*l)(*sorv<‘d or not. no matti'i* ! ' 

But th(‘(*, whom all my soul adori's, 

Bvtai Flattery cannot llath'r. 

Maria, all my thought and dn^am. 

Inspires my vocal shell ; 
l"ho more' r i>raise my lovely theme. 

Tht‘ mor<' the truth L tell. 
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TO THE BEAUTIFUL ELIZA J N. 

How, Liberty ! girl, cuu it be by thee named ? 

And Eiiuality too ! liussey, art not asliained ? 

Free and Equal, indeed ? while mankind thou onchainest. 
And over their hearts a luoud despot thou rei^nesi ! 


ON A REQUEST OF CHLORIS. 

From a white-blossom'd sloe my dear Chloris requested 
A spri^ her tail* breast to adorn ; 

No, by heavens ! I exclaimed, let me ]>(‘rish if ever 
I plant in that bosoin a thorn ! 


TO MR. MACKENZIE, SURGEON, MAUCHLINE. 

Friday first ’s llie day nj)point(‘d 
By the Ri^ht Worshipful an(uni(*d, 

IV) hold our j^rand ])roei‘ssion ; 

To g(‘t a blad o' Johnie's morals, 

And taste a swatch o' jManson’s barrids 
I’ the way of our proh‘ssion. 

The Master and th<‘ Brotluu'hood 
Would a' be j»Iad to st e you ; 

For me I would be mair than j)roud 
To share' the mercies wi’ you. 

If Death, then, wi' skaith, then, 

Home mortal heart is hechtin’, 
rnform him, and storm him, 

That Saturday you'll fecht him. 

lioBKUT Burns. 


Mossgiely yin. M. 5790. 
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TO AN ARTIST. 

Dear — , I']l gio yo some advicQ 
You’ll tak it no uncivil : 

You shouldna x)aint at angels niair, 
But try and j)aint the devil. 

To paint an angel ’s kittle wark,. 

Wi’ auld Nick there's less danger; 
You'll easy draw a weel-kent face, 
But no sae we<‘l a stranger. 


LINES WRITTEN ON A TUMBLER. 

You're wc‘1 conus Willi<' 8 t<‘wart ; 

You're wcdcoiiK*, Willi<‘ St(‘wart ; 

There 's ne’er a flower that blooms in May, 
That's half sae welcome's thou art. 

Come, bumpers high, express your joy, 

Tiuj bowl wo inauii renew it ; 

The ta])pit-hen, ga(‘ ])ring lu‘r ben, 

To w<‘lc()m(' AViIlit‘ Stc‘wart. 

May foes bti si rang, and friends bo slack. 
Ilk action may 1 h‘ rue it : 

May woman 011 him turn her back. 

That wrangs thee, Willie Stewart I 


ON MR. W. CRUIKSHANK 

OF THE HHHI SCHOOL, EDINBUROH. 

Honest Will to heaven is gane, 
And niony shall lament him ; 
His faults they a’ in Latin lay, 

In English nano o’er kent them. 


10 
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INSCRIBED ON A TAVERN WINDOW. 

l^noTT (Tn^ybcanl, old Wisdom, may.^t boast of thy treasures 
Give me ^vi^h yomiu* Folly to live : ^ 

I qraiit tlu'O thy ealm-blooded, time-settled pleasures ; 
But Folly has raptures to give. 


LINES 

WRITTEN EXTEMPORE IN A LADV's POC’K ET-BOOK. 

I MISS Ki:NXT:nY. SISTER-IX-TAAV of (iAVIX HAMILTON. 

Grant iiks iudulgent ITeav‘n, that I may live 
To s(‘o the iiiiscrc*anls i(‘el tlie ])aius ilu y give) : 
Deal Fr<‘<'dom's sa<'red treasures as air. 

Till slave and des])ot b(‘ Imt things whicdi were. 


A FRAGMENT. 

Xo cold ap])roaeh, no alt(‘r<‘d mien : 

Just what would make sus})i( ion start ; 
Xo pause the dirt‘ <‘xtremes b(^i^^'e(Ul, 

He made nu* blost, aiul bioke my lu'art. 


ON MARIA DANCING. 

How gracefully Maria l(‘ads thti dance ! 

She ’s life itself. 1 ikauu- saw a foot 
So nindde and so eh'gard ; it speaks, 

And the swec*t Avhisjiering jxxdry it makes 
Shames, the musician. 

or The I'hst oj Jmu, 
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THANKSGIVING FOR VICTORY. 

Ye hypocrites! aro these yonr pranks? 

To niiirder iiieii, aii<t give God thanks? 
Desist for shamc^ ! proceed no fiirllier! 

God won't accept your thanks for iiuirthor ! 


TO ^ - — . 

SiK, 

Yours this moment I unseal. 

And, faith ! 1 am ^ay and hearty ! 
To tell tin* truth an* shaim* the Deil. 
I am as fu* as Ihirtio : 

But Foorsday. Sir, my promise l(‘al. 

Expect me o' your ]>arty. 

If on a hi‘asti<‘ I ('an spool. 

Or hurl in a eartie. 


TO ALEX. CUNNINGHAM, WRITER. 

Mv' o()dlik(‘ fri(‘inl - nay ! do not start* : 

You think tin* i>hrasi* is odd-like ! 

But (iod is lo\<‘ the Saints declan*, 

Th(*n surely tliou art God-liko ! 

And is thy ardour still the saim* ? 

And kindled still at Anna V 
()th(‘rs may boast a ])artial tlann*. 

But thou art a volcano ! 

Ev'n Wedlock asks not lovi* beyond 
Death's ti(*-dissolvino* portal ! 

But thou, omni 2 )otently fond, 

Mayst promise love imiuortsd. 
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GRACE AFTER MEAT. 

O Thou, in whom ‘wo live and move 
Who mad’st tho sea and shore ; 

Tliy goodness constantly we prove. 
And grateful would adore. 

And if it ])h'ase thee, Pow’r above, 
Still grant us, with such store, 

The friend wo trust, tho fair we love, 
And we desire no inert'. 


ANOTHER. 

Lord, we thank an’ thee adoro 

For temp’ral gifts wo little merit ; 
At prest nt we will ask no mort‘. 

Lot William Hyslop give the spirit. 


ANOTHER. 

O Lord, since wo, liavt' ft'asted thus. 
Which we so little merit. 

Let Meg now take away th<^ llesh 
And Jock bring in the spirit ! 


EXTEMPORE LINES, 

IN ANSWER TO A C ARD FROM AN INTIMATE FRIEND OF RUKN^, 
WISHING HIM TO SPEND AN HOUR AT A TAVERN. 

The King’s most humble s(*rvant, I 
Can scarcely spare a minute ; 

But I’ll be wi’ ye by an’ bye ; 
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MY BOTTLE. 

My bottle is my lioly pool, 

That heals thp wounds o’ care an’ dool, 
And pleasure is a wanton trout, 

An’ ye drink it a’ ye'll find him out. 


ON A SWEARING COXCOMB. 

Herk cursing swearing Burton lies, 

A Imek, a bean, or Dcui-wif-cucs ! 

Who in this life did little good. 

And whose last words were Dem-mtj lAood ! 


ON ANDREW TURNER. 

In se'enteen hiinder an’ forty-nine, 
The deil gat stidf to inak a swine. 
An’ cuist it iii a corner ; 

But by and by he changed his plan, 
An' made it something like a man. 
An' ca'd it Andrew Turner. 


ON JAMES GRACIE 

DEAN OF GUILD FOR DUMFRIES. 

Gracie, thou art a man of worth, 

O be thou dean for ever ! 

May he be damnc<l to hell henceforth 
Who fauts thy weight or measure. 
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LINES 

WRITTEN ITNDER THE PICTURE OF MISS BURNS. 

(^j:as 7 % yo prudos. your onvious rai]iric>'. 
Lovely iliinis lias eliarins — confess : 
Tnu' it is, she lia<l 0110 failing, 

Had a woman <‘ver less? 


ON MISS J. SCOTT. OF AYR. 

On ! had each Scot of ancient times 
Been, Jeanii^ Scott, as thou art. 

The l>rav(‘st heart on English ground 
Had yieldeil lik(‘ t\ coward. 


EPIGRAM ON CAPTAIN FRANCIS GROSE. 

THE CELEBRATED A NTI(jTL\ BY. 

The D(‘vil got notice that was a-dying. 

So whip ! at tlie summons, ohl Satan camc' flying ; 

But when lie aj)])roach'd whca'i' ]K)or Francis lay nioaniiu' 
And saw each hed-post with its l)urden a-groaning. 
Astonish’d, confound(*d, criiMl Satan, ‘ By (fod. 

I’ll want ’im, ere 1 take* such a damnahh* load.’ 


EPIGRAM ON ELPHINSTONE’S TRANSLATION 

OF MARTIAL’S EPIGRAMS. 

() TuoT" wnom Poetry aldiors, 

Whom Prose has turneil out of doors, 

Ileard’st thou you groan ?- proceed no furth(*r. 
'Twas laurel'd Martial calling murth(*r. 
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REPLY TO A NOTE FROM CAPT. RIDDELL. 

Deak Sir, at ony time or ticlo, 

JVl rath<*r sit with you than ride, 

Tho’ ’tw(a*c wi’ royal (loordi«' ; 

And troth ! your kindness, soon and late, 

Aft ^ars mo to niystd look hlato : 

The Lord in Heaven rt‘ward yo ! 


ON A COUNTRY LAIRD. 

Hj.ess J<‘sus (dirist, () Cai'doiu'ss, 
With ^raitd’ul lifte<l <‘y(‘S, 

Wlio said tliat not th<» siail alone. 

Ihit hody too, sliall rise : 

For liad lie said ‘The soul alom* 
From d('ath J an ill dcdivei,' 
Alas, alas I () Cardoness, 

Then hadst tlioii lain for ever I 


ON BEING SHEWN A BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY 

SEAT. 

Wi: i’rant they're tliiiu*, those h(*auti<'S all. 

So lov<*ly in our eye : 

Keep them, thou <'imueh, I'ardoness. 

For others to enjoy ! 


ON SEEING THE BEAUTIFUL SEAT OF 
LORD GALLOWAY. 

WiiAT d<)st thou in that mansion fair? 

Flit, Galloway, ami tind 
Sonu' narrow, dirty, dunm'on <*ave. 

The jiieture of thy mind I 



310 




ON THE SAME. 

No Stewart art thou, Galloway, 

The Stewarts all were brave ; 
Besides, the Stewarts were but fools, 
Not one of them a knave. 


ON THE SAME. 

EKicfHT rail thy lino, O Galloway, 
Thro' many a far-fam'd sire ; 

So ran the far-fam*d Roman way, 
So ended in a mire ! 


TO THE SAME, 

ON THE AUTHOR 15EINO THREATENED WITH HIS RESENTMENT. 

Spake me thy veii^^cance. Galloway, 

In (£uiet let mo live : 

I ask no kindness at thy hand. 

For thou hast none to give. 


VERSES TO J. RANKINE. 

Ae day, as l>eath, that gnisome carl, 

Was driving to the tither warT 
A mixtie-maxtie motley squad, 

And mony a guilt-])espotted lad ; 

Black gowns of each denomination. 

And thieves of every rank and station, 
From him that wears the star and garter, 
To him that wintlos in a halter ; 

Asham’d himsel to see the wretches. 

He mutters, glowrin’ at the bitches, 
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^ By God ! I’ll not be seen behint them, 
Nor ’mang the spiritual core present them, 
Without at least ae honest man 
To grace this damn’d infernal clan.’ 

By Adamhill a glance he threw, 

‘ Lord God ! ’ quoth he, ^ I have it now, 
There’s just the man I want, i’ faith!’ 
And quickly stoppit Rankiiie’s breath. 


* EXTEMPORANEOUS EFFUSION, 

ON BEING APPOINTED TO THE EXCISE. 

Seak( iiiNG auld wivc.s' l>aiTeJs,- - 
Oc hono the day ! 

That clarty barm should stain my laurels ; 
But — what’ll ye say? 

These movin' things, ca'd wives and weans. 
Wad move the very hearts o’ stanes ! 


ON HEARING THAT THERE WAS FALSEHOOD IN 

THE REV. DR. BABINGTON’S VERY LOOKS. 

Tjiat tlu'iv is falsehood in his looks 
I must and will deny : 

They siiy their master is a knave— 

And sure they do not lie. 


POVERTY. 

In politics if thou wouldst mix, 

And mean thy fortunes be ; 

Bear this in mind, be deaf and blind. 
Let great folks hear and see. 
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Sic. 


EPITAPH ON A SCHOOLMASTER. 

IN CLKISII PAKISII, JvrNUO^SS-SIlIllE. 

Heke lie Willie Michie's bmies ; 

O Satan, wlioii ye tak him, 

Gie him the schoolin’ ot* your weans, 
Por clever deils he'll mak them ! 


EPITAPH ON WILLIAM NICOL, 

OF THE llKwir S( JiOOL, EDlNlJUIUni. 

Ye ma, ingots, teed oil Nicol’s lirain. 

For few sic feasts ye've gotten. 
And fix your claws in Nicol’s heart, 
For deil a bit o't ’s rotten. 


EPITAPH ON A HENPECKED COUNTRY SQUIRE. 

As lather Adam lirst A\as tooled 
(A case that 's still too common^ 

Here lies a man a Avoman ruled, 

' The Devil rul<‘d tin* woman. 


EPITAPH ON A SUICIDE. 

FAiriHED up, lier<5 lies an imp of li<‘ll 
Planted by Satan's dibble : 

Poor dlly wretch, he’s damned himsel 
To save the Loid the trouble. 
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EPITAPH ON MY FATHER. 

O YE, whose cheek the tear of pity stsiins, 

Draw nefir witli jiioiis rev'reiico and attend ! 

Here lie the loving husband’s dear remains, 

The tender father, and the genVous friend. 

The pitying heart that telt for liunian woe ; 

The dauntless heart that fear’d no human pride ; 
The friend of man, to vice alone a foe ; 

For ^ ev’n his failings loan'd to virtue’s side.’ 


EPITAPH ON JOHN DOVE, 

INNKEEFEli. MAUCIILINE. 

Here lies Johnny Pidgeun ; 

What was his religion ? 

Wha e'er desires to ken. 

To some other warl’ 

Maun follow the carl. 

For li(‘re Johnny J*i<lgoon had naiie ! 
Strong ale was ablution. 

Small beer persecution. 

A dram was niemenlo inori ; 

But a full flowing bo\N 1 
Was the saving his soul, 

And port was celestial glory. 


EPITAPH ON JOHN BUSHBY, 

WRITER, DUMFRIES. 

Here lies John Bushby, honest man ! 
Cheat him, Devil, if you can. 


10 
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EPITAPH ON A WAG IN MAUCHLINE. 

Lament him, Maiieliliiio husbands a’, 

He afteii did as^^isfc yo ; 

For had 30 staid wliole weeks awa, 

Your wives they neVr had miss’d ye. 

Ye Mauchline bairns, as on ye pass 
To s(‘hool in bands tlu j^illier, 

O tread yo lightly on liis ^^i*ass ; 

Perhaps he was your lather. 


EPITAPH ON A PERSON NICKNAMED 
‘THE MARQUIS/ 

WHO nKSIIlEl> nUKNS TO WHITE ONE ON HIM. 

Here lies a mock Manpiis wlioso titles were shamm'c 
If ever lu‘ rise, it will 1x3 to b(' daiiinM. 


EPITAPH ON WALTER RIDDELL. 

Hiv a reptile was Wad, 

Sic i\ miscreant shive, 

That the worms ov’n ikimiiM him 
When laid in liis grave, 

‘In his flesh there’s a faniino/ 

A starv’d reptile cries ; 

* An’ Ids heart is rank x^oi^on,’ 
Another rex>lics. 



QUteceffaneou®, 


315 


EPITAPH ON GABRIEL RICHARDSON, 

ITkke brewer Gabriel’s lire’s extinct, 

Ami empty are liis barrels ; 

He 's blest, if as he ])i*(‘W(‘(l he drink, — 
This man of honest morals ! 


EPITAPH FOR GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

The ]>ooi* man W('eps h<‘r(‘ (hivin shs'ps. 

AAdioin eantinL»- ^\ retches ]>lanrd : 

Ihit witli such as lu\ whert'\‘r he bi‘. 

May 1 bo sav'd or damn'd I 


EPITAPH FOR ROBERT AIKEN, ESQ. 

Know tliou, O stranuis* to th(‘ fanu* 

Of this much h>v'd, much honour'd name, 
(For none that knew him need be told) 

A warmer heart <.lv‘ath ne'er made cold. 


epitaph on a celebrated ruling elder. 

Heue souter Hood in Death does sleep ; 

To Hell, it’ he 's ^oiie thither, 

►Satan, gi(» him thy ^(^ar to ke(‘2>7 
lie’ll hand it wool ihegither. 



iSpteiteBf Sic- 
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EPITAPH ON WEE JOHNNY. 

Ific Jacet wee Johnny, 

Wiioe’eu Ihou art, O reader, know 
That death has murder'd Johnny ! 
An’ hero* his body lies fu’ low ; 

For saul — ho no'or had ony. 


EPITAPH ON A NOISY POLEMIC. 

Below thir staiies lie Jamie’s banes : 

O Death, it 's my ojnnion, 

Tliou ne’er took such a l>l(‘th’rin' Intch 
Into thy dark dominion ! 


EPITAPH ON JAMES GRIEVE, LAIRD OF 
BOGHEAD. 

Here lies Boghead aniaiif*’ the dead 
In hopes to get salvation ; 

But if such as he in Ileavtai may be, 
Then welcome — hail ! damnation. 



II. 
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MARY MORISON. 

0 Mary, at thy win<low be. 

It is the wish’d, the trysted hour ! 

Those smiles and glances let me see, 

That make th(» miser’s treasure poor : 

JIow blythely wad I bide the stoure, 

A weary slav<' frae sun to sun. 

Could I the rich reward secure. 

The lovely Llary Morison. 

Yestreen, when to the trembling string 

The dance gaed thro’ tln^ lighted ha’, lo 

To thee my fancy took its wing, 

I sat, but mither heard nor saw : 

Tho’ this was fair, and that was braw. 

And yon the toast of a' the town, 

1 sigh’d, and said amang them a’, 

‘ Yt» are na Mary Morison.' 

O Mary, canst thou wreck his peace, 

Wha for thy sake wad gladly die? 

Or canst thou break that heart of his, 

Whase only faut is loving thee? 20 

If love for love thou w’ilt na gie, 

At least bo pity to 1110 shown ! 

A thought ungentle canna be 
The thought o’ Mary Morison. 
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MY LOVE IS LIKE A RED RED ROSE. 

Mv l()vt‘ is like* ii red led rose 
That’s newly si>riing in June: 

My love is like* the nielodio 
That ’s .swe'etly play’d in IniK*. 

So fair art tlion, my honnio lass. 

So de*t‘j) in love* am I : 

And I will lovo the*!* still, my ele‘ar. 

Till a' the* se*as i»:an!4 elry. 

Till a’ tin* se*as ^an.t»‘ elrv, jny dt‘ar. 

And the* roe ks me*h wi' the sun : 

And r will le)ve thee* still, my ele*ar. 
While* the* sands o* life* shall rnn. 

A net fare* the‘e wee*l, my e)nly le)ve*. 

Anel tare* the*!* weel awhile*! 

And I will ce>me* a.i‘'aiii, my love*, 

Tho' it we*re te‘n thousand mile*. 


AFTON WATER. 

Flow gently, swe*e*t Afteni, ainoni»- tliv ^^reen hiae**^. 
Flow gently. I'll sing the*e a semg in thy praise* ; 
My Mary's aslee'p hv thy min*innring strt*am, 

Flow gently, swee t Afton, disturb not he*r dr<*ain. 


Thon stock-dove.* whose* e*c*ho re-sounds thro* the glen. 
Ye wilel whistling blackbirels in yem thorny don, 
Thou green-crostod lai)wing, thy se-reaming forbe*ar, 

I ediarge*. ye^u elistiirb not my slnin])e‘ring fair. 
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How lofty, sweet Afton, thy noigh})ourin^ hills, 

Far mark’d with the courses of clear winding rills : lo 

There daily I wander as noon rises high, 

My flocks and niy Mary’s sweet cot in my oye. 

How pleasant thy hanks and green valleys below, 

Whcio wild in tlie woodlands the primroses blow : 

There oft as mild ev’ning wec^js over the lea, 

The swei't-scented bilk shades my Mary and mo. 

Thy crystal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides. 

And winds l)y the cot wlier(‘ my Mary residi's : 

IIow wanton thy wateis her snowy fe<'t lave. 

As gathering swt'ot flow’rets she stems thy ch^ar wave. 20 

Flow gently, sweid Afton, among thy green bracks. 

Flow g(*ntly, sw(‘et river, the tluaiu' of my lays ; 

My Mary \s aslec‘p by thy murmuring stream. 

Flow gently, sw(’et Afton, <listurb iu»t h(*r dream. 


GO FETCH TO ME A PINT O’ WINE. 

fetch to me a i>int o' wims 
AiF till it in a silvcu’ tassie ; 

That I may drink, })efore i go, 

A servic(‘ to my bonnie lassie. 

The boat rocks at the pier o' Iji'ith, 

Fu' loud the wind blaws frae the ferry. 

The ship rides by the Berwick-law, 

And I maim leave my bonnie Mary. 

The tru mints sound, the banners fly. 

The glittering spears are ranked ready : 10 

The shouts o' war are lu‘ard afar. 

The battle clost^s thick and bloody ; 

But it \s no the roar o’ sea or shore 
Wad mak me Linger wish to tarry : 

Nor shout o’ war that ’s hoard afar, 

It 's leaving thee, my bonnie Mary. 
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HIGHLAND MARY. 

Ye banks, and braes, and streams around 
The castle o* Montgomery, 

Green be your woods, and fair your flowers. 

Your Avaters never drumlie ! 

There simmer lirst unfauld her robes. 

And there the langest tarry ; 

For ihtuo T took tlio last faroweel 
O' my sweet Highland Mary. 

How sweetly bloom’d the gay green birk. 

How rich the hawthorn’s blossom, lo 

As underneath their fragrant shade 
I clasp’d her to my ])osom ! 

The golden houiAS on angi*l Avings 
FleAA’^ o'er mo and my dearie ; 

For dear to me as light and life 
Was my sAVoet Highland Maiy. 

Wi’ mony a a'oaa', and lock'd embrace. 

Our parting was fu’ tender ; 

And, phnlging aft to meet again, 

We t<u<‘ oursels asunder ; 20 

But oh ! fell death’s untimely frost, 

That nipt my floAver Sfie early ! 

Noav green 's the sod, and cauld ’s the clay. 

That Avraps my Highland Mary ! 

O pale, pale iioaa , those rosy lips. 

I aft have kiss’d sae fondly ! 

And closed for aye the sparkling glance, 

That dAvelt on me sae kindly ! 

And mould 'ring now in silent dust, 

That heart that lo’ed me dearly ! 3 ° 

But still within my bosom’s core 
Shall live my Highland Maiy. 
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^0 QUrttj in %tAvtn. 


TO MARY IN HEAVEN, 

Thou lingering star, with lessening ray, 

That lov'st to gr(‘et the early niorn. 

Again thou usherest in the day 
My Maiy from my soul was torn. 

() Mary ! dear d(‘])arttHl sliade ! 

Where is thy placid of blissful rest? 

Seost thou thy lovia* lowly laid? 

Hear’st thou tlu^ groans that rend liis l)r(‘ast? 

That sacred hour can I forget ? 

Can I forget th<‘ liallowM grov<\ lo 

Where by the winding Ayr W(‘ met. 

To live one day ot Jov<‘? 

Eternity will not efface' 

Those records d(‘ar of trans])orts past ; 

Thy image' at our last <‘nibi*ac<‘ 

Ah ! little thought e 'twas our last ! 

Ayi* gurgling kiss'd his ]H'bbh‘d shore. 

O’orhung witli Avild woo<ls, tliickening gri'en ; 

Tlie fragrant birch, and hawthorn ho.ir. 

Twin'd amorous round the raptur'd sctaie. 20 

The tloweis S2)rang wanton to be prest, 

The birds sang love on ev'rv spray. 

Till too too soon, the glowing wi'st 
Proclaim'd the sliced of winged ilay. 

Still o’er tlu'so sctuies my mejnory Avaki's, 

And fondly broods with miser care! 

Time but the ini])ression dt‘e])('r makc's. 

As streams their channels dt i‘[)er wear. 

My Mary, dear d(‘i)ai ti‘d shade! 

Where is thy blissful jdace of rest? 30 

8eest thou thy lover lowly laid? 

Hear’st thou the groans that rend his breast ^ 


M 
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MY NANNIE O. 

l^i:niNi> you hills where Lugur Hows, 

’Mang moors an’ mosses many O, 

The wintry sun the day has clos’d, 

And I'll awa’ to Kannie O. 

The westlin Aviiul l)laws loud an’ shill. 

The night's ])aith mirk and rainy (); 

Hut ril get my ])laid, an' out I'll sh^al, 

An' (►wr(‘ the hill to Nannie (). 

IVIy Nannie's charming, swtM‘t, an' young: 

Nat‘ artru’ wiles to win yt* () : 

May ill Ixda' the tlattei ing tongm^ 

That wad Ix'guile my Nhinnit* O. 

iter fac<‘ is fair, her heart is true. 

As spotless as she's honnie O: 

The opejiing gowan, wat wi' dew, 

Nae purer is than Nannie (). 

A country la<l is my degree, 

An' tew there he that k<‘n m(‘ () ; 

Hut what care 1 how few they he, 

f'jii w<dconn‘ aye to Nannhi O. ^ 

My riches a' s jny penny-fee. 

An' 1 maun gui(l(‘ it cannit* O ; 

Hut warl's gear ne'(T trouhh's nu', 

^[y thoughts are a’ my Nannie O. 

Our auld Ctuidman delights to view 
Ilis sh<H*p an’ kyo thrive bonnio O ; 

But I’m as hlytln^ that hands his plough. 

An’ has nae care hut Nannie O. 

Come wool, come woe, I care na by, 

I'll tak what lleav’n will send mo O ; 

Nae itlier care in life have I, 

But live, ail’ love my Nannie O. 
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AE FOND KISS. 

Ak fond kiss, und then we sever ! 

Ae fareweel, alas, for ever ! 

Deep in heart-wrung tears 111 pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans 111 wage thee. 

Who shall say that fortune grieves him 
While the star of hope she leaves him ? 

Me, nae cheerfu’ twinkle lights me. 

Dark despair around benights me. 

Ill ne'er blame my })artial fancy, 

Naething could resist my Nancy ; lo 

But to see her was to love her, 

Love but her, and lov(‘ for ever. 

Had we never lov'd sat^ kindly. 

Had we never lov'd sae blindly. 

Never ni<‘t or nevtu* [)art<Ml, 

We had ne'er bi*i*n brokeii-hi‘arted. 

Fare tlu‘e wed, thou first and fairest ! 

Fare thet‘ wind, thou best and dealest ! 

Thine bt‘ ilka joy and treasure, 

Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure. 20 

Ae fond kiss, and then sever; 

Ae fareweel, alas, for twer ! 

Deep in heart- wrung tears I'll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 


MY NANNIE’S AWA. 

^ow in her green mantle blythe Nature arrays, 

And listens tlie lambkins that bleat o'er the braes, 
Whih^ birds warble welcomes in ilkji green shaw ; 
to mo it's delightloss- my Nannie's awa. 

ike snaw-drap and primrose our woodlands adorn, 
And violets bathe in the weet o’ the morn : 
riicy jxxin my sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaw, 
ikey iiiiiid mo o’ Nannie -and Nannie’s awa 
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Thou laverock that springs frao the dews o’ the lawi 
The shei)herd to warn o’ the grey-breaking dawn, 
And thou, mellow mavis, that hails tho night-fa’, 

Gio over for pity — my Nannio 's awa. 

Come autumn sae pell^>ive, in yellow and gray, 

And soothe me wi’ tidin£»s o’ naturt^’s decay ; 

The dark, dreary winter, and wild-driving snaw, 
Alaue can ’delight me — now Nannie ’s awa. 


YE BANKS AND BRAES. 

Ye ])anks and braes o* bonnie Doon, 

How can yo. bloom sae fr<\sh and fair? 

How can ye chant, ye little l)irds, 

And I sae weary fu’ o' care ? 

Thou'lt break my heart, thou warbling bird. 
That wantons tliro' tho llowering thorn : 

Thou minds me o' dei)arted joys, 

Departed uev(‘r to return. 

Aft hae 1 ro\ 'd Ijy bonni<* Doon, 

To sec the rose and woodlum* twine ; 

And ilka ])ird sang o’ its love, 

And fondly sa<‘ did I o’ mine. 

Wi’ lightsomt‘ heart 1 ])ird a rose, 

Fu' sweet upon its thorny tree ; 

And my fause lover slohi my rose*, 

But ah I he left the thorn wi' im*. 


(Eahlieii Version.) 

Ye flowery banks o' bonnie Doon, 
How can ye blume sae fair? 
How can ye chant, ye little birds. 
And I sae fu’ o’ care? 
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Thou’ll break my heart, thou bonnie bird, 
That sings iij)on the bough ; 

Thou minds me o’ the happy days. 

When my fause hive was triu\ 


Thou’ll break my heart, thou bonnie bird, 
That sings beside thy mate ; 

For sae I sat, and sae I sang. 

And wist na o’ my fate. 


Aft hae I rov'd by bonnie 3 >0011, 
To se :5 the wood-bine twine, 

And ilka bird sang o’ its love. 

And sae did I o’ mine. 

Wi’ lightsome heart I pil’d a rose 
Frae off its thorny iri^e : 

But my fans(‘ luver staw my rose, 
Ami left the thorn wi’ me. 

Wi’ lightsome lieart I ])u’d a lose 
Upon a morn in June ; 

And sae 1 llourish’d on the morn. 
And sae was pil’d ere noon. 


OF A’ THE AIRTS. 

Of a’ the airts the wind can blaw, 

I dearly lik(» tlu» W(\st. 

For th<‘r(‘ the bonnie lassie lives. 

The lassie I lo’e best : 

There ’s wild woods grow, and rivers row, 
And niony a hill between ; 

But day and night my fancy’s flight 
Is over wi’ my Joan. 
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T SCO lier in the dewy flowers, 

I see her sweet and fair : 

I hear her in the tunefir birds, 

I hear her eliarm the air : 

There \s not a bonnie flo\ver that springs 
By fountain, shaw, or green ; 

There's not a bonnie l>ir(l that sings. 

But minds me o' my Jean. 


THERE WAS A LAD. 

TiiKin: Avas a lad ^vas born in Kyh*, 

But wliat'n a day o' wdi.at'n a slyl<* 

J doubt it's Jiardly worih the while 
To bo sue niee wi' Robin. 

Robin w^as a rovin' boy. 

Rantin' rovin'. i*antin* rovin'; 
Robin was a rovin' boy. 

Rantin' rovin' Ro})in. 

^)iir monarch's hindmost yt^ar but ane 
Was tive-and-twa*nly days lK‘gun, 

'Twas tlH‘11 a blast o' Jamvar win' 

JRew iiansi ‘1 in on Robin. 

The gossip k(M‘kit in his loof, 

(Juo* sclio, Wha lives ^y\\] s(*e the ])roof, 
This Avaly boy ^y\l\ be nat* coof, 

I tliink wee'll ca’ him Robin. 

lie'll hat* misfortuiu'S gieai and sina', 
J>ut aye a lH*art .aboon them a' ; 

II<*'11 lx* a crtslit till ns a'. 

We'll a’ lx* promt o' J?o)>in. 

But sure as Ihrt*** times three mak nine, 
I See by ilka score and line, 

This chap wdll dearly like our kin’, 

So leeze niu on thee, Robin. 
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(luid fiiitli, quo* scho, I doubt you, Sir, 
Yo gar the lasses lie asx)ar, 

But twenty faiits ye may hao waur. 

So blessings on thee, Robin ! 

Robin was a rovin* boy, 

Rantin’ rovin’, rantin’ rovin* ; 
Robin was a rovin’ boy. 

Rantin’ rovin’ Robin. 


GREEN GROW THE RASHES. 

(iiiEEN grow tlu‘ rashes O, 

Green grow tlK‘ rashes () ; 

The sweetest hours that e'er T s])end. 
Are spent amang the las'^es O ! 

There ’s noueht but can^ on <‘V*ry ban’, 
In ev’ry hour that passes <) ; 

What signifies th(‘ life o’ man. 

An’ ’twere na foi* tlu^ lasses (). 

The warly rac(‘ may riches chase. 

An* rich(‘S still may iiy them O ; 

An’ tho’ at last tiny <‘aich them fast. 
Their hearts can ne’er enjoy them O. 

But gie nu' a canny hour at <*’en, 

]Vly arms a])out my <h‘arie O ; 

An’ warly cares, an' warly men, 

Ma}" a' gae tapsalteerie O ! 

For you ^i\o douce, ye sneer at this, 
Yi^’ro nought ]>ui senseless asses O : 
Tht' wisest man the warl’ saw. 

Jle dearly lov’d the lasses (). 

Auld nature swi‘ars, tho lovtdy dears 
Jler noblest work she chisst‘S O ; 

Her prentice han’ she tried on man, 
An* ilicn she made tho lassos O. 





FOR A’ THAT AND A’ THAT. 

Ks ilion', for povoi’ty. 

Thnt hnn^'s liis nii(l a’ that ? 

The ooward-slavo, wo ]»ass him hy, 

AVo (laro 1)0 ])oor for a' that ! 

For a' that, and a’ that, 

Onr toils ohsoiirc*. and a' tliat ; 
The rank is hut tho i>uin(‘a stamp ; 
Tlu‘ man 's tin* gowd for a' that. 


Wliat tho* on liamoly fau^ W(‘ din(‘, 

W(‘ar hodd(*n u'ray. and a’ that : 

Gio fools tludr silks, and kiiavc's tludr wine, 
A man's a man for a' that. 

For a* that, and a* that, 

Thoir liiiscd show, and a* that ; 

Th<^ hoiK'st man. tho’ o’ca* sa<^ ])oor. 

Is King o’ moil for a' that. 

Yo so<* yon hii’kic*, oa’d a loi'd, 

AVha struts, and staros. and a' that ; 

Tho' hundr(‘ds worshi]) at liis word. 

He’s hut .a ooof for a’ that: 

For a’ that, and a’ that. 

His ri})and, star, and a' that, 

Tho man of ind<*])(‘ndont mind, 

H(‘ looks and laughs at a’ that. 

A prince can mak a })oltod knight, 

A marcpiis, duko, and a’ that ; 

Jhit an hon(*st man ’s ahoon his might, 

Guid faith ho manna fa' that! 

For a’ that, and a’ that, 

Tlu‘ir dignitic‘S, and a’ that, 

Tlio i)ith o’ s<*ns(», rmd ]>rido o’ worth, 
Aro higher rank than a’ that. 
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Then let us pray that come it may, 

As come it will for a’ that ; 

That sense and worth, o’er a’ the earth, 
May bear the giee, and a’ that. 

For a’ that and a’ that, 

It’s coming yet, for a’ that. 

That man to man thf‘ warld o’er 
Shall brothers be for a’ that. 


AULD LANG SYNE. 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 

And ne\er brought to min'? 

Should auld ac<[uaintanco ])e forgot. 

And auld lang syne ? 

For auld lang syn<‘, my d(‘ar. 

For auld lang syne, 

W(‘'ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet, 

For auld lang syne. 

We twa hae run about thc‘ liraes, 

And j)u’d the gowans tine; lo 

But we've wander’d niony a weaiy foot 
Sin* auld lang syin*. 

We twa ha(' paidled i’ the burn. 

From morning sun till dine ; 

But seas between us braid hae roar'd 
Sin’ auld lang syne. 

And then' ’s a hand, iiiy trusty lien', 

And gie 's a hand o’ thine;* 

And we’ll tak a right guid-willie waught, 

For auld lang sym*. 20 

And surely ye’ll bo your lunt-stowp. 

And surely I'll l)e mine ; 

And we’ll tak a cup o' kindness yet 
For auld lang syne. 
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SCOTS WHA HAE. 

iu)BERT Bruce’s aduress to ms army, before 

THE BATTLE OF BANNOCKBURN. 

Scots, wlia li;io wi* Wallnct^ 

Scots, ’Nvliaiii l)iTic(‘ lias aftc^i l(^d, 
Welcome it) your gory bed, 

()r io victorio. 

Now 's ilu* day, aud now ’s ili<* hour ; 

S<‘(‘ lli<‘ IVoni o' batlh* lour ! 

See ai)]>roacli proiul K<1 ward's iiower — 
Chains and slaverie I 

Wha Mill 1 k' a traitor kiiav<‘? 

Wha call till a coward’s grave ? 

Wha sae base as bo a slave? 

Let him turn and Ileo ! 

Wha for Scotland's King ami law 
Fr(H'dom's sMor<l will strongly dra%v, 
Frt‘t‘man stand, or fremnaii fa' ? 

Jjet him follo\v me ! 

Ly o]>pression's wot-s and jiains ! 

Fy A our sons in s<‘rvi]<‘ chains! 

We M'ill <lrain our d(*arest veins, 

Lut th<*y shall be free ! 

Lay tlu" ])roud usnrjiers low ! 

Tyrants fall in e^ ery fot* ! 

Ijilnrty's in i‘V<*ry bhnv ! 

Let us do or die ! 
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IT WAS A’ FOR OUR RIGHTFU’ KING. 

It was for our rightfii’ King. 

Wo loft fair Scotian cl's strand j 
It was a’ for our rightfif King, 

Wo o'or saw Jrisli land, 

My dear, 

Wo o'er saw Irish land. 

Nov/ a* is done that men can do. 

And a" is done in vain ; 

My love and native land farewell, 

For I maun cross the main, lo 

My dear. 

For I maun cross the main. 

IIo turn'd him right and round about 
Upon tile Irish shoie : 

And gae his liridlc -n-ins a shake, 

With adieu for <n'ermoro. 

My dear. 

Adieu for evermore. 

The sodger from tlH*.A\.iis returns, 

The sailor frae th<‘ main : 20 

But 1 hae }>arted frau' my love. 

NoA^er to ni<‘et again, 

JMy dear. 

Never to meet agaiin. 

AVhen day is gane, and night is come, 

And folk lioune to sleep, 

I think on him that 's far awa’, 

The leo-lang night, and Aveep, 

My dear, 

The lee-lang night, and Aveop. 
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MACPHERSON’S FAREWELL. 

Farewell, yo cliingooiis dnrk and strong. 
The wi otcirs destinie : 

Macplierson's iinio will not bo long 
On 5’^ond<‘r gallows tree. 

Sao rantingly, sae wantonl3% 

Sa(‘ danntingly gatul he ; 

Ho ])layod a spring and daiicod it round, 
B(dow the gallows tr<‘<.‘. 

Oh, what is death but ]>arting breath ? 

On iiiony a bh»ody ])lain 
I've dan‘d his huM‘, and in this plac(‘ 

I soorii liiiu yet again ! 

Untie* tlu‘s<‘ bands IVoni olY niy liands, 

And bring to nn* iny swonl. 

And there 's no a man in all Scotland, 

But I'll brave liiin at a word. 

I've ]iv<*d a life of sturt and strife ; 

I die by tri'acherie : 

It burns my ]u*art I must depart 
And not avengiMl be. 

Now farewell light, thou sunshine bright, 
And all beneath the sky ! 

May coward shame <listain his name, 

The wretch that dar<*s not die ! 


WANDERING WILLIE. 

Here awa, there aw a, wandering Willie, 

Here awa, there awa, hand awa hamo ; 

Come to my bosom, my aiu only dearie, 

Tell me thou bring’st me my Willie the same. 
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Winter winds blew loud and ciiubl at our parting, 
Fears for iny Willie brought teais to my eo ; 
Welcome now, Sinuner, and welcome, my Willie, 
The Simmer to nature, my Willie to me ! 

Kest, ye wild storms, in the cave of your slumbers ; 

How your dread howling a lovcu- alarms ! 

Wauken, yo breezes, row gently, ye billows. 

And waft my dear lad<lie anc<' niair to my arms. 

But oh, if he's faithl(‘ss, and minds na his Nannie, 
Flow still bcdwoen us, thou ide roaring main ; 
May I never see it, may I luwer trow it, 

But, dying, believe that my Willie 's my ain ! 


BRAW LADS. 

Braw braw lads on Yarrow braes, 

Yo wander thro’ the blooming heather ; 

But Yarrow braes nor Ettrick sliaws 
Can match th(‘ lads o’ (hila Water. 

But there is am\ a secret ane, 

Aboon them a' 1 lo'e him better ; 

And I'll I >e his, and Ink'll be mine, 

The bonnio lad o' Gala Water. 

Altho’ his daddie was nae laird, 

And tho’ I hao nae meikle tocher, 10 

Yet rich in kiiuh‘st, truest love. 

We'll tent our Hocks by (hila Water. 

It ne'er was wealth, it ne'er was wealth, 

That coft contentment, 2>oaco or pleasure ; 

The bands and bliss o’ mutual lov(», 

O that 's the chiefest warld's treasure ! 
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CA’ THE YOWES. 

Ca’ tho 3 ^owos to tlio knowes, 
r^fi* tlioiu A\lioro tho healh(‘r ^row^ 

(V thoni whoro tho hninio rows, 

My hoiinio <loario. 

Hark ! tho mavis' ovoiiiiig* san^ 

Somi(linj2f Cloudon's woods amaii£y ; 

Thon a-faiilding lot iis cjaiift’. 

My boniiio d<‘ari<‘. 

Wo'll gao down by ( lomh^n side, 

Thro' tho haz<‘ls sj»r(‘udint> wide jo 

O'er tlio wa\(‘s that swootly glide 
To tho moon sat» (dtNirly. 

Yonder 's Clomlon's silent towers. 

Where at moonshine midniglit lioiirs, 

O’er tho do^^"y-lK•nding tlow(4*s, 

Fairies dance sae (*ho(‘ry. 

Ghaist nor bogle slialt thou fear ; 

Thou’rt to love and ir(‘aven sno dtar, 

Nocht of ill may come th(*o n(‘ai*. 

My bonnio (h*ario. 20 

Fair and lovedy as thou ait, 

Thou hast stem n my very heart ; 

T can die but canna pari, 

My bonnii* (.learie. 



3o6n dHn^ereon tnj 


JOHN ANDERSON MY JO. 

John Anderson iny jo, John, 
When ^vo lirst ueqiunit, 

Your locks \v<‘io like tlio ravtsi, 
Your bonnio brow wa-i br(*ni ; 

But now your blow is l)<‘h1, John, 
Your locks aio like the snow; 

But bh‘ssin^s on your frosty pow, 
John Anderson, iny jo. 

John Andoi’son niy jo, Jolin, 

We clainb tlu' liill theoitlus* ; 

And inony a canty day, John, 
We've had wi' aiio anither : 

Now we maun toKir down, John, 
And hand in liand we'll <><), 

And sle(‘i) th(‘*»ith(‘r at tlic* foot. 
John Anderson, my jo. 


THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY. 

Bonnie lassie', will ye go, 

Will ye go, will ye go, 

Bonnie lassit', will ye go 

To the Bilks of Al)erfeldy‘? 

Now siniiiu'r blinks on tlowery braes, 
And o\‘r the crystal streamlet ]days. 
Como let us sjx'iul the lightsoiuo days 
111 the Bilks of Aberfeldy. 

While o'er their heads the ha/.els liing, 
Tho little birdies blytliely sing. 

Or lightly Hit on waniv>n wing 
III tho Birks of Aberfeldy. 
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Tho hraes ascend like lofty wii’s, 

The foiimiiipf stream deop-roariiijL? fa's, 
O’erhung wi’ fragrant spreading shaws — 
The Bilks of Aherfoldy. 

The hoary cliffs are crown’d wi’ flowers, 
White o’er tlio linns tho burnie pours. 
And rising, wtets wi’ misty showers 
Tlie Birks of Alierfehly. 

Let fortune’s gifts at random fle<\ 

Tliey ne'er shall draw a wish frac' me. 
Supremely bUst wi* love and thee, 

In- the Birks of Aberfeldy, 


O, WERT THOU IN THE CAULD BLAST. 

O, WERT thou in the eauld blast. 

On yonder lea, on yoiult*r l(‘a. 

My plaid ie to tlu^ angry airt, 

I’<1 shelter thee, I'd sludter the(‘. 

Or did misfortuie»'s Intttu* storms 

Around thee blaw, around thee blaw, 

Thy bield should lie my bosom, 

To share it a', to &har<‘ it a'. 

Or were I in the wildest waste, 

Sae black and bar<', sao black and bare, ro 

Tho desert were a paradise*. 

If thou wert then*, if thou W(*rt ihere. 

Or were I monarcli o’ tho globe, 

Wi’ thee to reign, wi’ thee to reign, 

The brightest jewel in my crown 

Wad be my (pieen, wad bo my queen. 
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UP IN THE MORNING. 

Up in tho morninj^’s no’ for mo, 

Up ill tho morning early ; 

When i\ tin* hills «‘ire covered wi’ snaw, 

I’m snro it's Avinter fairly. 

Cauld hlaws tho wind frao o.ast to wast, 

The drift is driving sairly ; 

Sao loud and shrill 's I h<‘ar the blast, 

T’m sure it 's wiut(‘r fairly. 

The birds sit ehitt<uing in the thorn, 

A’ day tliey fare but sjiarely ; lo 

And lang ’s the night frae e’en to morn, 

I’m sure it 's winter fairly. 


MY HEART ’S IN THE HIGHLANDS. 

My heart’s in tho Highlands, my h<‘art is not here; 
My heart ’s in tin* Highlands a-chasing tin* deer ; 
Chasing tho Avild deer, and folloAving the roe, 

My heart ’s in the Highlands, AAdn'ivAer I go. 

FareAvell to the Highlands, faroAA'ell to the North, 

The birth-plac e of A'alour, the country of Avorth ; 
Wherever I Avander, AAh(*r(*A"er I roA^e, 

The hills of tin* Highlands for oA'er I loAe. 

FareAvoll to the mountains, high coA^er'd Avith siioaa' ; 
Farewell to tho straths and green Aalleys bcdoAV ; lo 
Farewell to tin* forests and' Avild-hanging Avoods ; 
FareAvell to tho torrents and loud-x>ouring lioods. 

My heart ’s in tho Highlands, my lu*art is not here : 
My heart’s in tho Highlands a-chasing the deer; 
Chasing the Avild deei*, and following the roe. 

My heart's in the Highlands, wherever I go. 
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DUNCAN GRAY. 

Duncan Gray eaino liorc to woo. 

ILi, liH, tlio Av^ooing o’t, 

On blytlie Yiilo night when wo wore 
Ha, ha, tlio Avooing o’t. 
Maggie coost her hea<l fu’ heigli, 
Look’d asklont and unco skeigh, 

Gait poor Duncan stand alx^igh ; 

Ha, lia, tho Av^ooiiig o't. 


Duncan lle(‘cird, and Duncan pray’d ; 

Ha, ha, the Avooing o’t, 
Meg AA'as deaf as Ailsa Ch-aig*, 

Ha, ha, the AA^ooing o’t. 
Duncan sigh’d haith out and in, 

Grat Ill's eon haith l)leer’t and l>lin', 
Spak o’ loAVpin o’er a linn ; 

Ila, ha, the AVooing o't. 


Time and chanc(‘ arc* hut a tide, 

Ha, ha, the* Avooing j’t. 
Blighted loAX* is sail* to hide*, 

Ha, lia, tlio Avooing o’t. 

Bliall I, like* a fool, cpioth he, 

For a liaughty hizzie die*? 

Bhej^inay gae to France for ino ! 

' Ha, ha, tho Avooing o’t. 

Hoav it comes let doc tors t(*ll, 

Ha, ha, the Avooing o’t, 

Meg grew sick as ho grew haill, 

Ha, ha, tho Avooing o't. 
Something in her hosom Avrings, 

For relief a sigh she brings ; 

And (), her eeii they spak sic things ! 
Ila, ha, the wooing o’t. 
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Duncan was a lad o’ ^raee, 

Ila, lia, tho wooiiif^ o’t, 

Maggio’s was a pit(‘ous case, 

ll;i, lia, the wooing o'l. 

Duncan couldiia l)o lu^r death, 

Swelling pity sinoor'd his A\rath; 

Now they’re crouse and cantie baith ! 

Ha, ha, tho wooing o't. 40 


POORTITH CAULD. 

O rooRTiTiT cauld, and n stless love, 

Ye wreck my peac(» between yo ; 

Yet p<K)rtith a* I ct)ul<l forgive. 

An’ 'twereiia for my Jeanie. 

0 why should fate sic ])leasiiri‘ have, 

Life's dear<'st bands untwining? 

Or why <ae swe(*t a llower as love 
Depend on Fortune's sinning? 

This warld 's wealth when T think on. 

Its prid<‘, ami a’ the lavt‘ o't,- 10 

O lie on silly c()^^ald man. 

That ho should be the slave o't. 


Her een sae Ijonnio blue betray 
How she repays my passion ; 
But prudence is her o'orword aye, 
She talks of rank and fasliion. 

O wha can prudence think upon, 
And sic a lassie by him ? 

O wha can prudence think upon, 
And sae in love as 1 am ? 
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How blest the simple cotter’s fate 1 
He WOOS his artless doario ; 

The silly ]>oj»'les, wealth and state, 

Can never make him eerie. 

O why shouhl fate sic pleasure have 
Life's dearest hands untwining? 
Or wliy sao sweet a llower as lovo 
l>t‘pend on Fortune's shining? 


BANKS OF DEVON. 

How pleasant the l>anks of the clear-winding Devon, 
With green-spreading bushes, and flow(‘rs blooming fair! 

But the bonniest flower on the hanks of tlu' Dtwoii 
Was once a sweet }>ud on the bj*aes of the Ayr. 

Mild be tlio sun on this swt‘(‘t ]>lushing liowtu', 

In the gay rosy morn as it batlu's in the dew ! 

And gentle the fall of tli(‘ soft vernal shower, 

That steals on the (‘veiling (‘ach l(*af to renew. 

(), spare the dear Idossom, y<‘ orient breezes. 

With chill hoary wing as y(‘ ush(‘r the dawn ! lo 

And far be thou distant, thou reptih* that si‘izes 
The verdure and pi idt^ of the garden and lawn ! 


Let Bourbon exult in his gay gildi^d lili(‘s. 

And England triumphant dis]>lay her ]>roud rose ; 
fairer than either adorns tin* green valleys 
W^h(‘re Devon, sweet Devon, meandering Hows. 
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THE RIGS O’ BARLEY. 

It was upon a Lammas night, 

Wlien corn rigs arc honnic, 

Beneath the moon 's imcloiided light 
1 held awa to Annie : 

The lime 11<3W ])y wi' tentless heed, 
Till 'twet'ii tli(* late and early, 

Wi’ sma’ jiersuasiuii she agreed 
To sec‘ me tlii’o' the harh y. 

The sky was blue, ih<^ wiii<l was still, 
The moon was shining ch^arly ; 

I set lu‘r down \\ i' right good will 
Amang the rigs o' barley ; 

I k(mt her heart was a’ my ain j 
I loved h<‘r most sincerely : 

I kissed h(‘r owre and owre again 
Amang tlu‘ rigs o' liarley. 

I locked her in my fond embrace : 

Her lu‘art was biuiting rarely ; 

My blessings on that haj>]>y jdace, 
Amang the rigs o* barhy ! 

But by tlu‘ moon and stars so ]>right, 
That shoiu' that hour so clearly, 

8he aye shall Idess that hapiw night 
Amang the rigs o’ barley. 

1 hae l>e<*n blythe wi' comrades dear ; 

I liae b<*en merry drinking j 
I hae been joyt'u' gatherin' gear ; 

1 hae been happy thinking : 

But a’ the j)h>asur<*s e'er 1 saw. 

The’ three* tiin<‘s doubleel faiily. 

That liaj)py night Mas worth them a', 
Amang the rigs o' barley. 

Corn rigs, an’ l)arley rigs. 

An’ corn rigs are bonnie : 

I'll ne'er forget that happy night. 
Amang the rigs wd’ Annie. 
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THE GLOOMY NIGHT. 

The gloomy night is gathering fiist, 

Loud roars tlio wild incoiistiint blast, 

Yon murky cloud is foul with rain, 

I see it driving o'er the plain ; 

The hunter now has left the moor, 

The scatter'd covi^ys nit'et secure, 

While In^rc I waiuhu*, prest with care. 
Along the lonidy hanks of Ayr. 

The Autuinn mourns her ript'iiing corn 
By early Winter's ravage^ torn ; 

Across her j)lacid azure sky, 

She sees the scowling tempist fly : 

Chill runs my blood to In'ai’ it rave, 

I think u[)oii the stormy wave. 

Where many a danger I must dare. 

Far from the honnie hanks of Ayr. 

’Tis not the surging billow's roar, 

’Tis not that fatal, deadly shore ; 

Tlio' death in ev'ry shai)e aj)p(^ar, 

The wretched liav<) no nior«3 to fear : 

But round my Ju‘art tlie tii‘S are hound, 
Tliat heart trans[>i<‘rc’d with many a wound 
These bleed alresh, those ti<‘s 1 t(‘ar. 

To leave the lionnie l)anks of Ayr. 

Farew(dl, old (V)ila's liills and dales. 

Her heathy jnooi*s and winding vah‘s ; 

The scenes wh(*re wrelcluil fancy roves, 
I^ursuing past un]iap])y ]ov(*s ! 

Faiewidl, niy f ricuids ! Far<‘W(‘ll, my foes! 
My peace with tliese, my love with those; 
Tile bursting tears my lieart declare. 
Farewell, the honnie banks of Ayr ! 
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THE FAREWELL. 

TO THK BKETHKEN OP" KT. .TAMEs's LODGE, TARBOLTON. 

Adieu ! a heart-warm fond adieu ! 

Dear ))rotliers of tlio anystic ti<" ! 

Ye favoui*\l, yo enlii^liteii d fc‘W, 

Companions of my social joy ! 

Tlio' I to for(‘Ij>n lands must Ijie. 

Pursuing Fortune's slidd’ry ha', 

With meltini>* lieart, ami hrimful eye. 

I’ll mind you still, iho' far awa'. 

Oft hav<* T m<*i your so(dal hand. 

And spent the cheerful iestive night ; ' 10 

Oft, honour'd with siipiauno a mmand, 

I’lT'sided o'(U’ th<‘ s<ins of light: 

And l)y that hi('roglyj>hic hriglit, 

Whi<*h none hut craft'<men ever saw ! 
strong imanory on my heart shall write 
These hap[)y scem‘s when far awa' ! 

May fn‘(‘dom, harmony, and h)ve 
ITnitc* you in the grand design, 

J 3 (Uieath th' Oinnisciiuit eye al>ove. 

The glorious Arc-liitt'd Divine! 20 

That y(»u may keep th’ niuaring line, 

Still i-ising hy the j)lunimet's law, 

Till Order l)iight completely shin(\ 

Shall he my pray'r when far awa'. 

And You, fan'Well ! whose merits chiim. 

Justly, that high<‘st badge t > Avear I 
lleav'n hless your honour'd nohle name. 

To Masonry ami Scotia dear! 

A last re(pi(\st j^'i'niit me hero : 

When yearly ye assemhle a', — 30 

One round, 1 ask it with a tear. 

To him, the Bard that’s fur awa'. 
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AND MAUN I STILL ON MENIE BOAT. 

Agaix rejoicing** nature sees 

Her robe assume its vt^rnal liiu's, 

Her leafy leeks wave in the breeze. 

All freshly steep'd in morning dews. 

And maun 1 still on Menie dt)at. 

And bear the seem that's in ht‘r <''(»? 

For it's jet, jet black, an* it *s like a hawk. 

An' it winna hd a bo<ly be I 

In vain te me tht‘ eowsli2)s blaw. 

In vain te me the violets si)ring ; lo 

In vain to mc‘, in glen or shaw, 

The mavis and the lintwhih^ 

The ni<‘rrv jdoughbey elu*ers liis team, 

"VVi’ jo}^ the tentie see<lsman stalks, 

But life to me 's a weary drt^am, 

A divnun of am‘ tliat never wauks. 

The wanton coot the water skims, 

Amang tlu* r(H‘ds th<‘ ducklings cry, 
d'he statily swan majestic swims. 

And every thing is blc'st but I. 20 

Tb<‘ shepherd stei^ks liis faulding slai). 

And owrt* tlie moerlan<ls whistles shill, 

\Vi’ wild, unequal, wand'iing ste]> 

I m«*<*t him on the d<‘\\y hill. 

And wh<*n th(» lark, 'tw(‘<*n light and dark, 

Blythe waukens by the daisy's side, 

And mounts ami sings on llittering wings, 

A woe worn ghaist I hameward glide. 
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Como, Winter, with thine angry howl, 

And raging bond the naked tree ; 30 

Thy gloom will soothe my cheerless soul. 

When Nature .nil is sad like me ! 

And m.nun I still on Meiiie doat. 

And bear the scorn that 's in her e’e ? 

For it’s jel, jet black, an' it's like a hawk, 

An’ it wiiina let a body be ! 


THE BRAES O’ BALLOCHMYLE. 

Tin: Catrine woods wt‘re y(‘llow S(‘en, 

Tli<‘ ilowtn-s decayed on Catrine lee, 

Nae lav’rock sang on liillock green, 

But nature sick(‘ned <»n the (‘e. 

Thro' faded groves IVlaria sang, 

Il<‘rsel in b(‘auty's I doom the whyle, 

And aye tln^ a\ i Id-wood echoes rang, 

Far(‘W(*el the brai'S o' Ballochmyle. 

Low ill your wintry lanls, ye flowers, 

Again ye'll lloiuish fr<sh and fair; 10 

Ye ])ii(li<*-» diindi. in withering bowers, 

Again ]^e'll chainn the vocal air. 

But lit're, alas ! for me nae mair 

Shall birdit^ cdiarm, or lloweret smile ; 
Faix'weol, the bonnie ])anks of Ayr, 

Fareweel, farewecd, sA\eet Ballochmyle. 


THE BLUE-EYED LASSIE. 

I ciAKD .n wa<'fir gate yo'.ireen, 

A gate, 1 fear. I’ll dtnirly rue ; 

1 gat my death frae iwa swi‘et een, 
Twa lovely een o’ bonnie blue. 
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*Twas not lier golden ringlets bright, 

Her lips like roses wat wi’ dew, 

Her heaving bosom lily-white ; 

It was lier een sae Ixmnie bine. 

She talk'd, she smil'd, my heart she wyl'd, 

She charm'd my soul 1 wist na how ; lo 

And aye tlie stonnd, the deadly wound, 

Cam tVa<‘ her oon sat' bonnie blue. 

But simre to speak, and spare to speed : 

She'll ai})lins listen to my vow : 

Should slit* refuse. I'll lay my dead 
To her twa een sae bonnie bliu‘. 


TIBBIE, I HAE SEEN THE DAY. 

() 'Jhiii’.n. 1 hae stM'ji tin' <lay, 

Y(‘ would na bt't'U sae shy ; 

For laik o' g<*ar ye lightly me. 

Blit, irovtb. I cart' na by. 

Yestrern I met you on tin' moor. 

Ye spak na, but gaed ])y like sioure . 

Ye g<‘tdv at m(‘ bt'caust* I'm jiot)!*, 

But fieiit a hair cart* J. 

1 doubt na, lass, but ye may think, 

Bi'cause yt* hat* tin* name o’ clink, lo 

That yt* can ])lease nn* at a wink, 

Whein*'(‘r ye likt* i<» try. 

But sorrow tak him that 's sat* mean, 

Altht)’ bis ]>ou<*h o’ ct>in wt*rt* clean, 

Wlia follons taiy saucy tjuean 
^riial looks sat* j>roud anti high. 

Altho' a latl wert* t‘'t*r sat* smart. 

If that he want iht* ;ytllt)W dirt, 

Yt*'ll cast your head anilht*!* airt, 

And answer him fu’ dry. 
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But if he line the name o’ ^?ear, 

Ye’ll fasten to him like a hrier, 

Tho’ hardly he, for sense or lear, 

Be better than the kye. 

But, Tibbie, lass, tak my advice, 

Your daddy’s .i>ear maks you sae nice ; 

Tlu' deil a ane wad sj^ier your price. 

Were ye as jioor as I. 

Therti lives a lass in yonder park, 30 

1 would na f^ie lier in lier Siirk, 

For you wi’ a’ your thousand mark ; 

Ye need na look sae high. 


TAM GLEN. 

Mv heart is a br(‘aking, dear Tittie, 

Some counsel unto me come leii’. 

To anger tliem a’ is a pity ; 

But what will 1 do wi’ i\nu (lien? 

I’m thinking, wi’ sic a braw fellow. 

In ])oortith I might mak a fen'; 

What cart' 1 in I'itdies to wallow. 

If I maunna marry Tam (lien? 

There ’s Lowrie iht' laird o’ Dumtdler, 

‘(Juid'day to you, brutt* I ' lu* coint'S ben: 10 

He brags and lie blaws o’ his siller. 

But wlien will he dance like Tam Glen? 

My minnit' dt)es constantly deavc me. 

And bids mt' beware o' young men ; 

Thty ilatter, sh<' says, to tieceive iin* : 

But wha can iliink sae o’ Tam Glen ? 

My daddie says, gin I'll forsake him, 
lie’ll gie me guid hunder marks ten : 

But, if it 's ordain’d I maun take him, 

O wha will I got but Tam Glen? 


20 
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Yestreen at the Valentines’ dealing, 

My heart to my moii gied a sten : 

For thrice I drew ane ^vithout failing, 

And thrice it was written, Tam Glen. 

Tlie last Halloween I was waukin’ 

My dronkit sark-sle<‘ve, as ye ken ; 

His likeness cam np the house stalkin' — 
And tJie very grey hreeks o' Tam Glen ! 

Come, counsel, dear Tittie, don't tarry : 

I’ll gie you my honnie hlack inui. 

Gif ye will advdse me to many 
The lad I lo'e dearly', Tam Glen. 


CONTENTED WI’ LITTLE. 

Contented wi' littl(‘, and eantie wi' mair. 

Whem^'er I forgailKu* wi' sorrow and cai*(‘, 

I gie them a sk('lj), as they're* creei>in' alang, 

Wi' a cog o* glide swats, and an auld Scottish sang. 

I whyles claw the elhow o* troublesome thought ; 

But man is a soger, and life is a faught : 

My mirth and glide liiiinoui* are coin iji my pouch. 

And my freedom 's my lairdshi]) nae monarch dare touch. 

A towmond o* troubh*, should that lx* my fa', 

A night o’ glide fellowship sowth<‘rs it a' ; lo 

When at the blythe end of our journey at last. 

Wha the deil evc‘r thinks o' tlu* road he has ])ast ? 

Blind Chance, let h(*r snapjier and sioyti' on her way, 
Be’t to me, be 't frae nn*, e’<*n let tin* jatl gae : 

Come ease or come travail, come }>h‘asirre or pain. 

My warst word is -‘Welcome, and welcome again!' 
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WHISTLE, AND I’LL COME TO YOU, MY LAD. 

O WHISTLE, ami I’ll como to yon, my lad ; 

O whistU‘, and I’ll como to you, my la<l : 

Tlio’ father and nutli<*r and a’ should gai^ nuul, 

O whistle, and I'll como to you, my lad. 

But warily tent, when yo como to court me, 

And como na unless tho hack-yett he a-jt'o ; 

Syne up tho hack-stile, and let naehody st‘e, 

And como as yo Wta-o na coinin’ to me. 

And como as yo were na coinin’ to mo. 

At kirk, or at market, wh(*m‘‘(‘r y(‘ meet me, lo 

(hing hy me as tho' that yc‘ car'd na a flee : 

But vsteal m<‘ a hlink o’ your honnio l)lack c*e. 

Yet look as ye were na lookin' at im^ 

Yet look as y(‘ W(u-e na lookin' at im‘. 

Aye vow and jirotest that ye cart^ na tor mo, 

And whiles ye may lightly my heauty a wee ; 

But court na anither, tho' jokin' y<‘ he, 

For fear that she wyle your fancy lia(‘ me. 

For fear that she wylo your fancy frae iiu‘. 


TRUE HEARTED WAS HE. 

1’rui] hearted was he, the sad swain o’ the Yarrow, 
And fair are the maids on the banks o’ the Ayr, 

But hy the sweet side o’ tho Nith's winding river, 

Arc lovtu’s as faithful, and maidens as fair : 

To equal youiig Jessie seek Scotland all over ; 

To equal young Jessu^ you seek it in \ain; 

(Irace, ]>eauty, and elegance, fetter lu'i* lover, 

And maidenly modesty lixes tho chain. 

fresh is tho rose in the gay, dewy morning, 

And sweet is tho lily at evtming close ; lo 

But in the fair presence o’ lovely young Jessie, 

Unseen is tho lily, unheeded tlio rose. 
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Love sits in her smile, a wizard ensnaring ; 

Enthron'd in lier eon ho delivers his law : 

And still to her charms she alone is a stranger ! 
Her modest demeanour 's the jewel of a’. 


MEG O’ THE MILL. 

O KEN ye what Meg o’ tlu' Mill has gotten. 

An’ ken ye what ]Vr<‘g o’ the Mill has gotten? 

She has gottc'ii a coot* w'i’ a clant o’ siller, 

And broken the heart o’ the barley Miller. 

The Miller w^as strap])in, the Milhr was ruddy; 

A heart like a lord, and a hue liki^ a lady ; 

The Laird w’as a w'iddiefu', bh‘(‘rit knurl ; 

She ’s left tlie guid fellow and ta’en the churl. 

The Miller h(‘ lu*cht Ins* a heart leal and loving ; 
The Laird did address her wi' niattcu* niair moving, 
A line pacing hor^e wi’ a clear chained bridle, 

A whij^ by her side, and a bonnie side-saddle. 

O wae on the siller, it is sae ])revailing ; 

And wae on the l(>v<‘ that is lix’d on a mailen ! 

A tocher ’s nae w'ord in a trin* lover's parle, 

But gie me my love, and a lig for the w^arl ! 


OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, OH! 

Oil, open the door, some i>ity to shew, 

Oh, o]>en the door to me, oh ! 

Tho’ thou hast ))een false. I’ll (wer i)rovii true. 
Oh, open the door to me, oh ! 

Cauld is the blast iii)on my pale cheek, 

But caulder thy love for me, oh ! 

The frost that freezers the life at my heai*t. 

Is nought to iny pains frae thee, oh ! 
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The wan moon is setting ayont the white wave, 

And time is setting with me, oli ! lo 

False friends, false love, farewell ! for niair 
I’ll ne’er trouble them, nor thee, oh ! 

She has open'd the dot)!*, she has open’d it wide ; 

She sees his pide corse on the plain, oh ! 

My true love, slie cried, and sank down by his side. 
Never to rise again, oh ! 


MY AIN KIND DEARIE O. 

When o'er the hill the eastern star 
Tells bughtin-time is near, my jo ; 

And owseii Irat" the furrow'd held 
Ketui ii sae dowf and weari<‘ O ; 

Down by the burn, ^^h<‘re scented birks 
Wi’ dew are hanging clear, my jo. 

I’ll meet th<‘(‘ on tlie lea-rig. 

My aiii kind dearie O. 

In mirkest glen, at midnight liour, 

I’d rove, and n<^'t*r be eerie (), lo 

If thro’ that glen I gaed to thee. 

My ain kind dearie O. 

Altho’ the night were no’er sae wild. 

And I were ne'er sae wearie O, 

I’d me<‘t tli(*e on the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie O. 

The liunter lo't^s the morning sun. 

To rouse the mountain deer, my jo ; 

At noon the lisher seeks the glen, 

Along the burn to steer, my jo ; 20 

Gie me the hour o’ gloamin grey. 

It niaks my heart sae cheery O, 

To meet thee on the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie O. 
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AULD ROB MORRIS. 

There ’s fiiikl Rob Morris tluit wons in yon glen, 

Ilo 's tho king o’ gudo follows and wale of auld men ; 
He lias gowd in his colfers, ho has owsen and kino, 

And ae bonnio lassie, his darling and mine. 

She 's fresh as tho morning, tho fairest in May ; 

She 's sweet as tlie ev’ning amang tlie now hay ; 

As blytho and as artless as tho lamb on the lea, 

And dear to niy heart as tho light to my ee. 

But oh ! sho \s an heiress, auld Robin 's a laird, 

A.nd my daddio has nought but a eot-house and yard ; lo 
A wooer like mo maunna hoi>o to come speed. 

The wounds I must hid(‘ that will soon bo my dead. 

Tho day comes to me, Imt delight brings mo nano ; 

The night conies to me, ])ut my i*est it is gano : 

E wander my lane, like a night troubh‘d ghaist, 

And I sigh as my heart it wad burst in my breast. 

0 had she but been of a lower degree, 

1 then might hae hoped she wad smiled upon mo ; 

O how past d(\scriving had then b(‘en my bliss. 

As now my distraction no words can express ! 20 


O, FOR ANE AN’ TWENTY, TAM! 

An’ O for ane an' twenty, Tam ! 

An’ hey, sweet an(3 an’ twenty, Tam 1 
I’ll learn my kin a rattlin’ sang. 

An’ I saw an(» an’ twenty, I'am. 

They snool ino sair, and hand me down, 

An’ gar mo look like bluntie, Tam ! 

But three short years will soon wheel roun’. 
All’ then comes ano an’ twenty, Tam. 
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A gleib o’ lan\ a claut o’ gear. 

Was left me l)y my auntie, Tam ; lo 

At kith or kin I need na spier. 

An I saw ano and twenty, Tam. 

They’ll hao me wed a wealthy coof, 

Tlio* I myseT hae plenty, Tam ; 

But hear’st thou, laddie? tliere ’s my loof, 

I’m thine at ano and twenty, Tam ! 


FAIR ELIZA. 

Turn again, thou fair Eliza — 

Ae kind blink before we pari ! 

Rue on thy despaiiing lover! 

Canst thou break his fiiithfu’ heart ? 

Turn again, thou fair Eliza ; 

If to love thy heart denies. 

For l)ily hide the cruel sentence 
Under friends]ii 2 >\s kind disguis^^ ! 

Thee, dear maid, hae 1 offended ? 

The oilVnee is loving thee ; lo 

Canst thou wr(‘ck his j)eaco for ever, 

Wlia for thine would gladly die? 

While the life ])eats in my bosom. 

Thou shalt mix in ilka throe : 

Turn again, thou lovely maiden — 

Ae swi^et smile on mo bestow. 

Not the bee upon the blossom. 

In the pride o’ sunny noon ; 

Not the little sporting fairy, 

All beneath th(‘ simmer moon ; 20 

Not the poet in the moment 
Fancy lightens in his ee, 

Kens tiie pleasure, feels the rapture, 

That thy i)rosenco gies to me. 

N 
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GLOOMY DECEMBER. 

Ance inair I hail theo, thou gloomy Deceiiibor ! 

Anco mail* I hail ilioe wi’ sorrow and caro ; 

Sad ^yas the parting th<ni makos mo remember, 
Parting wi’ Nancy, oh ! ne’er to meet mail*. 

Fond lovtu’s’ j^arting is sweet ])a infill pleasure, 

Hope beaming mild on the soft parting hour : 

But the dire feeling, O farewell for ever ! 

Is anguish uiimingled and agony pure. 

Wild as the winttu* now tearing the forest, 

Till the last li‘af o’ the suniiiier is llown, lo 

Such is the tenijiest has shaken my bosom, 

Till my la^-t lioiie and last comfoit is gone ; 

Still as 1 hail tine, thou gloomy Jlecember, 

Still shall I hail thee sorrow and caro; 

For sad was the jiarting thou makes me remember. 
Parting wi' Nancy, oh ! n<*'<*r to med mair. 


CLARINDA. 

Clartnda, mistress of my soul, 

The measurc‘d time is run ! 

The wretch beneath tin* dn‘aiy ])oh‘ 

So marks his latest »sun. 

To what dark cav(‘ of frozen night 
Shall poor Sylvander hi(*, 

Depriv’d of thee, his life and light. 
Tin* sun of all his joy ? 

We part but by these precious drops 
That fill thy lovely eyes ! 

No other light shall guide my stei)s 
Till thy bright beams arise. 

She, the fair sun of all her sex. 

Has blest my glorious day ; 

And shall a glimmering 2 >lanefc fix 
My worship to its rayV 
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FOR THE SAKE OF SOMEBODY. 

My heart is sair, I dare na tull, * 

My heart is sair for somebody ; 

T could wake a winter ni^ht, 

For tlie sake o’ somebody! 

Oli-hoii ! for somebody ! 

Oli-hey 1 for somebody ! 
r could range the world around. 

For the sake o’ sojn<*])ody. 

Ye powers tliat smile on virtuous love, 
O, sweetly smih‘ on somebody ! 

Fiae ilka danger kt‘ep him free, 

And sen<l me safe my somebody. 
Oh-hoii ! for somebody ! 

Oh-liey ! for sonu‘body I 
I wad do- wliat wad 1 not? 

For the sake o’ somebody ! 


SONG OF DEATH. 

I NE — A of hdlile. Time if iht ihitj Tnonufj. 'TJte otoirled tnuf 

(iyiny <f Ihr n(fnrioH}> aunt/ ate bt(jt2)o'>c/l to Join iti fiie snatj, 

1 AHKWKi.L, thou fair day, thou green earth, and ye skies, 
Kow gay with the broad stdting sun ! 

Fart'well, loves and friemlshi]>s, ye dear tender ties. — 

Our i*ace of existence is run! 

llioii grim King of Terrors, thou life’s gloomy foe. 

Oo, frighten tlie coward and slave! 

Oo, teach them to tnunl)lo, fell Tyrant ! but know, 

No terrors hast thou for tho }>ravo ! 

strik’st the vlull peasant he sinks in the dark. 

Nor saves e’en tlie wreck of a name : lo 

J boil sirik’st the young hero — a glorious mark ! 
ile falls in the blaze of his fame ! 


N 2 
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In tho field of proud honour— our swords in our hands, 
Our King and our Country to save 
Wliilo victory shines on life’s last ebbing sands. 

O ! who would not die with the brave ! 


KENMURE’S ON AND AW A. 

<) Kenmuke's on and awa. Willie! 

O K(*ninure's on and awa ! 

And Keninure’s lord's the brav<‘st lord 
Tliat ever Galloway saw. 

Success to Kenmure’s band, Willie I 
Success to Kenniure's band ; 

'I'hore ’s no a lieart that fears a Whig 
That rides by Kenmuro's liand. 

Here 's Keninin*<‘'s health in win(\ Willie ! 

Here ’s Keninure's health in wiiu' ; lo 

There nf‘’er was a coward o' Kenmure’s blude, 

Nor y(*t o' (Jordon's line. 

() Kenmun*'s lads ar(‘ men. Willie ! 

O Keiimure's lads are men ; 

^riieir liearts and swords arc metal true — 

And that their faes shall ken. 

They'll liv(» or die wi' faim*. Willie ! 

They'll live or die wi’ fame ; 

But soon, wi’ souiuling victorie, 

May Kenmure’s lord coino hame ! 

Here ’s him that ’s far awa, Willie ! 

H(u*o ’s him that 's far awa ; 

And here ’s the flower that I love best — 

The rose that 's like the snaw ! 
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THE CAPTAIN’S LADY. 

() MOUNT fllicl go. 

Mount and juake you ready ; 

O mount and go, 

And bo tho Captain's Lady. 

When the dnuns do beat. 

Ajid tho cannons rattle, 

Tliou slialt sit in state. 

And SCO thy lovo in battle. 

When tho vanquisliM foe 

Sues for peace and quiet. lo 

To tho shad(‘s wo 'll go. 

And in love enjoy it. 

i) nioiint and go, 

Mount an<l make yon ready : 

() mount and go, 

And bo tho Cajdain's Lady. 


NOW WESTLIN WINDS. 

Now wostliii Aviinls and slaughtering guii'^ 

Bring autnimr.s [)leasant weathei' ; 

Tho moorcock springs, on wliirring wings, 

Amang tlio Idooining h<*ather : 

Now waving grain, wide o'er tho ]>lain. 

Delights the weary farmer ; 

And the moon shines bright, when L rove at night 
To muse upon ni\' charmer. 

Tho jxirtridge loves tho fruitful fells ; 

The plover loves tho mountains ; jo 

The woodcock haunts the lonely dells ; 

The soaring hern tlio fountains : 
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Thro’ lofty groves the cuslijit roves. 

The path of man to shun it ; 

The hazel bush o’erhangs the thrush. 

The spreading thorn tin* linnet. 

Thus evTy kind their pleasure find. 

The savage and the tender : 

Some social join^ and leagues combine ; 

Some solitary wander ; 20 

Avaunt, away! tlie cruel sway. 

Tyrannic man’s dominion : 

The sx^ortsman's joy, the murdering cry. 

The lluttering. gory }>iiiion I 

lint, Peggy dear, the ev'ning ‘s clear. 

Thick tlies Die skiiiuiiing swallow : 

The sky is blue, the fields in view, 

All fading-green and y(‘llow : 

Come let us stray our gladsonu^ way. 

And view the charms of natun' ; 30 

I’he rustling corn, th(‘ fruitc'd thoi’ii. 

And every ha2)i>y crc^ature. 

We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk. 

Till the silent inoon shine cleaidy ; 

I'll grasp thy waist, and, fondly i>rest. 

Sw<‘ar how 1 love thee dearly : 

Not vernal shoAv’rs to hiuhling How'rs. 

Not autumn to the farnu‘1. 

So dear can be as thou to me. 

My fair, my lovely charjiu*!* ! 40 


HERE’S A HEALTH TO ANE I LO’E DEAR. 

eiioiius. 

IIkkk ’iS fi health to ano I lo’<^ dear, 

II<‘re ’s a lu^alth to ane I lo'e dear ; 

Tliou art sweet as the smile when fond lovers meet. 
And soft as their j^arting tear, Jessy! 
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Altho’ thou iiiiiiiii never bo mine, 

Altho’ even hope is denied ; 

'Tis sweeter for thee despairing. 

Than aught in the world beside, Jessy ! 

1 mourn thro’ tlio gay, gaudy day. 

As, hopeless, J muse on thy cdiai’iiis : 
But weleome the dream o’ sweet slumber, 
For then I am loekt in thy arms, .b'ssy 

I gu(‘ss by th(‘ d(‘ar ang<‘l smih\ 

I guess by th<‘ love-rolling oo ; 

But why urge tlu^ t( nder eonfessinn 

‘Gainst fortune’s fell cruel decrei*, J(‘ssy ! 


BANKS OF CREE. 

lluHU is the gh'u, ami h<‘r<» the boANHs*. 

All muh'vneatli the birclien shade ; 
The village-bell has toll'd the hour, 

() what can stay jny lovely mai<l ? 

'Tis not Maria’s whisptuing call ; 

’Tis ])ut th(‘ balmy breatliing gale. 
Mixt with some warbhu's dying fall. 
The (h*wy star of evt* to hail. 

It is Maria's voici^ I hear ! 

So calls tlu* woodlark in the groV(‘ 

11 is litth* faithful mate to cinder ; 

At once ’tis music and 'tis love. 

And art thou conit* ? and art thou true 
O W(dcome, dear, to love and me I 
And h‘t us all our vows renew, 

Along the llowery banks ot* Cree. 
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HOW LANG AND DREARY. 

How lang and dreary is the night. 

When I am frae my de.arie ! 

I restless lie irae c^'en to mern, 

'riio’ I were neVr sae weary. 

For oh, her Linely nights are lang : 

And oh, her dreams are eerie : 

And oh, her widow'd heart is sair. 

That's al)seiit IVat* her dearie. 

When I think on the lightsome dav'- 

I spent wi' thee, my d(\arie, lo 

And now that seas hetwc'eii us roai*. 

How can 1 be but eerie ! 

How slow ye move, ye heavy hours ; 

The joyless day how drearie ! 

It wasna sac ye glinted by, 

Whcui T was wi' my dcari(\ 


LOGAN BRAES. 

O LoCtAX, sweetly didst thou glido 
That day I was my Willie's l)ridf‘ : 

And years sinsyne hae o'er us lun. 

Ijike Logan to the simmer sun. 

But now thy JlowVy banks a 2 )})ear 
Like drumlie wiut(*r, dai’k and drear. 

While my dear lad maun face his faes. 

Far, far frae me and Logan Brai\s. 

Again the merry month o’ May 
lias made our hills and valleys gay ; 

The birds rejoice in leafy l>owers, 

The bees hum round the breathing flowers ; 


10 



3’fP ftge CO* tn pon '^own. 361 


Blitlio morning’ lifts his rosy oye, 

And ovoning's tear^s are toais of joy : 

My soul, delight loss, a’ surveys, 

While Willie 's far frae Logan Braes. 

Within yon milk-white hawthorn bush, 

Aniang her novstlings, sits the thrush ; 

Her faithfu’ mate will share her toil, 

Or wi’ his song her cares beguile : 20 

But 1 wi’ my sweet nui slings here, 

Nae mate to ludp, na<‘ mate to cheer, 

J^iss widow’d nights and joyh'ss days, 

While Willie 's far frae Logan Bra<*s. 

O wae ui>on you, imui o’ state 
That brethren roust^ to d<‘adly liate ! 

As ye inak mony a fond heart iuourn. 

Sao may it on a our lieads return! 

How can your ilinty hearts enjoy 

Tlie widow’s h‘ars, the orphan’s cry V 30 

But soon may ]>eaco bring happy days, 

And Willie ha me to Logan Blacks ! 


I’LL AYE CA' IN BY YON TOWN. 

I’ll ayt‘ ca’ in by yon town. 

And by yon garden green again : 

I’ll aye ca’ in by yon town. 

And see my bonnii* Jean again. 

There ’s nane sail ken, then* ’s nane sail guess, 
What brings me back tlie gate again. 

But she, my fairest faithfu’ lass, 

^Vnd stownlins we sail meet again. 

Slie'll wander by the aiken tree 

When trystin-tiiuc* draws near again ; 10 

And when her lovely form I see, 

() haith, she’s doubly dear again I 
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TLL KISS THEE YET. 

I’ll kiss thee yet, yet, 

And I’ll kiss thee o'er again. 

An' I’ll kiss thee yet, yet. 

My boniiie Peggy Alison ! 

Ilk care and tear, when thou art near, 
I ever mail* defy them, () ; 

Young Kings upon their liaiisel throne* 
Are no sae blest as 1 am, O ! 

AVli(*n in my arms. \\i‘ a* ihy charms. 

I clasp my countless treaMirc*. O ; 
r seek nae inair o' Heaven to sliare, 
Tlian sic a moment's ]>leasuv<\ O ! 

And by tliy <*<*11 sae bomue 

1 swear I'm thine for ev(*r, O : 

And on tliy li])s 1 seal my vow. 

And break it shall J Jiever, () I 


A BOTTLE AND A FRIEND. 

llniiE's a bottle* anel an honest frie'iul ! 

What wael ye wish for mair, man ? 
Wha kens, befe)re his life Jiiay end. 

What his shares may be3 o’ care, man ? 
Then catch the memients as they fly. 

And use the*m as yo ought, man : 
Believe me*, ha])]>iness is sliy, 

And comes not aye when sought, man. 
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WILLIE BREWED. 

O Willie brow'd n pock o’ niaiit, 

And Kol) and Allan cam to m*o ; 

Tlirc<‘ blyther hearts, that leodang night. 
Ye wad na t'ound in Christendie. 

VVi‘ ar<* na foil*, wo'r<» no that foil, 

]hit just a drai)pie in our ee ; 

The cock may craw, the day may daw. 
Ami aye we’ll tastt‘ tlu' barley brie. 

Ib^’e an' w<' met, tlin*t' meiry ))oys. 

Thn'o nieriy boys, L trow. ai<‘ we ; 
And mony a night we've jnerry been, 
And mony mae W'<‘ hope to be I 

It is tin* imuni, 1 k<‘n her horn. 

That 's bliidvin' in llie lift sae hie ; 

She shines sae ]>right to wyle us liame. 
But, l)y my sootJi I she’ll wait a w oe. 

Wlia lirsl shall risi* to gang awa. 

.V cuckold, coward loun is he ! 

Wha iirst beside his chair shall t’a*. 

He is tlu' King among us three ! 


O QUID ALE COMES. 

0 cu: in ale conies, and gui<l ale goes, 
<fuid ale gars me sell my hose, 

Sell my hose, and paw'ii my shoon ; 
Guid ale keeps my heart aboon. 

1 had sax ow%seii in a pleugh, 

And they drew a' w'eel eneugli, 

1 sell’d them a' just ane by aiu' ; 
Guid ale keeps the heart aboon. 

N 5 
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Guid alo liaiuls me })are an<l bu‘^y, 

Gars jiie m<)Oi> wi’ ihe servant lo 

Stand i' the stool when 1 hae done ; 

Gnid ale keeps the heart ahoon. 


NO CHURCHMAN AM I. 

No cliiirchniaii am 1 for to rail and t(» wrih*. 

No statesman nor soldi(‘r to plot or to ti.i>ht, 

No sly man of ])usiness contriving a snar(‘. 

For a l)ig-bellied bottle's the wlioh^ of mv care. 

'The p(‘er 1 don't envy. 1 give him his bow : 

1 scoi-Ji not th<‘ p(‘asant. tho' <wer so low : 

But a club of good lellows. like thos(‘ that are there. 
And a l)ottle like this, ar<‘ my glory and cai<*. 

Here passes the s(piire on his brother his horst' : 

Tliere centum per C(*ntum, the cit with his ])urse ; j ) 
But see you the Clown how it waves in tht‘ air? 

There a big-belli<»d })ottle still <*as(‘s my care. 

Tlu‘ wife of my bosom, alas I she did die: 

For sweet consolation to cliurcli I did Hy : 

I fouml that old Solomon i)roved it fair. 

That the big-btdlied })ottle ‘s a cui e for all care. 

1 once wjis ])ersna<led a veiitim* to Jiiake ; 

A letha’ inform'd me that all was to wj*eck : 

But th(' pursy old landlord Just waddled up stairs 
With a glorious bottle that mided my can^fe. -o 

•Life's cares they are comforts,' a jnaxim laid down 
B}" the bard, what d’ye call him? that wore the black gown : 
And, faith, T agree with th" old prig to a hair. 

For a l)igbellied bottle's a heav'n of a care. 

{Added In a Masoi Jjodfje). 

Then till up a bumper, and make it overflow, 

And lionours masonic prepare for to throw ; 

May every true brother of the compass and square 
Have a )>ig-))e]lied bottle when harass'd with care. 
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COUNT THE LA WIN. 

GrANE is the day, and mirk *s the night. 

Blit wo 'll no'or stray for fant o’ 

Foj* ale and brandy 's stars and moon, 

And })liiid-red wine 's the risin’ snn. 

Then ^^iiidwife count the lawin, tlio lawin, tlio lawiii. 
Then ^'ni<lwife connl tlie lawin. and brin^’ a co^^io mail*. 

'Hiere ’s wealth and (‘ase for ^<mtl<‘jn<‘n.. 

And s<Mni)le-tolk maun techt ami fen*. 

Ihit lu‘re we're a’ in ae accord. 

For ilka man that's drunk's a lord. 10 

My co^’^ie is a haly ]iool. 

That heals tlu^ wounds o* care and dool ; 

And pl<*asure is a wanton trout. 

An’ ye drink it a' ye'll find hiiii out. 


DELUDED SWAIN. 

DELi^nim swain, the pleasure 
Th(‘ tickle Fair can give tlu‘(‘. 

Is ])ut a fairy tr(‘asure. 

Thy liop(‘S will soon dec(*iv(‘ thee. 

The billows on the ocean. 

^Tho breezes idly roaming, 

Tlu» clouds' uncertain motion. 

They are but types of woman. 

0 ! art tlioii not ashamed 

To doat upon a featin-e? 10 

If man thou wonldst 1 m‘ named. 

Despise the silly creature. 

(jto, find an hom'st follow : 

Good cl.‘u-c‘t set before thee : 

Hold on till thou art mellow. 

And then to bed in glory. 
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THE DETL’S AWA’ WI’ THE EXCISEMAN. 

Tiik De’il cam fiddling thro’ the town. 

And danced awa wi* the Exciseman : 

And ilka wife cried ‘Aiild Malioun. 

We wish you luck o’ vonr prize, man.’ 

We’ll mak our maut. and brow our drink. 

We’ll dance, and sin^-. and rejoice. ]nan : 

And mony thanks to th<‘ nuicklo black l)(*'il 
That danced awa wi’ tlie Exciseman. 

There's threesome lecds. and foursome reels. 

There's horn])ipes and strathsjxys. man: 

Hut th(^ ae best dance e’er cam to our Ian*. 
Was— the De’il ’s awa wi’ the Exciseman. 


THERE WAS A BONNIE LASS. 

There was a bonnie lass, ami a ))onnie. bonnie lass. 

And she lo'ed her bonnie laddit* <lear ; 

'Fill war’s lou<l alarms ton* h<*r laddie frae lier .arins. 
Wi’ mony a sii»h and t<*ar. 

< )ver sea, over slion*, where tlu* cannons loudly roar. 

lie still was a stumi»< r U> bar: 

And nocht could him qm*ll. or his )>osom* assail. 

Hut the bonnie lass he lo'<*d sa<‘ dear. 


— 


RATTLINS ROARIN’ WILLIE. 

() rattlin’, roarin’ Willie. 

O. h<* held to the fair. 

An’ for to sell his fiddle. 

An’ buy some other ware ; 


10 
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But parting wi’ liis fiddle, 

Tho saut tear Idin’t his ee ; 

And rattlin’, roarin’ Willie, 

Ye're welcome liame to me ! 

() Willie, come sell your fiddle, 

O sell your fiddle sae fine ; lo 

O Willie, come sell your fiddle. 

And buy a pint o’ wine ! 

If I should sell my fiddle, 

The wai-r would think I was mad ; 

For mony a r.intin’ day 
My fiddl(‘ and I luu' had. 

As I cam by C^rocliallan, 

J cannily keekit ben — 
licit din’, roaiin’ Willie 

Was sitting at yon board en' : 20 

Sitting at yon board on’. 

And amang guhl companie 
liattlin’, roarin’ Willie, 

Ye'ro wi'leome hame to mol 


LANDLADY, COUNT THE LA WIN. 

* Landlady, count the la^^ in. 

The day is near the da win ; 
Ye're a’ blind drunk, boys. 

And Fm but jolly fou. 
lley tutti, taiti. 

How tutti, taiti 
Wha 's fou now ? 

(*og, an’ ye wore aye fou, 

Cog, an’ ye were aye fou, 

1 wad sit and sing to you 
If ye were aye fou. 


10 
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Weol mfiy ye a’ bo ! 

Ill may wo never see! 

(to(] bless the Kin^, boys, 
And ihc companic' ! 

II<‘y tutti, taiti, 

TIow tutti, taiti — 
Wlia 's foil now ? 


MY LOVE SHE 'S BUT A LASSIE YET. 

My love she \s but a lassi(' yet ; 

My love slie *s but a lassi(‘ y(‘i : 

We’ll let her si and a y(‘ar or twa. 

She'll no l)e half sae saucy yoi. 

T rue the day I sought her, O, 

I rue the day T soiij^ht h(‘]‘, () : 

Wha ^’C‘ts lu r 1 '(‘(m1s na say sh(‘ 's woo'd. 

But lu‘ may say h<‘ 's bought her. O! 

Come, draw a drap o’ the ])(‘st o't yet : 

Come, draw .a <lrap o’ the ])est o't y<d ; 
(hie seek for ])l<‘asure wh<a*e yc^ will. 

Blit her(‘ I m‘Ver miss'd it y<‘t. 

We're a’ dry wi' drinkinjj^ o't. 

We're a’ dry wi driiikini;' o't ; 

The minist(‘r kiss'd the hddl(‘r’s wife. 

All' could na prt'ach for thinkin' o't. 


DOES HAUGHTY GAUL. 

Doks haughty Gaul invasion threat V 
Then let tlio loons beware. Sir, 
There 's wooden walls upon our seas. 

And volunteers on shori*. Sir. 

The Nith shall run to (^)rsincon. 
And Crin’cd sink in Solway, 

Ere* we ]>ermit a foreign foe 
On British ground to rally ! 
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<) k*t us not like snarling tykt*.s 
In wrangling- l>o divick'd, 

Till, slap ! coiiio ki an unco loon 
And wi’ a rung decide it. 

J3o Tlritain still to Britain trius 
Amang ourscls united ; 

For never but ])y British hands 
Maun British wrangs he riglited ! 

The kettle o' tli(' kirk an<l state, 

P(‘rliaps a ( lout may fail in't : 

But d(‘il a l‘or<*ign tinkler loon 
Shall ever ca' a nail in't. 

Our father's l>liid<‘ the kedth' Ixaight, 

An' wha wad dar(‘ to spoil it? 

By lu‘avc‘iis ! th(‘ sacrih^gious dog* 

Shall fuel he to }>oil it ! 

The wr(‘tch that would a tyrant own. 
And the wretch, his true-horn l)roth(‘r, 

Who’d set th(‘ mob ahoon the throne. 
May they he <laninod tog(dh(‘r ! 

Who will not sing God s<trG the Khuj ! 
Shall hang as liigh *s tlu' steeph' ; 

But while wo sing (wod .sv/rc f/ic K'nHf ! 
W(^'ll not forget the j^oople ! 


THE DAY RETURNS. 

The day returns, my bosom burns, 

Tlie ])lissful day we twa did meet : 

'Fho' winter wild in tenix>est toil'd. 

Ne'er sumimussuii was half sao sweet. 

Than a’ the pride that loads the tid(\ 

And crosses o’i*r the sultry line ; 

Than kingly i-ohes, than crowns and globes. 
Heaven gave me more, it made ihee mine 
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Wliile tLiy and night can bring* delight. 

Or nature aught of pleasure give ; 

While joys above my mind ean move, 

For thee, and thee alone, I live ! 

When that grim foe of life below 
Comes ill between to make us part ; 

The iron hand that breaks oiir band. 

It breaks my bliss -it })reaks my heart ! 


O MAY, THY MORN. 

O May, thy morn was ne'er sae sweet. 

As the mirk n ight o' Dc'eeml)er ; 

For s]>arkling was th(‘ rosy wine. 

And private was tlu^ eliamber ; 

And dear was she I dare na name. 

But 1 will ay(‘ rem<*mber. 

And hor(‘'s to them. that, like oursel. 
Can i)ush about the jorum ! 

And her(* 's to them that wish us wool. 
May a' tliat 's guid watch o'er them ! 
And h(‘re 's to tliem we dare na t(dl. 
The dc'arest o' tin* <|uorum ! 


THERE'LL NEVER BE PEACE TILL JAMIE 
COMES HAME. 

By yon castle wa’, at the close of the day, 

I heard a man sing, tho' his head it was grey : 

And as he was singing, th<3 tears down came 
There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hanie. 

The chuich is in ruins, the state is in jars, 
Delusions, oj)prossions, and murderous wars ; 

Wo dare na weel say't. but we ken wha 's to blame 
There'll never lie i»eace till Jamie comes hame. 
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My seven bruw sons for Jamie drew sword, 

And now T jojreet round their green beds in the yer 
It brak the sweet heart o* my faithfiT aiild dame — 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

Now life is a burden that bows me down, 

Sin’ I tint my bairns, and he tint his crown ; 

But till my last moment my words are the same- — 
^’here'll never Ik* peace* till Jamie* comes haim*. 


FAREWEEL TO A’ OUR SCOTTISH FAME. 

Farkwkkl to a* our Scottish fame. 

Fareweel our ancii*nt glory ! 

Fareweel (‘V<*n to thi* Scottish name*. 

Sae fam'd in martial story ! 

Now Sark rins o'er the Solway saiuls. 

And Tw(‘ed rins to the oc ean. 

To mark 'svhere FngLand's pre>vinct‘ stands : 
Such a pai('<‘l of rogu<‘s in a nation ! 

What guile or tbree <*ould not subdue. 

Through many warlike* ages. 

Is wrought now by a coward few. 

For hireling traitors' wagc*s, 

JJie English steel w«* could disdain. 

Secure* in valour's static »n. 

But English gold has been our l)ane ; 

Such a parcc'l of rogu<*s in a nation ! 

(> would, ere I had seen the day 
That treason thus could sell us. 

My auld grey head had lien in clay, 

Wi' Bruce and loyal Wallace ! 

But pith and pow(*i\ till my last hour 
I’ll niak this dt‘claration, 

Wo're bought and sedd for English gold : 

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation ! 
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WILL YE GO TO THE INDIES, MY MARY. 

Will ye to tlie Tndioft, niy Mary, 

And leave auld Seotia’s shore? 

Will ye go to tlie Indies, iny Mary, 

Across the Atlantic's roar? 

O sweet grows the lime and the orange \ 

And the apple on the jdiio ; 

But a' tl It) cliarms o’ the Tndic's 
Can iu‘ver equal thine. 

r hae sworn hy thc‘ Heavens to my Mary. 

I hae sworn hy the Ile^aveais to he true : lo 

And sao may the lleaveais forged nu\ 

When I forg€‘t mv ve)W ! 

() ])light mc‘ ye)ur faith, my IMarv, 

And plight m<‘ your lily white' hanel : 

() ])light me your faith, my Mary, 

Bedore 1 h^ave' Scedia's strand. 

We hae plighted our tioth, my Mary. 

In mutual alfectie)n to join ; 

Anel curst he the cause that shall ])art us ! 

The hour, anel the' meune^nt o' time! 20 


THE BONNIE LAD THAT FAR AWAh 

() HOW can I he* Id it lie* and glad. 

Or how can I gang brisk and hraw. 

When the honnie lad that I lo'e hest 
Is o'er the* hills and far .awa? 

It ’s no the frosty winter wind, 

It 's no the driving drift and snaw : 

But aye* the tear ce>nu*s in my (*e*, 

Te> think on him that 's far awa. 
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My father pat me fiae his door, 

My friends they hao disown'd me a’ ; jo 

Blit I hae ane will iak my part, 

The honnie lad that ’s far awa. 

A pair o’ gloves he bought to me, 

And silken snoods he gae me twa ; 

And I will w(*ar them for his sake, 

The bonni(' lad that 's far awa. 

() weary winter soon will pass. 

And spring will cdecnl the birken shaw ; 

And my young babio will be ])orn. 

And he'll be liame that 's far awa. 20 


YESTREEN I HAD A PINT O’ WINE. 

VkstkI':i:x I ha<l a pint o' wine. 

A })laco when' Ixaly saw na' : 

V(‘stn*en lay <ni this breast o' mine 
The gowdcm locks of Anna. 

'The hungry Jew in wilderness 
Rejoicing o'er his manna. 

Was naothing to my hinny bliss 
Upon tin' li]>s of Anna. 

Ve inonarchs, tak the east and west, 

Frae Indus to Savannah ! 10 

(fie me within my straining grasp 
The melting form of Anna. 

There I’ll despise impi'rial charms, 

An Empress or Sultana, 

While dying rajitures in her arms 
1 give and take with Anna ! 

Awa, thou Haunting god o' day ! 

Awa, thou palo Diana ! 

Ilk star, gae hide thy twinkling ray 
When I'm to meet my Anna. 


20 
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CVujie, ill thy raven pliiniaf^(‘, nii>’lit I 
Sun, iiK»on, ami stars withdrawn a’ : 

And bring an angel pen to write 
My transports wi' niy Anna ! 

{l*ostscri2)f» ) 

The kirk and state may join, and tell 
To do such things T inauna : 

The kirk and state may gae to hell. 
And T*ll gae to my Anna. 

Slie is the sunshine o' niy <‘e, 

'ro live but her T caiina ; 

Had I on earth but wishes three, 

The first should be my Anna 


MY TOCHER’S THE JEWEL. 

<) MKiKLK thinks my hive o' my ))eauty. 

And moikle thinks my luve o' my kin : 

But little thinks my luve I ken brawl ie 
My tocher 's the jewel has charms lor him. 

It’s a' for the ap])le he'll nourish the tr(*i‘ ; 

It 's a’ for the hiney he'll cherish the }>f‘e ; 

My laddie 's sae meikle in love wi’ the siller. 

He canna hae hive to spare* for me. 

Your proder o* hive's an airle [)«*nny. 

My tocher's the baigain ye wad huy : lo 

But an ye be crafty, I am cunnin’, 

Sae ye wi" anither your fortune' may try. 

Ye’re like to the timmer o’ yon rotte*!! wood ; 

Ye're like^te> the bark ei' yon rotten tiee ; 

Ye'll slip frao me like a knotless thread, 

And ye'll crack your credit wi’ inae nor me. 
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WHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIE DO WI’ AN 
AULD MAN? 

What can a young lassie, what shall a young lassio. 

What can a young lassie do wi' an auld man V 
Bad luck on the penny that tempted my minnie 
To s(‘ll her poor Jenny for siller an' Ian* ! 

He 's always compleenin* frae mornin to e'enin*, 

He hosts and lie hirples the wi ary day hing : 

He *s doylt and lie *s dozin. his hluid it is frozen. 

O. dreary's the night wi' a <*razy auld man! 

He hums and he hankers, he frets and hi‘ canki’is. 

I never can ]dease liiin <lo a* that I can : lo 

He *s peevish, and .j<‘alous of a* the young fellows : 

O, dool on the day 1 met wi* an auhl man I 

My auld aunti<‘ Katie uiion me takes pity, 

1*11 do my endeavour to follow lier i)hin ; 
ril cross liiin and lack him. until 1 lieait-hnnik him. 
uVnd then his auld brass will buy me a new pan. 


BLYTHE AND MERRY. 

Blythk. ]>lytlie and meiry was she. 

Blytlie was she but and hen : 

Blythe by the banks of Earn, 

And blyth(> in Ulenturit glen. 

By Oehtertyre there gixms tht‘ aik. 

On Yarrow banks the birken shaw : 

But Pluunie was a bonnier lass 
Than braes o' Yarrow ever saw. 

Her looks were lik<' a tlower in May. 

Her smile was like a simmer mmn : jo 

Slie tripi>ed by the banks of Earn 
As light *ft a bird upon a tlnuii. 
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Ilor hoiinio face it was as meek 
As oiiy lamb’s ii])oii a lea : 

The evening sun was ne'er sac sweet 
As was the blink o’ Phemio’s vv. 

The Highland hills I’ve wander’d wide, 
And o'er the Lowlands T hae been ; 
But Pheinie was the blytliest lass 
That ever trod the dewy green. 


PEGGY'S CHARMS. 

WiiKKE, braving angry winter's storms. 
The lofty Ochils j*ise. 

Far in their shade jny Peggy's charms 
First blest my wondering (‘yes ; 

As one who, by some savage stream, 

A lovely gem surveys, 

Astonish'd doubly, marks it beam 
With art’s most polish'd blaz(‘. 

Bh*st b(‘ tlu‘ wild. s(Mju(‘ster'd shad<‘. 

And blest the day and hour, 

Where Peggy's charms 1 first survjy'd. 
When first 1 fV‘It tlndr |>o\N'(‘r ! 

The tyrant death with grim control 
May seize my fleeting br(*ath ; 

But teai’ing l'<*ggy from my soul 
Must be a strong(n* death. 


THE LAZY MIST. 

The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the hill, 
Concealing the course of the dark-winding rill ; 
How languid the scenes, late so sprightly, appeal 
As autumn to winter resigns the j^alo year ! 

The forests are leafless, the meadows are brown, 
And all the gay fopi^ery of summer is flown : 
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Apart let ii\e wander, apart let me muse, 

I low quick time is flying, how keen fate })ursiies ; 

How long I have lived, but how much livtnl in vain ; 
JIow little of life's scanty span may remain : lo 

What asp(‘cts old Time, in his progress, has worn ; 

What ties cruel fate in my bosom has torn. 

Jlow foolish, or worse, till our summit is gain'd ! 

And doAvnward, hovv^ weakcMi'd, how darken’d, how 2)ain*d ! 
This lift* 's jiot worth liaving with all it can give ; 

For soimThing beyond it poor man sure must live. 


STRATHALLAN’S LAMENT. 

Thickest night, o'erhaiig my dwelling! 

Howling tiunpests, o'er m(‘ rave ! 

Turbid torrents, wintry swelling. 

Still surround my lonely cav<‘ I 

(T*3'stal streaml(‘tN gently" tlowing. 

Busy liaunts of base niankiml, 

Wt‘sl(M'n bre(*zes softly blowing. 

Suit not my distracted miml. 

In the cause of right t*iigaged. 

Wrongs injuriims to redress. lo 

Honour's war w<‘ strtmgly waged. 

But tin* heavens d<*nied success. 

BuiiFs wheel has driven o’er u^. 

Not a hope that dare attend ; 

The wi(h‘ woild is all before us 
But a Avorhl without a fritnd I 
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RAVING WINDS AROUND HER BLOWING. 

Kavi NO winds nroiind lier blowing, 

Yollow leaves tlie woodlands strowiii^, 

By a river hoarsely roaring, 

Isabella strayM dei)loring : 

‘ Farewell, hours that lato did measure* 
Siinshiiu* days of joy and i)leasiire ; 

Hail, lliou gloomy night of sonow, 
Che(*rh*ss niglit tliat knows no morrow I 

‘ O'er (lie [)ast too fondly wand(*ring. 

On the hoj)eh‘ss future pondering ; 

(Miilly griet my ]if(*-bloo(l freezc‘s, 

F(*ll despair my fancy seizes. 

Lite, thou soul ed‘ e*very bl<‘ssing. 

Load te) mise*ry most elistie'ssing. 

O. how glaelly l*d re*sign the*e', 

Anel te3 (lark e)bli\ ion join thee*!' 


MUSING ON THE ROARING OCEAN. 

31uskno on the* roaring oc(‘an 

Which divid(‘s my love anel me ; 
Wearying Heaven in warm elevotion. 
For his we*al where'er lie* be : 

Hope and fear's alternate billow 
Yielding late tei nature ‘'s law ; 
Whisjiering spirits remnd my pillow 
Talk of him that 's far awa. 

Ye whom sorreiw neve*r wounded, 

Ye who never sheet a tear. 
Care-untroubled, je>y-surroune led. 

Gaudy day to you is dear. 
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(Tontlo night, do thoii hefriond : 

Downy sleep, the curtulii draw : 
Spirits kind, again attend nu\ 

Talk of liini lliat \s far aw a ! 


LORD GREGORY. 

O MTKK, mirk is ihis midnight hour. 

And loud tin* tempest's roar ; 

A waefu' wand(‘rer seeks thy tow'r, 

Tjord (U‘(‘L»orv, o[)o thy door. 

An exile frae her father's ha*. 

And a* for loving* thee ; 

At l('ast some ])ity on me shaw. 

If love it iiiayiia he. 

Ijoi'd (h-egory. mind's! thou not the grove, 

I>y bonni<‘ Irwim* sid(‘, lo 

Where lirst 1 own'd tliat virgin loV(‘ 

1 lang* lang’ liad (U‘ni(‘d ? 

Ilow aften di<lsl tliou ]>h'dge aiul vow 
ddiou wad for aye ))e mine ! 

Ami my fond lieart. itsel sae true. 

It neVr mistrusted tliine. 

Hard is thy lieart. Lord Gix'gory, 

And lliniy is thy breast : 

Thou bolt of lu‘av<ui that tiashest by, 

O wilt thou give me rest ! 20 

Ye mustering thunders from above, 

Your willing victim see ! 

But spare, and par<lon my fause love, 

His wrangs to lieaveii and me ! 
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STAY, MY CHARMER. 

Stay, iny charmer, cun you leave me? 

( 'ruel, cruel to deceive me ! 

Well you know how mucli you ^rievt* me ; 
Cruel charmer, cun you go ? 

By my love so ill requited ; 

F^y the faith you fondly plighted : 

I^y the pangs of lovtas slighted ; 

Do not. <lo not h‘ave me so ! 


FAIREST MAID ON DEVON BANKS. 

Faikkst maid on D<won )>anks. 

Crystal Devon, winding Devon. 

Wilt thou lay that frown aside*. 

And smile as thou wtut wont to do? 

Full well thou know'st 1 love Hum* d<‘ar : 

Couldst thou to malice lend an ear? 

O did not love* exclaim * Forhear. 

Nor a laithful lover so?' 

’riieii <*ome, thou fairest the fair. 

'riiose wonted smil<*s. O let me share ; m 

And hy lliy beauteous self I swear, 

No love but thine my heart shall know. 


YOUNG JOCKEY. 

Youxu Jockey was tlie blithest lad 
111 a’ our town or hero awa ; 

Fu’ blithe ho whistled at the gaud, 
Fu’ lightly danced ho in the ha’ ! 
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He roos'cl my oen sae ])onnie blue. 

He roos’d my waist sae genty sma* : 

An" fiye my heart came to my moii, 

When ne’er a body heard or saw. 

My Jockey toils upon the plain, 

Thro’ wind an<l w(^et, thro’ frost and snaw ; lo 

And o’er the lea I look fu* fain 

When Jockey’s owsen hameward ea’. 

An’ aye the night comes round again. 

When in his arms he takes me a’ ; 

An’ aye he vows lie’ll be my ain 
As lang ’s he has a breath to dra\\'. 


JOCKEY’S TA’EN THE PARTING KISS. 

JocKKY ’s ta’en the ]>arting kiss, 

O’er the mountains h<‘ is gano ; 

And with him is a’ 1113' Idiss, 

Nought but griefs with me remain. 

Spare 1113^ luve, 3^^ winds that blaw, 

Plash3' slet'ts and Ix^ating rain ! 

Spare my luv(‘, thou featht'rv snaw. 

Drifting f)'er the frozen plain ! 

When the shades of evening cree’p 

0'<‘r the day’s fair, gladsome ee, 10 

Sound and safely ma3^ he sleep, 

Sweelly blithe his waukeiiing be! 

He will think on her he loves, 

Fondh" he’ll repeat her mum* ; 

For where’er he distant roves, 

J ocke3 
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O WHA IS SHE THAT LO'ES ME? 

O wiiA is she that lo’es 1110, 

And has my heart a-keepiii^ ? 

O sweet is she that lo’es me. 

As (lews o' simmer weei)ing. 

In tears the rose-buds stooping. 

O that 's the lassie o' my heart, 
My lassie ever dearer ; 

O that ’s the <pieen o’ womankind. 
And ne'er a ane to peer hei*. 

If thou slialt me(d ii lassie, 

111 grace and beauty ('harming. 

That e'en thy chos(Ui lassie, 

Er(‘while thy Im^ast sa(' warming, 
TTad n(‘*er sic powers alarming : 

If thou hadst heard lier talking. 

And thy ath'iitions ])lighte(l. 

That ilka body talking. 

But her by the(‘ is slighted. 

And thou art all ddiglited : 

If thou hast met this fair one : 

When frae her thou hast [>art(‘d. 

If every otlnu* fair on(% 

But her, thou hast deserted, 

And thou art broken-hearted : 

() that 's the lassie, t^c. 


BLITHE HAE I BEEN ON YON HILL. 

Blithe hae I been on yon liill. 

As the lambs before me ; 

Careless ilka thought and free, 

As the breeze flew o'er me : 

Now n.‘ie langer sx>ort and play. 

Mirth or sang can please me : 

Lesley is sae fair and coy, 

Ciire and anguish seize me. 
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Heavy, heavy is the task. 

Hopeless love dee lari iif? ; 10 

Trembling, I dow iiocht but glowr. 

Sighing, duin}>, despairing ! 

If she winna ease the thraws 
In iny bosom swelling, 

Undei-neath the grass-gre<*ii sod 
Soon maun bo my dwelling. 


O WERE MY LOVE YON LILAC FAIR. 

O WERE my love 3^011 lilac fair, 

"Wi’ puiplo blossoms to the spring ; 

And 1 , a l)ird to shelter there, 

'When wearied on 1113^ little wing ; 

How I wad mourn, when it was torn 
By autumn wild, and winti‘r rud<‘ ! 

But I wa<l sing on wanton wing, 

Wh(*n 3"outlifu’ May its bloom renew'd. 

0 gin my love were \"on red rose 

That grows upon the castle wa\ 10 

And I mysel' a drap o' dew. 

Into her bonni<^ l)reast to fa' ! 

Oh, thert‘ l)i‘3'ond exi>ression blest. 

I’d fc'asl on l)(‘auty a' the n ight : 

Seal'd c)n her silk-salt faulds to rest, 

Till tley'd aw a' b3" Pho<»bus' light. 


COME, LET ME TAKE THEE. 

Come, let me take thee to 1113^ breast. 
And pledge wo ne’er shall sunder ; 
And I shall spurn as vilest dust 
The warld’s wealth and grandeur : 
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^Vnd do T hear my Jennie own 
That equal transports move her ? 

I ask for dearest life alone 
That I may live to love her. 

Thus in my arms, wi* all thy charms. 

I clasp my countless treasure ; 
ril seek nao mair o’ heaven to share, 
Than sic a moment’s plc'asure : 

And by thy een, sae bonnie blue, 

1 swear I’m thine for ever ! 

And on thy lips T seal my vow. 

And break it shall I never. 


WHERE ARE THE JOYS. 

Where are tlu* joys I hae nud in the morning. 

That danced to the lark’s early sanf?? 

Where is the peace that awaitisl my wand’rin.i>\ 
At evening the wild woods amang ? 

N(> mor(' a-winding the eourse of yon river. 

And marking sweet flow'rets so fair : 

No more 1 trace the liglit footstej)S of j)l(*asiire, 
But sorrow and sad sighing care. 

Is it tliat sumnu'r’s forsaken our valh'vs. 

And grim, surly winter is near? 

No, no, the ]>ees humming round tlie gay roses 
Proclaim it the pride of the yejir. 

Fain would 1 hide what J fc^ar to discover, 

Yet long, long too well have I known : 

All that has caus'd tliis wreck in juy bosom, 

Is Jenny, fair Jenny alone. 

Time cannot aid me, my griefs are immortal, 
Nor hope dare a comfort l^estow : 

Come, then, tmamour’d and fond of my anguish. 
Enjoyment I'll seek in my woe. 
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O SAW YE MY DEAR. 

O SAW ye niy dear, my Phcly ? 

O saw ye my dear, my Pliely? 

She \s down i’ the grove, she ’s Avi’ a now love. 
She winna come hame to her Willy. 

Wliat says sla^, my dearest, my Phely ? 

WliJit says she, my dearest, my Pliely? 

She lets th<‘e to Avit that she has thee forgot. 
And for e\"(‘r disoAvns thc^e, h<‘r Willy. 

O had I neVr secai the<‘. my Phely ! 

O had 1 iK'Vr scm ii thee, my Phely ! 

As light as the air, and faii'-e as thou 's fair. 
Thou 'st broken the heart o' thy Willy. 


THOU HAST LEFT ME EVER, JAMIE. 

Tiiou hast left me eAW, Jamie, 

Thou hast left me eA^er ; 

Thou hast h‘ft nu‘ eA'(‘r, Jamie, 

Thou hast h*tt me (‘ver. 

Aften hast thou voavM that death 
Only should us seAH'r : 

Now thou \st l(*l‘t thy lass for ay(‘ 

1 maun see thee iieAer, Jamie, 

I'll see thee never ! 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 10 

Thou hast me forsaken ; 

Thou hast mo forsaken, Jamie, 

Thou hast 1110 forsaken. 

Thou canst Ioa^o anither jo. 

While my heait is breaking ; 

Soon my Aveary een I’ll close— 

Never mair to AA’^aken, Jamie, 

Ne'er mair to Avaken ! 
o 



386 




MY CHLORIS. 

My Chlorift, mark how groon ilie groves, 

The primrose banks how fair : 

The balmy gales awake the flowers, 

And wave thy flaxen hair. 

The lav 'rock shuns the palace gay, 

And o’er the cottage sings ; 

lor Nature smiles as swet't, I ween. 

To she2:>herds as to kings. 

Let minstrels sweep the skilfii’ string 

In lordly lighted hii : lo 

The shepherd sto2>s his simple reed. 

Blythe, in the birken shaw. 

The princely rc*vel may survey 
Our rustic dance wi' scorn ; 

But are their hearts as light as ours 
Beneath the milk-white thorn ? 

The shepherd, in the floAvery gh^n. 

In shepherd's 2)hrase will woo : 

The courtier t<‘lls a liner tah', 

But is his heart as true ? 20 

These wild-wood flowers I've pu'd, to deck 
That spotless ))j*(‘asi o' thin(‘ : 

The courti(‘r’s gems may witness lovo- 
But ’tis na love like mine. 


’TWAS NA HER BONNIE BLUE EE. 

’Twas na her ]>onnie blue ee was my ruin ; 

Fair tho’ she l)e, that was ne’er my undoing ; 

‘Twas the dear smile when naebody did mind us, 
Twas the bewitching, sweet, stown glance o’ kindness 
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Sail* do I fear that to hoj 3 e is denied me. 

Sail* do I fear that despair maun abide me ; 

But tho’ fell fortune should fate us to sever, 

Queen shall she be in my bosom for ever. 

Chloris, I’m thine \vi’ a passion sincerest, 

And thou hast plijjfhted me love o’ tho dearest ! 10 

And thou’rt tho an^ol that never can alter, 

Sooner the sun in his motion would falter. 


TO THE WOODLARK. 

0 STAY, sweet warbling woodlark, stay, 

Nor quit for mo the trembling spray ; 

A hapless lover courts thy lay. 

Thy soothing fond comx^laining. 

Again, again that tender i>art, 

That I may catch ihy melting art ; 

For surely that wad touch her heart, 

Wha kills mo wi’ disdaining. 

Say, was thy little mate unkind. 

And heard tlu'o as the careless wind ? 10 

Oh, nocht but love and sorrow join'd 
Sic notes o' wae could wauken. 

Idioii tells o' never-ending care, 

O’ speechless grief, and dark despair ; 

For pity's sake, sweet bird, nae mair ! 

Or my poor heart is broken ! 


HOW CRUEL ARE THE PARENTS. 

How cruel are the parents 
Who riches only pilze, 

And to the wealthy booby 
Poor woman sacrifice. 
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M(‘;iiiwhilo the hapless daughter 
Has but a (dioiee of strife ; 

shun a tyrant father's hate, 
Become a wretcliod wife. 

The ravening hawk pursuing, 
The tremhling dove thus ilies, 
To shun impelling ruin 

A while lier pinions tries : 

Till of escape despairing, 

No shelter or rc'treat, 

She trusts the ruthless falconer. 
And drops ])eneath his feet. 


JOHN BARLEYCORN. 

A IJALLAl). 

Tiiejje was three Kings into tlie east, 

Three' Kings ])oth great and high. 

And they hae swoiai a solemn oatli 
John Barleycorn sliouhl di(‘. 

Tli(*y took a plough and plough’d him down. 
But cdods upt)ii iiis lu'ad. 

And they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn was dead. 

But the cheerfu' Spring canu' kindly on, 

And show’rs began to fall ; 

John Barleycorn got up again. 

And sore surpris’d them all. 

The sultry suns of Hummer came, 

And he grew thick and strong, 

His head weel arm’d wi’ puinteil sj^eai's, 
That no one should him wrong. 
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The sol:)er Autumn enter'd mild, 

When he grew wan and pale ; 

His bonding joints and drooping head 
Show’d he began to fail. 

His colour sicken’d more and more. 

He faded into age ; 

And then his enemies began 
To show their deadly rage. 


They’ve ta’en a weapon, long and sharp. 
And cut him by the kiics^ ; 

Then tied him fast iij)oii a cart. 

Like a rogue for forgerie. 


I’hey laid liim down upon his back. 
And cudgeird him full sore ; 

They hung him up b(‘fore the storm. 
And turn'd him o'er and o'ct. 


They lilled up a darksome pit 
With water to tlie )>rim, 

They lieaved in John Barleycorn, 
There h't liim sink or swim. 

They lai<l liim out ui»on tiie iloor. 

d\) work liim tartlu*r woi*. 

^Viid still, a^ '^igus of life appi-ar'd. 
They toss'd him to and fro. 


'Fhey wasted, o'er a scorching llaiiii'. 

The marrow of his bones : 

But a miller us’d him worst of all. 

For he crush'd him between two stom ^. 

And they hae ta'en his very lu^ait's blood, 
And drank it round ami round : 

And still the more and more they drank, 
Their joy did more abound. 
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John Barleycorn was a hero hold. 

Of noble enterprise, 

For if you do but taste his blood. 
'Twill make your courage rise ; 

'Twill make a man forget his woe ; 

'Twill heighten all his joy : 

'Twill make the widow's heart to sing, 
Tlio' the tear were in her eye. 

Then let us toast John Barleycorn, 
Each man a glass in hand ; 

And may his gri^at posterity 
Ne’er fail in old Scotland ! 


THE SODGER^S RETURN. 

When wild war’s deadly blast was blawn, 
And gentle peace lotu ruing. 

Wi' niony a swe<‘t babe fatlundcsss. 

And mony a widow mourning, — 

I loft the lines and tented field. 

Where lang I*d ])een a lodger. 

My humblo kna]>sac*k a’ my wt‘alth. 

A poor and honest sodger. 

\ leal light lK‘art was in niy breast. 

My liand unstain’d wi’ jdunder ; 

And for fair Scotia hame again 
I cheery on did W'ander. 

I llioiiglit upon the l)anks o’ Coil, 

I thought upon my Nancy, 

I thought u])on th(‘ witching sniil(3 
That caught iny youthful fancy. 

At length I reach'd the boniiie glen. 
Where early life I sported ; 

1 ])<ass’d the mill, and tiysting thorn, 
Where Nancy aft J courted : 
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Wha spied I >)ut luy aiii dear maid, 
Down by her mother's dwelling ! 

And turn'd me round to hide the flood 
That in my eeii was swelling. 


Wi’ alter’d voice quoth I, Sweet lass, 

Sweet as yon hawthorn blossom, 

0 ! happy, ha]q)y may he bo, 

That 's dearest to thy bosom ! 

My j^urso is light, IVe far to gang, 

And fain wad be thy lodger ; 30 

I’ve serv’d my King and Country lang — 

Take pity on a sodger ! 

Sae wistfully she ga7<‘d on m(\ 

And lovelier was than evta* : 

Quo’ she, a sodger anco I lo'ed, 

Forget him shall I never: 

Our humble cot, and hainely fare. 

Ye freely shall i>artake it ; 

That gallant })a<lge, the dear cockad(\ 

Ye’ie welcome for tin* sake oH. 40 

She gaz'd she redden'd like a rose — 

Syne pale like ony lily ; 

Slio sank within my arms, and cried. 

Art thou my ain dear Willie? 

Hy Him ^^ho made yon sun and sky. 

By whom true love's regarded, 

1 am the man ; and thus may still 
True lovers be rewarded ! 

The wars arc* o cr, and I’m come lianie. 

And find tliee still true-hearted ; 50 

Tho’ poor in gear, we're rich in love. 

And mail* we'se ne’er be parted. 

Quo’ she. My grandsire left mo gowd, 

A mailen plenish’d fairly ; 

And conn*, my faithful &odgc*r lad, 

Thou'it welcome to it dearly! 



392 


anb (^affabe* 


For gold the merchant ploughs the main, 

Tlie farmer i>loughs the manor ; 

But glory is the sodger's i>rizo ; 

The sodgo)*\s wealth is honour : 6o 

The bravo poor sodger ne'er desiuse. 

Nor count him as a stranger : 

Bemomber he 's his (\)un try's stay 
In day and hour o' danger. 


LAST MAY A BRAW WOOER. 

Last May a biaw woo(‘r cam down the laiig glen. 

And sail* wi' his love he did deave me : 

1 said thert' was nadhing I hated likt' ni(*n 

The deuce gae wi'm to believ<‘ me. believe me. 

The doiu-e ga(‘ wi'm to l)(di(‘ve m(‘. 

Tie S 2 )ak o' the darts in my bonnie black c‘en. 

And vow'd for my love he was dying ; 

1 said he might die when ht* liked for J(‘an : 

The Lord Ibigie me for lying, for lying, 

Tlu‘ Lord forgie me for lying ! lo 

A weel-stock('d inaileii, hiinscd' for th<‘ laird. 

And marriage alf-hand, ^^(‘r^‘ his ]>roti'ers : 

I never loot on that 1 kend it. or car'd : 

But thought T might hae waur offers, ANaur oifcus. 

But thought I might ha(‘ AAaur olf(‘rs. 

But what wad y(‘ think? in a fortnight or less. 

The deil tak his tast(‘ to ga<‘ iH‘ai' her I 
lie up the laiig loan to my Idack cousin Bess, 

Guess ye how, the jad ! I could bear Ii<‘r, could ])ear Ik i' 
Guess ye how, the jad ! I could bear luu*. 

But a’ the niest A\eek as 1 fretted care, 

I gaed to th(' tryst o’ Dalgarnock ; 

And wha but my iiiu' lickle lover was there? 

I glowr'd as I'd seen a wailock, a Avarlock, 

I glowr'd as I'd seen a Avarlock. 
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Blit owvo my left shoiither I gae him a blink, 

Lost nee])ors miglit say T was saucy ; 

My wooer he caj)er'cl as ho’d been in drink, 

And vow VI T was his dear lassie, dear lassie. 

And vow'd I was his dear lassie. 30 

I spier’d for my cousin fii' couihy ami sweet, 

(jrin she had recoA"ei*'d her hearinV 
And liow lier new shooii ill her aiild shachl’t feol- 
Biit, heavoiis ! how h(‘ fell a sweariiT a swearin', 

But, heavens ! how h(^ fell a swearin'. 

He })Ogged for (ludosake 1 w.m<1 b<‘ his wihi. 

Or else L wad kill him wi’ sorrow; 

So e'en to ])reserve the poor body in life. 

I think 1 maun wed liim to-morrow, to-morrow, 

1 think 1 maun wed him to-morrow. 40 


THERE WAS A LASS. 

Tiij<:hm was a lass, and she ^\as fair. 

At kirk and market to be s(‘en ; 

When a* tlu‘ fairest maids were im l. 

The fairest niai<l was bonnie dean. 

And aye she wrought Jier ]nainmi(‘'s walk. 

And aye slu' sang sa<‘ ima-rily : 

The l)lythest bird upon the Imsh 
Had m‘'er a lighter heart than she. 

But hawks will rob the tender joys 

That bless tin' little lintwhite's in .st ; 10 

And frost will blight the fairest llowers. 

And love will break the soundest rest. 

Young Kobie was tin* )>rawest lad. 

The flower and i>ridi‘ of a' the glen ; 

And he had owseJi, sheep and kye. 

And wanton naigies nine or ten. 

« 3 
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lie ^iied wi’ Jeaiiie to the 

He danc’d wi’ Jeanie on the down : 

And lang ere witless Jeanie wist, 

Her heart was tint, her peace was stown 

As ill the hosoiu o' iho stream 

Tlie moon-beam dwells at dewy c-'eii ; 

So trembling, pure, was tender love 
Witliin the breast o’ boiinio Jean. 

And now slie works lier maminic 's wark, 
And aye she sighs wi' care and jiain : 

Yet A^'istna what h(‘r ail might bt% 

Or what wad niak her weel again. 

But di<lna J(‘anie*s heart loup light. 

And <lidna joy blink in her (‘e, 

As Bobii' tauld a tale o' love, 

Ae e’ oilin' on the lily lea ? 

The sun was sinking in the west. 

The birds sang swet*t in ilka grove : 

His cheek to hers Ji<‘ fondly l>ri‘st. 

And whisper'd thus his tale o' love : 

O Jeani(‘ fair, 1 lo'<* th<‘<‘ : 

O canst thou think to fancy m(‘ ? 

Or wilt thou leave thy mainini<‘'s cot, 

And learn to ti‘nt the farms Avi’ me ? 

At barn or byn^ thou shaltna drudge, 

Or naething else to trouble thee ; 

But stray ainang the heather-b(‘lls, 

And tent the Avaviiig <'orii wi' me*. 

Now what could artless Jeanie do ? 

She had iiae will to say him na : 

aVt length she blush’d a sweet consent. 

And love was aye between them twa. 
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COUNTRY LASSIE. 

In simmer when tlie hay was mawn. 

And corn wav’d green in ilka held, 

While clavor blooms white o’(‘r tin* lea ; 

And roses blaw in ilka bield ; 

Blythe Bessie in the milking shhd 

Says ‘ I’ll be wed, come o't what will 
Out spak a dame in wrinkhsl eild, 

‘ O’ giiid advisement comes nae ill. 

’ It ’s yc‘ hae wixx'rs mony am‘, 

And, lassie, ye'r(‘ but young y<* ken ; lo 

Then wait a wee, and eannie wale 
A routhie butt, a routhi(‘ b(*n ; 

There’s Jolini<‘ o’ the Buskie-gl(‘n. 

Fu’ is his ])arn, fu’ is his ])yre ; 

Tak this IVae im*, my bonnie hen. 

It ’s plenty be(ds the I liver’s tire.’ 

* For Johnie o’ the Buskie-gien 
L diniia cai*(‘ a single tlii* ; 

He lo’es sa<‘ weed his craps and ky<‘ 

He has nae lov<‘ to s]>arc for uk ' : 20 

But blithe 's the bliuk o’ Bobi(‘'s e<*. 

And wetd 1 wat he lo’es me dear ; 

Ai' blink o' him I wad nae gie 
For Biiskie-glen and a’ his gear.’ 

*0 thoughtless lassie, life’s a faugh 1 ! 

The eannicsst gate, tho strih* is sail* ; 

But aye fu’ han't is fechtiii’ best, 

A hungry ear<‘ 's an unco can^ ; 

But some will spend, ami some will spare. 

An’ wilfu’ folk maun hae their will ; 30 

Syne as ye lirevv, iny maiden fair, 

Keep mind that yo maun drink the yill. 

‘ O, gear will buy me rigs o' land. 

And gear will buy me sheep and kye : 

But the tender heart o’ h*esome love 
The gowd and siller eaiina buy : 
o 5 
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We iii«ay j^oor Kobio and T, 

Li^^lit is the biirdoii love lays on ; 
Ooiiioiit and love brings peace and joy, - 
What mair hae qjieens upon a throne ? ’ 


MY FATHER WAS A FARMER. 

My Father was a Farmer uj)on the Carrick border (), 

And carefully he bred me in dect^ncy and order () : 

tie bade mo act a manly part, tlioiigh I liad ne'er a farthing (), 

For without an honest manly heart, no man was worth 
regarding O. 

Then out into the worhl my course 1 did detennine () : 

Tho' to be ricli was not my wish, y(‘t to be great was 
charming O : 

My talents th(‘y were not tin* worst ; nor yet my education O : 

Resolv'd was I, at least to try. to meiul my situation (>. 

In many away, ami vain <"ssay. I courtc‘d fortune's fa\our O : 

Some cause unseen still step! b<*tween, to frustrate (‘acli 
ejideavour () ; jo 

Sometimes by foes T was o'er^jower'd ; sometimes by friends 
forsaken O ; 

And when my hope was at the top, i still was worst 
mistaken O. 

Then sore harass'd, and tir’d at last, wdth fortune's vain 
delusion O, 

I dropt my scheint‘s, like idle dreams, and came to this 
conclusion O - 

The i^ast w«as bad, and the future hid ; its good or ill untried : 

But the i)resent hour was in my pow’r, and so I would 
enjoy it O. 

No help, nor hope, nor view had ^ : nor person to befriend 
me O ; 

So I must toil, and s>v<\nt and Ijroil, and labour to sustain 
me O ; 
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To plough and sow, to reap and mow, my father bred mo 
early O ; 

For one, ho said, to labour bred, was a match for fortune 
fairly O. ♦ 20 

Thus all obscure, unknown, and i)oor, thro' life I’m doom’d 
to wandtu* O. 

Till down my weary l)on<‘S I lay in evtulasting slumber O ; 

No view nor care, but shun whate’er might breed me pain 
or sorrow O, 

T live to-day as w<dl 's I may. regardless of to-morrow O. 

But cheerful still. 1 am as W(‘ll as a monar(*h in a palace O. 

Tho’ fortune’s frown still hunts me <lown, with all her 
wonted malice O ; 

I make indeed my <laily bread, but ne'er can make it farther () : 

But as daily bread is all 1 in^ed, 1 do not much regard her O. 

When sometimes by my labour I <‘aru a little nn)ney O, 

Some unforeseen misfortun<‘ comes i>t‘iierally ui)on me O — 

]\lischance, mistake, or by neglect, or my good-natur’d 
folly O ; 3 t 

But come what will, I’ve sworn it still, I’ll ne’er bo 
melancholy (). 

All you who follow wealth and power, with unremitting 
ardour (), 

I’he more in this you look for bliss, you leaye your yiew 
the farther O ; 

Had you tlu* wealth Fotosi boasts, or nations to adore 
you O, 

A cheerful honest-hearted clown 1 will prefer before you O, 


THE LASS THAT MADE THE BED TO ME. 

Whkn Januar’ wyid was blawing cauld, 

As to the north I took my way, 

The mirksome night did me enfauld, 

1 knew na Avhero to lodge till day. 
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By my ^ood luck a nijiid I met, 
Just in the middle o’ my caro; 
And kindly she did me invite 
To walk into a chamher fair. 


r bow’d fu’ low unto this maid, 

And thank’d her for her courtesie : lo 

I bow’d fu’ low unto this maid, 

And bade her mak a be<l to nn^. 

She made tlie bed baith lar^e and vdde, 

Wi' twa vhite hands she sprt^ad it down : 

She put the cui) to htu* losy li])s, 

And drank, ‘ You in? man. now sh‘e]) ye soun ’ 

She snatch’d the candle in her hand. 

And frae my chandxu* went wi' sp(‘e<l ; 

Bui 1 call’d her ipiicklv back as>ain 

d’o lay some niair below my h(‘a<l. 20 


A cod she laid Ix'low my head. 

And serv<‘d nu‘ a\ i' due resj)ect ; 

And to salute her wV a kiss, 

I put niN arms about Iku* mx k. 

‘ Hand aff your hands, youin; man,' sln^ says, 
‘And dinna sae iinchil b(‘ : 

If ye hae on\ love for me, 

C) wran^ na m\ viri>initi(‘ ! ' 


Her hair was ]ik(* the links o' i>o\\d. 

Her teeth were like* the ivorie ,* 3® 

Her ch(*eks like lilies di])! in wine, 

Idu* lass that maele the* b(‘d to me. 

Her bosom was the* driven snaw, 

Twa drifteel he*aps sae* fair to see : 

Her limb,-, the polish'el marble staiie*. 

The lass that made* the bed io me*. 
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T kiss’d her owre and owro again, 

And aye she wist na what to say ; 

I laid her hetween mo and the wa’, — 

The lassie thought na lang till day. 40 

Upon the moiTow when wo rose, 

1 thank'd hor for her courtesie ; 

But ayt' slio hlush’d, and aye she sigh'd 
And said ‘Alas! yo'vci ruin'd m(‘.’ 

I clasp'd her waist, and kiss'd hor syno. 

While the tear stood twinkling in hor (s* . 

T sai<l ‘My lassie, dinna cry. 

For ye ay(‘ shall make the IxmI to m(‘.' 

Sho took hor inithof's ITolland shoots. 

And ma<h‘ tlnsii a' in sarks to im‘ : 50 

Blythe and inorry may s1h‘ ))e. 

Idle lass that mad<.‘ th(‘ Ixsl to ni(\ 

'File honnio lass made th(‘ IxmI to mo, 

Th(' hraw lass made the Ixsl to mo : 

T'll no'cT lorgtd till tin* day I die, 

'FIu' lass that made th<‘ ho<l t(» nu^ ! 




CALEDONIA. 

ririCKK was once a <lay, l)iit old Time thou was young,. 
That bravo Cahxlouia, tho chief of hor line. 

From some of your nortlu'rn didtios sprung : 

^Who knows not that bravo Cahslonia 's divine*?) 

From Tweed to tho Orcados was hor domain. 

To hunt, or to pasture, or do what sho would : 

Her hoavimly relations tluu’e fixed hor reign. 

And pledg’d her their godheads to warrant it good. 

A lambkin in peace, but a lion in war, 

The pride of hor kindnxl tho heroine grew ; 10 

Her grandsiro, old Odin, triumphantly swore, 

‘ Whoe’er shall provoke thee, th' encounter shall rue ! ' 
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With tillage or pasture at times she would sport, 

To feed her fair flocks by her green rustling corn : 

But chiefly the woods wore her fav’rite resort, 

Her darling amusement, the hounds and tlio horn. 

Long quiet slie I'oignVl ; till thitherward steers 
A flight of l)old eagles from Adrians strand ; 

Bepented, successive, for many long years, 

They darken’d the air, and they plunder'd tlie land. 20 

Their pounces Avere murder, and terror their cry. 

They compier'd and ruin'd a world beside ; 

She took to her hills, and her arrows let fly,-- 
Tho daring invadc‘rs th<‘y fled or they ditsl. 

The fell ITarpy-raA^en took Aving from the north. 

The scourge of the seas, ami the dread of' the shore ; 

The Avild Scandinavian boar issued forth 

To wanton in carnage and aa allow in gore : 

O’er countrm\s and kingdoms tln ir fury prevail’d. 

No arts couhl a]>pease theun, no arms could repel : ;,o 

But brave Caledonia in A^•un they assail’d. 

As Largs Avell can Avitness, and Loncartio tell. 

The Cameleon-savago disturb’d her repose, 

With tumult, disqui(‘t. rebellion, and strife ; 

Provok’d beyond l>earing, .‘it last she arose, 

And robb'd him at once of his hopes and his life : 

The Anglian lion, the terror of France, 

Oft prowling, ensanguin’d the Tweed’s silver flood : 

But, taught by the bright Cal(‘douian lanct*. 

He learned to fear in his own native AA'ood. 40 

Thus bold, independent, unconquer'd, and free, 

Her bright course of glory for ever shall run : 

For brave Caledonia immortal must be ; 

I’ll prove it from Euclid as clear as the sun : 

Rectangle-triangle, the figure Ave'll choose. 

The upright is Chance*, and old Time is the base ; 

But brave Caledonia’s the hypothonuse ; 

Then ergo, she’ll match them, and match them always. 
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ON THE BATTLE OF SHERIFFMUIR, 

BETWEEN THE DUKE OP AB<«YLE AND THE EAKL OP MAK. 

‘ O CAM ye here the fight to hIiiiii, 

Or herd tlie sheep wi’ me, man ? 

Or were you at the Sherra-muir, 

And did the battle see, man?’ 

I saw the battle, sair ami teiigh, 

And reeking-r(‘d ran mony a sheugh ; 

My heart, for fear, gao sough for sough, 

To hoar tlio thuds, and see the eluds 
O’ clans frae woo<ls, in tartan duds, 

Wha glaum’d at kingdoms thr(M\ man. lo 

The red-coat lads, wi' black cockadi's. 

To meet them W('re na slaw, man ; 

Tliey rush’d and }»usbM, and blude out-gush'd. 

And mony a bonk did fa’, man : 

The great Argyle led on his files, 

I wat they glan(*ed twenty miles : 

They hough’d the clans like nine pin kyles. 

They hack’d and hash d, ^vhile broadswords clash’d. 
And thro’ they dash’d, and hew'd and smash’d. 

Till i(‘y nun died awa, man. 20 

But had you seen the philibegs, 

And skyrin tartan trews, man, 

When ill the teeth they dar’d our whigs, , 

And covenant true blues, man ; 

Tn lines extended lang and largi , 

When baig’nets ov<Tpowi‘r’d the targe. 

And thousands hasten'd to the charge, 

Wi’ Highland wrath they frae the sheath 
Drew blades o’ dt^ath, till, out of breath. 

They fi<'d like t’righhsl does, man. 30 

‘ O how deil, Tam, can that be true ? 

The chase gae<l frae the north, man : 

I saw mysel, they did pursue 

The horsemen back to Forth, man ; 
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And at Diimblane, in my ain sight. 

They took the brig wL’ a’ their might, 

And straught to Stirling wing'd their flight 
But, curscid lot ! the gates were shut, 

And mony a huntit, ]>oor red-con t. 

For fear aniaist did swarf, man.’ 

My sister Kate cam up the gate 
Wi’ crowdio unto me. man ; 

She sworo she saw some rebels run 
Frae Perth unto Dundee, man : 

Their left-hand general had nae skill. 

The Angus lads had nae guid-will. 

That day their neibers’ bleed to spill ; 

For fear, by fees, that they should lose 
Their cogs o’ bro^o, tlnw scared at blows. 
And hainewar<l fast did fl<H% man. 

They've lost some gallant gcaithaiHMi 
Amang the Highlaml clans, man ; 
r fear my lord Pan mu re is slain. 

Or falh'ii in whiggish hands, man : 

Now wad ye sing tliis double fight. 

Some fell for wrang, and some for right : 
But mony bade tin* 'svorld gn id-night : 

Then ya may tell, how p<dl and nudl. 

By red claymer(‘s, and mnskets’ knell, 

VVi' dying yell, the teri(*s tell. 

And whigs iu hell <lid flee, man. 


THE FIVE CARLINS, 

AN ELFX’TION BALLAU OF 

There was five Carlins in th<» south, 
They fell upon a scheiiu'. 

To send a lad to Loii’on town 
To bring us tidings hanu*. 





Not only brin^ iis tidings hanio. 

But do our errands there. 

And aiblins ^owd and lionour baitli 
Might be that laddie’s share. 

There was Maggie by the banks o’ Nith, 
A dame wi’ pride eneugh ; 

And Marjorie o’ the inony Lochs. 

A Carlin auld au’ leui>li. 


And blinkin Bi^ss o’ Annandale. 

Tliat dwells lU'ar Solway sidc^ : 

And whisky Jean, that took luu* gill, 

Tn Galloway s<> \\ide. 

And auld blacdv Joan frae Creighton ])eel. 

O' gipsy kith an’ kin : 

Five ight(‘r Carlins were na foiin' 

The South ('ountr<H‘ A\itliin. 


^Fo send a lad to Lou'on t<n\ n 
Th(‘y met upon a da> : 

And moiiy a Knight and inoiiy a Lah’d. 
That errand tain would ga(\ 


()! mony a Knight and niony a Laird. 

Tills errand fain wouhl gae ; 

But iuu‘ am‘ could their fancy ]dt*aso, 
O I lu^’er a aiu‘ but twae. 

The first ane was a belted Knight. 

Bred o' a border clan. 

An’ he wad gae to LonVui tonn. 

Might iiae man him withstan'. 

And he wad do their errands weid. 
And meikle he wad say. 

And ilka ano at Lon 'on court 
Wad bid to him guid day. 
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Then neist came in a sodger youth, 
And spak wi’ modest grace, 

An’ he wad gao to Lon’on town. 

If sae tlieir pleasure' was. 


IIo wa<l iia hoeht tliejii courtly gift. 
Nor meikle speech pretend ; 

Ihit he wad liocht an honest heart 
Wa<l ne’er desert his friend. 


Now wliam to choose and wham refuse. 
To strife iliae (\arlins fell ; 

For some ha<l g<‘ntl(‘ f<dk to please. 

And some wad idease tluaiisel. 


Then out si)ak inim-mouM Meg o’ Nitli. 

An’ she spak out wi’ pride, 

All’ she Avad stuid tho sodgx'r youtli 
Wluitever might hetide. 

For tho auld guidman o’ Lon’on court 
She didna care a pin. 

But she wad send tlui scxlger youth 
To gr(*et Jiis (ddest son. 

Then uji sprang Bess o’ Annandale : 

A deadly aitii she’s ta’<‘n, 
dliat slui wad vot<* th<' hoi'der Knight. 
Tho' shi‘ sliould vot(' lier lain'. 


For far aif fowls hae feathers fair. 

An’ fools o’ change are fain : 

But I hae tried the hordor Knight, 

And ril try him yet again. 

Says auld black Joan frao Creighton peel, 
A Carlin stoor and grim, 

The auld guidman or young guidman. 

For me may sink or swim ! 
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For fools will prate o’ right and • vvraiig, 

While knaves laiigli them to scorn : 70 

But the sodgers’ friends hae hlawn the best, 

Sae he shall bear the horn. 

Then whisky Jean spak o’er her drink. 

Ye weel ken, kimmers a\ 

The auld giiidman o' Lon'on court, 

II is back 's ])eon at the wa' ; 

And niony a fri(‘nd ihat kiss'd his <'aup. 

Is now a freniinit wight ; 

But it's ne'er ))g said <>' whisky Jc‘an, - 

We'll send the border Kjiight. So 

Then slow raise Marjorie o' tli(‘ Lochs. 

And wrinkled was her brow ; 

Her ancient wt^ed was russt‘t gra3% 

Her auld Scots bliiid was true. 

Th('ri‘ 's some great folks s<*l light by me. 

1 sc't as light by th(»m ; 

Hut I will send to Lon'on town. 

Wha T lo'<' b<‘st at haim*. 

So how this weighty ph‘a will end. 

Nae mortal wight can tell ; (jo 

God grant the King and ilka man 
May look weel to himsel’ ! 


WHEN GUILDFORD GOOD OUR PILOT STOOD. 

A FRAOMKNT. 

Whkn Guildfoid good our Pilot stood, 

An’ did our hellim thraw, man, 

Ae night, at tea, began a plea, 

Within America, man : 

Then up they gat the inaskin-pat. 

And in the sea did jaw, nmn ; 

An’ did nae less, in full Congress, 

Than quite refuse our law, man. 
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Thou tlivo’ the lakes Montgomery takes, 
I wat he was na slaw, man ; 

Down Lowrio's ‘burn he took a turn, 
And Carleton did ca’, man : 

But yet, wliat-rock, he, at Quebee, 
MontgoiiKuy-like did fa', man, 

Wi’ sword in hand, before his band, 
Aniaiig liis on'inies a’, man. 


Poor Taniniy Gage, within a cage 
Was k<‘pt at Boston ha', man ; 

Till Willie Howe took o'er the knowe 
For Philadel})hia, man : 

Wi’ sword an’ gun he thought a sin 
Guid Christian blui<l to draw, man ; 
But at Now York, wi’ knife an' fork, 
8ir Jjoin he hacked sma’, man. 


Burgoyne gaed up, like spur an' whip. 

Till Frasei- brave <lid fa', man : 

Then lost his way, a<*. misty day, 

In Saratoga shaw, man. 

Cornwallis fought as king's he dougJit, 

An’ did tlie Buckskins claw, man ; 

But Clinton's glaive fiae rust to save. 

He hung it to the wa'. Juan. 

Thc3n Montague, an’ (riiildford too. 

Began to fear a fa', man ; 

.Cud Sackville dome, wha stood the stoure 
The German Chief to thraw, man : 

For Paddy Burk<;, like ony Turk, 

Nae mercy had at a’, man ; 

An’ Charlie Fox threw by the box. 

An’ lows’d his tinkler jaw, man. 


Then Rockingham took up the game, 

Till death did on him ca’, man ; 

Whoi» >Shelburne meek held up his cheek. 
Conform to gospel law, man, 
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Saint Stephen’s hoys, wi’ jarring noise, 

They did liis measures thraw, man, 

For North an’ Fox united stocks, 

An’ bore him to the wa’, man. 

l^hen Clubs an’ Hearts were Cluirlit^’s cartes, 

He swept the stakes awa\ man, 50 

Till the Diamond’s Ace, of Indian race. 

Led him a sail* Jaun' pds. man : 

The Saxon lads, wi’ loud jdacads, 

On Cliathani’s boy did ca’, man : 

An’ Scotland drew her i)ip<N an' ]d(‘\\ 

‘Up, Willie, waur them a', man!' 

Jlehind the throne then Grenville *s gone, 

A secret word or twa, man ; 

While slee Diindas arous’d the class 

De-north the Donian wa', man : 60 

An' Chatham's wraith, in heavenly graith, 
(Insi)ired Dardi<‘s saw, man,) 

Wi’ kindling eyes cried, ‘ Willie, rise ! 

Would 1 hao fear’d them a’, man?' 

But, word an' blo^^, North, Fox. and Co. 

Gowlf'd Willie* like a ba', man. 

Till Suthron raise*, an’ <*oe>st their claise 
Behind him in a Jaw, man ; 

An’ Caledon threw l)y tin* droiicN 

An’ did her whittle draw, man ; ,0 

An’ swoe)!' fu’ lude, thro' dirt an' ])le)od, 

To make it guid in law, man. 

% * r 1 ^ >f. 



4o8 




THE CARLE OF KELLYBURN BRAES. 

Thkre lived a carle on Kellybiirii })raes 

(Hey, and the riio grows honnie wi’ thyme), 

And ho had a wife was the plague o’ his days ; 

And th<i thyme it is witlu^r'd, and rue is in prime. 

Ae day as the carle gaed up the laiig glen 
(Ht^y, and the ru<‘ gjows Ixmnie wi' thyme). 

He mot wi’ the Devil; says, ‘How do you fen V’ 

And the thyme it is wither'd, and rue is in priim*. 

* I've got a had wde, sir : that 's a' my complaint ' 

(Hey, and tin* ru<^ grows honnie wi' thym(‘\ lo 

‘ For. saving your presi'iice, to her ye're a saint;’ 

And the thyme it is wither'd, and rue is in in*im(‘. 

‘It's neith(‘r your stot nor your staig I shall crave 
(Hey, and the rue grows l)onnie wi' thyjiic), 

* Hut gie me your wife. man. loi* Iku* J must hav<5 ; ' 

And the iliynu* it is with(‘r'<l. and rue is in prinn*. 

*0 welcome*, most kindly,' the Idytluj carle said 
(H(*y. and the rue grows honnie wi' tliymo), 

‘Hut if >(* can mateh her, y(‘'re waur nor ye’rcj ca'<l 
And the thyme it is wither'd, and l ue is in prime, jo 

The Devil has got tin* auld wife on his })ack 
(Hey. and the rue grows honnie* wi' thyme), 

And, like a poor pedlar. In* 's carried his ; 

And the thyme it is wither'd, and rue is in priiiK*. 

Ho 's carrhid h(*r liame to his ain hallan-door 
(Hey, and the rue grows ]>onnie wi' thyme). 

Hyne hade her gae in, tV)r a hitt li and a whore ; 

And the thyme it is withc‘r'd, and rue is in i)rim<*. 

Then straight he makes .tifty, the pick o' his })and 
(Hey, and tlie rue grows honnie wi' thyme), 

Turn out on her giianl in the cla]> ot* a hand ; 

And the thynn* it is wither'd, and rue is in prime. 
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The caiiiii gaed thro’ them like ony wild bear 
(Hoy, and the iHie grows bonnie wi’ thyme), 

Whae’er she gat hands on came near her nae mair ; 
And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is in prime, 

A reokit wee Devil looks over the wa’ 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi’ th5mle^, 

• O, hel]^, master, iielp, or she'll ruin us a’;’ 

And the thyme it is wither'd, and ru(‘ is in prime. 40 

Tlie Devil he swore by the edge o' his knife 
(Hey, and th(' rue grows bonnie wi' thyme). 

He pitied the man that \Nas tietl to a wife ; 

And the thyme it is wither *tl, and rue is in prime. 

ddie Devil he swore l)y the kirk and the. l)ell 
(Hey, and tli(‘ ru(» grows bonnie wi' thyme\ 

He was not in wedlock, thank heav'n, but in hell ; 
And the tliymo it is wither'd, and rue is in i)rim<\ 

Then Satan has travell'd again wi' his ]>aek 

(Hoy, and the rue grows l)onni<‘ wi’ thyme), 50 

And to Inu* auld husbaml he 's c-arric'd her back : 

And the thyme it is wither'd, and rue is in 2)rinie. 

‘I hae be(‘n a Devil the feck o’ my life' 

(Hey, and the jaie grows bonnie Avi' thynie\ 

‘Hut ne'er was in ludl, till J met wi' a Avife : ' 

And the thyme it is Avither’d, and rue is in priiiu*. 


THERE WAS A LASS. 

Theke Avas a lass, they ca’d her Meg, 

And she lield o’er the moors to si>in ; 
There Avas a lad that folloAv'd her, 

Thi‘y ca'd him Duncan Davison. 

The moor Avas driegh, and Meg AA^as skiegh. 
Her favour Duncan could na Avin ; 

For Avi' the ro('k she AA^ad him knock. 

And ay she shook the temper-i>in. 
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As oVr the moor they lightly foor, 

A burn was clear, a glen was gi*0(‘ii. 

Upon the banks they eased their shanks, 
And aye she set the wheel between : 

Ihit Duncan swore a haly aith, 

That Meg should ho a bride the morn ; 

Then Meg took up her spinnin* graith, 
And flung them a’ out o'er the burn. 

We'll l>ig a house — a wee. wee liouse. 
And we live like King and Queen, 

Sac blythe and merry wo will be 
When ye set ]>y the wheel at e'<‘n. 

A man may drink and no be drunk ; 

A man may fight and no Ijo slain ; 

7V man may ki^^s a bonnii‘ lass, 

And aye be welcome back again. 


THE HERON BALLADS. 

riHS'l UALLAD. 

Whom nn ill >ou send to London town. 

To Parliament and a’ that? 

Or wlui in a* the country round 
The best d(‘seives to la’ that? 

For a' that, an’ a’ that. 

Thro’ Galloway an’ ii tliat ! 

Where is the laird or belb'd knight 
That liest deserves to fa’ that? 

AVha s(H*s Ke iron gh tree's oik‘ii yett, 

And wha is 't never saw that ? 

Wha ever wi’ K<*rroughtree meets 
And has a doubt of a’ that? 

For «a’ that, an’ a’ that. 

Here ’s Heron yet for a’ that ! 

The indeiH*ndent i)atriot. 

The honest man, an' a’ that. 
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Tho' wit au<I worth in either sex, 

St. Mary’s Isle can shaw that ; 

Wi’ dukes an’ lords lot Selkirk mix, 

And wool does Selkirk fa’ that. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that, 

Hero \s Heron yet for a’ that ! 

The indopondout ooinmoner 
Shall ] )o the man for a’ that. 

But why should wo to iiohlos jouk. 

And is 't against the hn\ that V 
For why, a lord may ])e a gouk, 

Wi’ ribbon, star, an’ a’ that. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that, 

Here' \s H(‘ron yc't for a’ that ! 

A lord may bo a lousy loun, 

Wi' riblxui, star, an’ a’ that. 

A beardless l)oy oonu's oVr the hills, 

Wi’ undo's purso an’ a that ; 
lint we’ll hao ane frae ’mang oursels, 

A man wo ken, an’ a’ that. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that, 

Here \s IlcM’ou yet for a’ that ! 

For we're not to be bought an' sohl 
Ijik<‘ iiaigs, an’ nowt, an’ a' that. 

Then let us drink tht‘ Sto\\arti'\. 

Kerroughtrt'O 's laird, an’ a' that. 

Our rep resell tati VO to be. 

For Aveel he’s worthy a' that. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that, 

Here 's Heron yet for a’ that ! 

A ITouso of Commons such as he. 
They would be blest that saw that. 
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THE ELECTION. 

.SECOND BALLAD. 

Fy, let US a' to KirkcudbrijLS^lit, 

For there will be bic kerin' there ; 

For Murray’s lii>ht-hors<‘ are to muster, 
And O, how tln^ heioes ^\ill swear! 

An' tliero will be Murray commander, 
And Gordon the battle to win ; 

Like brothc'rs ihcw'll stand ]>y each other. 
Sae knit in alliance an' kin. 


An* then‘ will Ix^ ])lack-nebbit JoJinnie, 
'riu‘ tongue o’ the trump to them a' : 
\ii’ he jjet na hc‘11 for his haddin’ 

Tiie Deil na justice ava' ; 

An’ there will b(‘ Kcunph^ton's birkie. 

A boy no sae black at thc‘ bane. 

Hut, as for his tine nabob fortun<% 

W<*‘ll e'cui l(‘t the subjc‘ct alane. 

An’ theiv wi 11 I )e Wi 5 :>ton‘s n(‘W sherilf. 

Dame Justic<' t*u’ )»iaw]i(‘ has spcxl, 

She 's gotten the Jieart of a Hiishby, 

Hut. Jjoid, nliat's lM‘c«)me o' the liead ? 
An' there \>ill b<‘ (\irdon(‘ss, Es<piir<‘. 

Sac* mighty in Car<lone->s' c*y<‘^ : 

A wi^lit tliat will neather danmation. 

Fur the Devil the ]>rcw will despisc\ 

.Vn’ there will ]>e J)ouf>lasses doui>ht\, 
Ncwv chrisfiiiiig towns far and near ! 
.Vbjuring thc‘ir democrat doings. 

By kissing the arse o’ a i)ec*r ; 

An’ thc*re will be Ken mu re sae gen'rous 
Who, so lionour i.s to the storm, 

To sav<3 them from stark re])robation 
He lent them hi.s name in the tirm. 





But we winna mention Re(leas»tl<‘, 

The body o’en let him escape ! 

HeVl venture the gallows for siller, 

An’ ’twere na the cost o’ the rape. 

An’ where is our King’s lord lieutenant, 
Sae fam’d for his gratefu’ return? 

The billie is gottin’ his questions, 

To say in vSt. vSte]>h<*n’s tlie morn. 

An* there will be lads o’ tlu' gospel, 
Muirhead wha \s as good as he 's true ; 
An' there will be Bull tie's apostle. 

Wha ’s more o’ the black than the blue 
An’ there Mill be folk from »St. Majy’s. 

A house o’ giH^at merit and note, 

The d(‘il ane but honours them highly. - 
U’he deil ane will gie them his vot(‘ ! 

An’ there vdll be wealthy young Bichard, 
Dame Fortune should hing by the neck 
For prodigal, thriftless bestowing - 
His merit had Mon him resp<‘ct : 

An’ there will bo ri< h brother nabobs, 
^Jdiougli nabo])s, \et men not the ^vorst 
An’ there M ill bo Follieston's M’hiskors. 
An’ Quintin, a lad o* the first. 


An’ there Mill b(* stanip-oftice Johiini(\ 
Tak tent how ye purchase a dram ! 
An’ th<‘re muII be gay Cassencai’rie, 

An’ there m ill bo gleg Colonel Tam ; 
An' there will bo trusty Kerroughtree. 

Whose honour M as ever his law% 

If the virtues Mere pack'd in a parcel. 
Ilis worth might bo sample for a'. 


An’ can we forget the auld major, 
Wha’ll ne’er be forgot in the (ireys : 
Our flatt’ry m'o'II keep for some otlns*. 
Him only 'tis justice to praise. 





Aii^ there will be maicleri Kilkerran, 

And also Barskimniini^’s glide knight ; 

An’ there will be roarin’ Bjrtwhistle, 

Wha, luckily, roars in the right. 

An’ there, frae tlie Niddisdalo’s borders, 
Will mingle tJie Maxwells in droves ; 

Teiigh Jockie, staunch Geordie, an’ Walio, 
Tliat griens for the fislu^s an’ loaves ; 

An’ there will l)e Logan MacDowall, 
Sculdudd’ry an’ ho will be there, 

An’ also the wild Scot o’ Galloway, 

Sod gorin’, gunx^owdcr Blair. 

Then hey tlie chaste interest o’ Broughton, 
All’ hey for the blessings ’twill bring ! 

It may send Balmaghie to th(^ Commons, 
In Sodom ’twould make him a King ; 

An’ hey for the sanctified Murray, 

Our land who wi’ chapels lias stor’d ; 

He founder’d his horse among hailots, 

But gied the auld naig to tlie Lord. 


JOHN BUSHBY’S LAMENTATION. 

TIIIKD 15 ALL AD. 

’Twas ill the seventeen hunder year 
O’ grace and ninety-five. 

That year I was the wae’est man 
O’ ony man alive. 

Ill March the three-and-iwentieth morn 
The sun raise clear and bright ; 

But oh I was a waefu’ man 
Ere to-fa’ o’ the night. 

Yerl Galloway lang did rule this land, 
Wi’ equal right and fame, 

And thereto was his kinsman join’d 
The Murray’s noble name. 
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Yeii Galloway lang did rule the land, 
Made me the judge o’ strife ; 

But now Yerl Galloway’s sceptre ’s broke. 
And eke my hangman’s knife. 


’Twas by the banks o’ bonnie Dee, 

Beside Kirkcudbright’s towers, 

The Stewart and the Murray there 

Did muster a’ their powers. 20 

Th(" Murray, on the auld gray yaud, 

AYi’ winged sj)ui*s did ride. 

That auld gray yaud a’ Nidsdale rade, 
lie staw upon Kidside. 

Aji’ there ha<l na been the yerl himseV, 

O tliere had ))een nae i)lay ; 

But Gai'lies was to Jjondon gane, 

And sae the kye might stray. 

Ami there was Balmaghie, I ween. 

In front j*ank he wad shine; 30 

But Balmaghie had better been 
Drinking IVladeira wine. 

Frao the Glen kens came to our aid, 

A chief o’ doughty deed ; 

In case that worth should wanted be. 

O’ Kenmure we had need. 


And by our banners march'd Muirhead, 

And Buittle was na slack ; 

Whase haly priesthood nane can stain. 

For wha can dye the black ? 40 


And there sae grave Squire Cardoness, 
Look’d on till a’ was done ; 

Sae, in the tower o’ Cardoness, 

A howlet sits at noon. 





And tliero l<‘d I the Biishby clan. 

My gamesome billie, Will ; 

And my son Maitlaiub wise as brave. 
My footsteps follow’d still. 


The Douglas and the Heron’s name 
We set nought to their score ; 
The Douglas an<l the Heron's name 
Had felt our wcdglit before. 


Hut Douglases o' weight had wt‘. 

The pair o’ histy lairds. 

For building cot houses sae fanitMl, 
And cl iristening ka il-ya rds. 

And there Dedcastle dr<‘W his sword, 
That ne'er was stained wi' gorc‘, 
Save on a wamlerer lame ajid blind, 
I’o drive him frae his door. 

And last came crt^eping Collitvston, 
Was mail* in f(‘ar than wrath ; 

Ae knave was constant in his mind. 
To keel) that knav(‘ frat‘ scaith. 

‘is V 


AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG. 

FOURTH BALLAD, (maV 1 796.) 

WiiA will buy my troggin. 

Fine election ware ; 

Broken trade o’ Drought on, 

A’ in high repair ? 

Buy braw troggin, 

Frae the banks o’ D('e ; 
Wlia wants troggin 
Let him come to me. 
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There ’s a noble Earl’s 

Fame and high renown 30 

For an auld sang — 

It ’s thought tho glides were stown. 

Here ’s the worth o’ Broughton 
In a needle’s ee ; 

Here’s a reimtation 
Tint by Balinaghie. 

Here ’s an honest conscience 
Might a prince adorn ; 

Frao the downs o’ Tinwald, 

So was never worn. 20 

Here ’s its stiifl* and lining, 

CardoiK^ss's head ; 

Fine for a sodger 
A’ the wale o’ lead. 

Here \s a little wadset, 

Buittlo's scrap o’ truth, 

Pawn’d in a gin-shop 
Quenching holy drouth. 

Here ’s armorial bearings 

Frae the manse o’ Urr ; 30 

The crest, a sour crab-ai>ple 
Botteii at the core. 

Here is Satan’s i)icture. 

Like a bizzard gled, 

Pouncing poor Bedcastle 
Sprawlin’ like a taed. 

Here’s the worth and wisdom 
Collieston can boast ; 

By a thievish midge 

They had been nt*urly lost, 
p 
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Hero is Murray’s fragments 
O’ the ten commands ; 
Gifted by Idack Jock 

To get them aff his hands. 

Saw ye c‘'er sic troggin ? 

If to buy ye’re slack, 
Hornie ’s turnin’ chapman, — 
Ho’ll buy a’ the pack 


THE FETE CHAMP^:TRE. 

O wiiA will to Saint Stephen’s house. 

To do our errands there, man ? 

O wha will to Saint St<^phen's house, 

O' tlf merry lads of Ayr, man? 

Or will we send a man-o’-hiw? 

Or uill wo send a sodger ? 

Or him wha led o’er Scotland a' 

The meikle Ursa-Major? 

Come, will ye court a noble lord. 

Or buy a score o' lairds, man ? 

For worth and honour pawn their word, 
Their vote shall be Glencaird's, man. 

Ane gies them coin, ano gi(^s tlu*m wine, 
Aniiher gies them clatter ; 

Annbaiik, wlia guess'd the ladies' taste. 

He gies a Fete Chami>etre. 

When Love and Beauty hoard the news. 

The gay green-woods amang, man ; 

Whore, gathering flowers and busking bower 
Tliey heard the blackbird’s sang, man ; 

A vow, they seal’d it with a kiss 
Sir Politics to fetter. 

As tludr’s alone, the patcmt-bliss, 

'J^o hold a Fete Chamijetie. 
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Then mounted Mirth, on glecsonio wing, 

O'er hill jind dide she ri«‘W, innii ; 

Ilk wimpling burn, ilk crystal spring, 

Ilk glen and shaw she knew, man : 

She summon VI every social sprite, 

That sports by wood or water, 30 

On th’ bonnio banks of Ayr to meet, 

And keep this Fete Chainpetre. 

Cauld Boreas, wi' his boisterous crew, 

Were bound to stakes like kyo, man ; 

And Cynthia’s car, o’ silver fii’, 

Clainb up the starry sky, man : 

Reflected beams dwell in the streams. 

Or down tlu^ current shatter ; 

The wc\sterii Ijrecv.o steals through the trees, 

To view this Feto Chami>etre. 40 

How many a rolx^ sae gaily liofits ! 

What spai’kling jewels glance, man ! 

To Harmony’s enchanting notes, 

As moves the ma/y dance, m«an ! 

The echoing wood, the winding flood, 

Like Paradise did glitter, 

When angels mot, at Adam’s yett, 

To hold their Fete Chainpetre. 

When Politics came ihtaa' to mix 

And make his (‘ther-stane, man ! 50 

He circled round the magic ground, 

But entrance found ho nane, man : 

He blush’d for shaim*, ha quat'his name, 

Forswore it every letter, 

Wi’ humble prayer to join and share 
This festive Fete Chamiietre. 


p 2 
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WHISTLE OWRE THE LAVE O’T 

First when Maggy was my care, 
Heaven, I thought, was in her air; 
Now we’re married — spier nao mair — 
Whistle owre the lave o’t. 

Meg was meek, and Meg was mild, 
Bonnie Meg was nature’s child — 
Wiser men than mo 's beguil’d ; 

Whistle owre the lave o’t. 

How wo liv(% my Meg and me, 

How we love and how we ’gree, 

I care na by how few may see — 
Whistle owre the lave o’t. 

Wha I wish were maggots’ meat, 
Dish’d up in her winding sheet, 

I could write --but Meg may see’t ; 
Whistle owre the lave o't. 


DAINTY DAVIE. 

Now rosy May comes in wi’ flowers, 

To deck her gay, green spreading bowers 
And now comes in my happy hours, 

To wander wi’ my Davie. 

Meet me on the warlock knowe, 

Dainty Davie, dainty Davie, 

There I’ll si^end the day wi’ you, 

My ain dear dainty Davie, 

The crystal waters round us fa’, 

The merry birds are lovers a’. 

The scented breezes round us blaw, 

A wandering wi’ my Davie, 
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When purple morning starts the hare, 

To steal upon her early fare, 

Then through the dews I will repair. 

To meet my faithfii* Davie. 

When day, expiring in the west. 

The curtain draws o’ Nature’s rest, 

I flee to his arms 1 lo'e best, 

And that ’s my ain dear Davie. 20 


THE GALLANT WEAVER. 

Where Cart rins rowin’ to the sea. 

By niony a flower and S])reading tree, 

There lives a lad, the lad for me, 

He is a gallant weaver. 

Oh I had wooers aught or nin<‘. 

They gied me rings and ribbons ftne ; 

And I was fear'd my heart would tino, 

And I giod it to the weaver. 

My daddie sign’d my tocher-band, 

To gie the lad that has the land ; 10 

But to my lieart I'll ad<l my hand, 

And gie it to the weaver. 

While birds rejoice in leafy boweis ; 

While bees rejoice in opening flowers : 

While corn grows green in simmer showers, 

I’ll love my gallant weaver. 


ANNA, THY CHARMS. 

Anna, thy charms my bosom fire, 
And waste my soul with care ; 
But ah ! how bootless to admire, 
When fated to despair ! 
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Yet ill tliy presence, lovely fair, 

To hope may be forgiven ; 

For sure, 'twere impious to des^iair 
So much in sight of heaven. 


WHY, WHY TELL THY LOVER? 

Why, wliy t(‘ll th^^ lover, 

Bliss lie m‘ver must enjoj^ ? 

Why, why unth^ceive him. 

And give all his hopes tlu^ lit*? 

O why, whih* fancy rapiiirt^d slumbers, 
Chloris, Cliloris all Ihe iheiiit* ! 

AVhy, why wouhlst thou, cru<4, 

AYake tliy lov<*r from his drt'am ? 


NOW SPRING HAS CLAD. 

Noav spring has clad iln^ grovt*s in green, 
And str(‘w\l ihe l<‘a wi' llovvers ; 

The furrow'd waving (‘orii is seen 
Kejoicti ill fostering showers. 

While ilka thing in nature join 
Tludr sorrows to forego, 

O why thus all alone are mine 
The weary slt‘X>s of woe ! 

The trout in yoiuhu* wimpliiig burn 
(Hides swill, a silver <lart, 

And sale Ixaieath ihe shady ilu>rn 
Defies ihe angler's art : 

My lile was once that careh\ss stream, 
That Avanton trout Avas 1 ; 

But love, Avi’ unrelenting beam, 

Has scorch’d my fountain dry. 


10 
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The little tloworet's peaceful lot, 

In yonder cliff that grows, 

Which, save tho linnet's flight, 1 wot, 

Nae ruder visit knows, 20 

Was mine ; till love has o’er mo past. 

And blighted a' my bloom ; 

And now beneath the withering blast 
My youth and joy consume. 

4 ^he waken’d lav’ro(*k warbling springs. 

And climbs the early sky, 

"Winnowing blithe her dewy wings 
In morning's rosy eye ; 

As little rockt 1 soitow's powej*, 

Until the floweiy snare 30 

O’ witching love, in luckless liour. 

Made me the thrall o' care. 

O had my fate been Oreeiilaiid’s snows 
Or Afric's bui'uing zone, 

W"i’ man and jiature h^aguod my fo<"s, 

So Peggy ne'er I'd known ! 

The wr**tch whaso doom is ‘llt>pe iiae mair ! ’ 
"What tongue his woes can tell ! 

Within whaso bosom, save desx>air, 

Nae kinder spirits dwell. 40 


FORLORN, MY LOVE. 

PoKTiOKN, my love, no comfort neai*, 

Far, far from thee, 1 wander here ; 

Far, far from thee, the* fate severe 
At whif'li I most rt'piiu*, love. 

O wert thou, loves but m^ar me, 

Rut near, near, near me ; 

How kindly thou woiildst cheer me, 
And mingle sighs with mine, love ! 
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Around me scowls a wintry sky, 

That blasts each bud of hope and joy , lo 

And shelter, shade', nor home have T, 

Save in those arms of thine, love. 

Cold alter’d friendship’s cruel part, 

To j^oison fortune’s ruthless dart — 

JLet me not break thy faithful heart. 

And say that fate is mine, love. 

Hut dieary tho' the moments flet't, 

O h't me tliink wo yet shall meet ! 

That only ray of solace' swe'ot 

Can on thy Chloris shine, love. 20 


YOUNG HIGHLAND ROVER. 

Lout> blaw the frost^^ breezes. 

The snaws tlu' mountains cover ; 

Like winter on me sc'izes. 

Since my young’ Highland Rover 
Far wanders nations ovc'r. 

'Where'er he go, wlit'i*e\'r lu' stray, 

May ITea^en l)e his wai*den, 

Return him safe to fail* 8traths2>ey, 

And bonnie Castle-(Tordon ! 

The trees, now nake'd groaning, 10 

Shall soon wi’ leave's be hinging. 

The birdies, dowie moaning. 

Shall a' be lilythely singing. 

And every flower b <3 sju’inging : 

Sao I’ll rejoice the lee-lang day. 

When, i)y his mighty warden, 

My youth ’s retui*n’d to fair Strathspey 
And bonnie Castle-Gordon. 
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HEY FOR A LASS WI' A TOCHER. 

Aw A wi' your witclicraft o’ beauty’s alarms, 

The slender bit beauty you grasj^ in your arms : 

O, gie me the lass that lias acres o’ charms, 

O, gie me the lass wi’ the weel-stockit farms. 

Then hey, foi* a lass wi’ a tocher, then hey, for 
a lass wi‘ a tocher, 

Then hey, for a lass wi’ a tocher — the nice yellow 
guineas for me ! 

Your beauty ’s a llowcu* in the morning that blows, 

And withers the faster, the fastt‘r it grows ; 

But the rajiturous charm o’ the bonnie green knowes ! 
Ilk spring they’re nc‘w dcickit wi’ bonnie white yowes. 

And e’en when this b<‘auty your bosom has Idest, 

The brightest o’ beauty may cloy, when possest ; 

But the sweet yellow darlings wi’ Geordie imprest — 
The langer ye hae them, the inair tliey’re carest. 


BEHOLD THE HOUR. 

Bkiioli) the hour, the lioat arrive ! 

T^hou goest, thou darling of my lieart : 

JSevei ’d from tlu*e can 1 survive ? 

But fate has will’d, and we must jiart ! 

I’ll often greet this surging swell ; 

Yon distant ish) will often hail : 

‘ E’en here I took the last farewell ; 

There latest mark’d her vanish’d sail.’ 

Along the solitary shore, 

AVhile flitting sea- fowls i*ound me cry, lo 

Acioss the rolling dashing roar, 

I'll wt*stward turn my wistful eye : 

* Happy, thou Indian grove,' I'll say, 

‘ Where now my Nancy’s path may be ! 

AVhile thro’ thy sweets she loves to stray, 

O tell me, does she muse on me ? ’ 



426 




O MALLY^S MEEK, MALLY 'S SWEET. 

A.S I was wjilking’ uj) I ho street, 

A barefit maid I cliaiiced to moot ; 

But O the road was very hard 

For that fair maiden's tender feet. 


It were inair meet that those fine feet 
Were weel laced up in silken shoon, 

And ’fcwere more fit that she should sit 
Within yon chariot ^ilt aboon. 

Her yellow hair, lu^yoml coJUi)ar<^ 

Comes trinkliii.c^ down her swan-like iu‘ck, 10 
And her t>vo eyes, like stars in skies, 

Would keej) a sinkinj^ ship frae wreck. 

O Mally 's meek, Mally 's swetd, 

Mally 's modest and <liscreet, 

Mally ’s rare, Mally 's fair, 

Mally ’s every way complete. 


LADY MARY ANN. 

O Lady Mary Ann 

Looks o’er the castle wa’, 
h)he saw three bonnie boys 
Playing at the ba’ ; 

Tlie youngest he was 

The flower uniang them a’ j 
My bonnie laddie ’s young, 

But he ’s growin’ yet. 
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O father ! O father ! 

An’ ye think it fit, 10 

We’ll send him a year 
To the college yet : 

"We’!! sew a green ribbon 
Kound about liis hat, 

And that will let them ken 
lie ’s to marry yet. 

Lady Mary Ann 

\Vas a flower i’ th<‘ dew, 

Sweet was its sini‘ll, 

And bonnie M as its hue ! 20 

And the 1 anger it blossom’d 
The SM’^eeler it grc^M' ; 

For the lily in the bud 
Will I )e bonnier yet. 

Young Charlie Cochran 

AY as the si>rout of an aik ; 

Bonnie and bloomin’ 

AjkI straiight M^as its make : 

The sun took delight 

To shine for its sake, 30 

And it M ill be the brag 
O' the forest ytd. 

The simmer is gane 

AVheii the h*aves they Mere green, 

And the days are aM^a 
That M e hae seen : 

But far better days 

I trust Mull come again. 

For my bonnie laddie ’s young, 

But he ’s glowin’ yet. 
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O, WAT YE WHA’S IN YON TOWN? 

O, WAT ye whfi ’« in yon town, 

Ye see the e’enin sun upon? 

The clearest maid ’s in yon town, 

That e’enin sun is shining on. 

Now haply down yon gay green shaw, 

She wanders by yon spreading tree : 

How blest ye llow'rs that round her blaw, 
Ye eateh the glances o' her e’e ! 


How blest yc‘ birds that round her sing, 
And weh'ome in the blooming year ! 
And doubly welcome be the s})ring, 

The season to my Jeanie dear ! 


The sun blinks blithe on yon town. 
And on yon bonnie biacvs sae green ; 
But my delight in yon town, 

And dearest pleasure, is my Jean. 


Without my love, not a’ the charms 
O’ Paradise could yield me joy ; 

But gie me Jeanie in my arms, 

And welcome Lapland’s dreary sky ! 

My cave wad )>e a lover's bower, 

Tho’ raging winter rent the air ; 

And she a lovely little flower, 

That I wad tent and shelter there, 

O sweet is she in yon town, 

Yon sinkin sun ’s gane down upon ; 

A fairer than 's in yon town, 

His setting beam ne’er shone upon. 
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If angry fate is sworn iny foe, 

And suftering 1 am clooniM to hear ; 30 

I careless quit all tise below, 

But spare, O si>are me Jeanio dear. 

For while life's dearest Idood is warm, 

Ac thought fra(^ her shall neVr <lepart, 

And she as fairi*st ivS her form, 

She has the truest, kindest heart. 


A VISION. 

As I stood by yon roofl<\ss tower, 

Whc*ro the Ava'-llow(‘r scents the dewy aii*, 

Where the howh‘t mourns in Inn* ivy bower, 

And tolls the midnight moon h<‘r care ; 

A lassie, all aloiu' was making her moan, 

Lamenting our lads beyoml the sea : 

In the bluidy wars they ta\ and our honour’s gane an’ a. 
And broken-hearted we maun die. 

The winds wert^ laid, tin* air was still, 

The stars they shot alang the sky ; 10 

^riie fox was howling on tlu* hill, 

And the distant- echoing glens I’e^^ly. 

The stream, adown its hazelly path, 

Was rushing by the ruin'd wa’s. 

Hasting to join the sweeping Nith, 

Whase distant roaring swells an<l fa’s. 

The cauld blue north was strc*aming forth 
Her lights, wi’ hissing, oeiie din ; 

Athort the lift they start and shift. 

Like fortune’s fixvours, tint as win. 
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Now, looking over firth and fauld, 

Her horn tho pale-faced Cynthia reared, 
When lo ! in guise of Minstrel auld, 

A stern and stalwart ghaist appeared. 


And frae his harp sic strains did flow, 

Miglit rous’d tho slnnibering doa<l to hear 
But oh, it was a tale of woe, 

As over met a Biiton’s ear ! 


He sang wi’ joy his former day. 

He weeping wail’d his latter times ; 
But what ho said it was nae play, 

I winna venturo’t in my rhymes. 


THE HIGHLAND LASSIE. 

Nae gentle dames, tho’ ne’er sao fair, 
Shall ever he my Muse’s care ; 

Their titles a’ are empty show ; 

Gie me my Highland lassie, O. 

Within the glen sae ]>ushy, O, 
Aboon tlie plain sae rushy, O, 

I set mo down wi’ right good will 
To sing my Highland lassie, O 


Oh, were yon hills an<l valleys mine, 
Yon i>alace and yon gardens fine ! 

Tho world then tho love should know 
I bear my Highland lassie, O. 
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Blit fickle fortune frowns on me, 

And I maun cross the raging sea ; 

But while my crimson currents flow 
I’ll love my Highland lassie, O. 

Altho’ thro’ foi’eign climes I range, 

I know her heart will never change, 

For her hosoin hums with honour’s glow, 

My faithful Highland lassie, O. 20 

For hei* I'll dare the billow’s roar, 

For her I'll trace a distant shore, 

That Indian wealth may lustre throw 
Around my Highland lassie, O. 

She has my heart, shci has my hand, 

By sacred truth and honour's band ! 

Till the mortal slrok <3 shall lay me low, 

I’m thine, my Highland lassie, O. 

Farewetd th(' glen sae bushy, O I 

Fareweel tlu> plain sa<‘ l ush^’’, O ! 30 

To other lamls I now must go, 

To sing my Highland lassie, O ! 


MARK YONDER POMP. 

Mark yonder pomx> of costly fashion 
Round the wealthy titled bride : 

But when compar’d with real })assion. 

Poor is all that princely pride. 

What are their showy treasures? 

What are their noisy i>leasures? 

The gay gaudy glaie of vanity and art : 

The polish’d jewel’s blaze 
May draw the won<rring gaze, 

And courtly grandeur bright to 

The fancy may delight, 

But never never can come near the h«\‘irt. 
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But (lid you seo my dojii*(»st Chloris, 

In simplicity 'k array ; 

JLovely as yonder sweet o]uming flower is, 

Shrinking from tlio gazc^ of day. 

O then, the heart alarming. 

And all resistless charming, 

In Love’s delightful fetters she chains the willing soul ! 
Ambition would disown 20 

The world’s imperial crown ; 

Even Avarice wi^uld deny 
His worshipp’d deity. 

And feel thro’ every vein Lover's ra]>tures roll. 


I SEE A FORM, I SEE A FACE. 

O THIS is no my ain lassi(\ 

Fair the’ the lassie he ; 

O weel ken I my ain lassie. 

Kind lov(' is in her (‘e. 

I see a form, I soo a fac(\ 

Ye weel may wi’ th(‘ fairest place : 

It wants, to ni(\ the witching grace, 

The kind h)V(‘ that ’s in lu^r 00, 

Bhe ’s honnie, blooming, straight, and tall, 

And lang has had my h<‘art in thrall ; 10 

And aye it charms my veiy saul. 

The kind love that 's in her ee. 

A thief sae pawkii* is my Ji^an, 

To steal a blink, by a’ unsecui ; 

But gl<‘g as light ar<‘ lovers' eeii, 

"When kind love is in th(' ee. 

It may escape the courtly spai*ks, 

It may escape the learned clerks ; 

But wool the watching lover marks 
The kind love that ’s in her ee. 
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O BONNIE WAS YON ROSY BRIER. 

O bonnit: was you rosy brier. 

That blooms sao lair frao haunt o’ man ; 

And bonnie she, and ah, how dear ! 

It shaded fra(3 tho o’enin sun. 

Yon rosebuds in tho morning dew, 

How x)urci amaiig’ the leaves sae green ; 

But i^urer was the lover’s vow 

They witness'd in their sha<le yestreen. 

All in its rude and iirickly bower, 

That crimson rose. h<nv swo<‘t and fair ! lo 

But love is far a sweeter flower 
Amid life's thorny path o’ care. 

The pathb^ss wild, and wim])ling burn, 
yVV Chloris in my arms, bo mine ; 

And I the world nor wish nor scorn. 

Its joys and griefs alike resign. 


SWEET FA’S THE EVE. 

Sweet fa’s the eve on Craigie-burn, 

And blythe awakes the morrow. 

But a’ the pride o’ spring’s return 
Can yield me nocht but sorrow. 

I see the flowers an<l spreading trees, 

I hear the wild birds singing : 

But what a weaiy wight can i)lease, 

And care his bosom wringing ? 

Fain, fain would I my g lefs impart, 

Yet dare na for your anger ; lo 

But secret lovc^ will break my heart. 

If I conceal it 1 anger. 
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Tf thou refuse to pity me, 

If thou shalt love aiiither, 

When yon ^reen leaves fa’ frae the tree, 
Around my grave they’ll wither. 


O LASSIE, ART THOU SLEEPING YET? 

O LASSIE, art thou sleeping yet ? 

Or art thou wakiii’, I would wit? 

For love has bound me hand and foot, 

And I would fain he in, jo. 

O let me in this ae night, 

This ae, ae, ae night ; 

For pity’s sake this ae night, 

O rise and let me in, jo. 

Thou hear’st the winter wind and wcet, 

Nae star blinks thro' the driving sleet ; lo 

Tak pity on my weaiy feet. 

And shield me frae the rain, jo. 

The bitter blast that round me blaws. 

Unheeded howls, unheeded fa’s ; 

The cauldness o’ thy heait’s the cause 
Of a’ my grief and pain, jo. 


HER ANSWER. 

O TELL na me o’ wind and rain. 

Upbraid na mo wi’ cauld disdain ! 

Gae back the gait ye cam .again, 

I winna let you in, jo. 20 

T tell you now this ao night, 

This ao, ao, ao night ; 

And aiico for a’ this ao night, 

1 winna lei you in, jo. 
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The snollest blast, at mirkest hours, 

That round tlie pathless waiid’rer pours, 

Is nocht to what poor she endures, 

That ’s trusted faithless man, jo. 

The sweetest flower that deck'd the mead, 

Now trodden like the vilest weed ; 30 

Let simple maid the lesson read. 

The weird may be her ain, jo. 

The bird that charm'd his siirnmor-day 
Is now the cruel fowler’s prt^y ; 

Let witless, trusting woman say 
How aft her fate's the same, jo. 


THEIR GROVES O' SWEET MYRTLE. 

Their groves o’ sweet myrtles let foreign lands reckon. 
Where bright-beaming summers exalt the perfume ; 

Far dearer to me yon lone glen o’ grecui breckan, 

Wi’ the burn stealing un<lcr the lang yellow broom. 

Far dearer to me ar<' yon humble broom bowers, 

Where the blue-bell and gowan lurk lowly unseen : 

For there, lightly tiipping amang the wild flowers, 
A-listening the linnet, aft wanders my Jean. 

ITio’ rich is the breeze in their gay sunny valleys, 

And cauld Caledonia's blast on the wave ; 10 

Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt the proud palace, 
W^hat are they ? The haunt of the tyrant and slave ! 

The slave's spicy forests, and gold-bubbling fountains. 

The brave Caledonian views wi’ disdain ; 

He wanders as free as the winds of his mountains, 

Save love’s willing fetters, the chains o’ his Jean. 





THE BANKS OF NITH. 

Ttit: Th.nmes flow.s proudly to tho son, 
W^lioro royal citios stately stand ; 

But sweeter flow.s the Nitli to me, 

Where Corny ns anco had hif^h eommand 
Wlien shall T ,seo that honour'd land, 

That windin^>' strt^ani I lovi' so dear ! 
Must wayward fortune's adverse hand 
For over, t'ver ket^p me here ? 

ITow lov(dy, Nith, thy fruitful vales. 

Where hounding hawthoi-ns hloom 

TTow sweetly spread thy slo])infj^ dah's, 

'Where lambkins wanton thro' tlu^ broom 
Tho’ wandering, now, must be my doom, 
Far from thy bonnie banks and bra(\s, 
May there my latest hours coiisuiiu', 
Amang the friends of early days ! 


THE BONNIE WEE THING. 

Bonntu wee thing, cannie wee thing, 
Tjov<dy we<' thing, wtut thou mine, 
I wad wear ihet* in my bo^oin, 

Tj<'bt iny jewel it shouhl tiiu^ 

Wishfully I look and languish 
In that bonnie face o' thine ; 

And my heart it stounds wi’ angui.sh, 
Be.st my woo thing be na mine. 


"Wit, {xnd grace, an<l love, and beauty, 
III ae constellation shine ; 

To a<loro thee is my duty. 

Goddess o’ this soul o’ mine ! 
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SHE'S FAIR AND FAUSE. 

8he 's fair and fanse that causes iiiy smart, 

I lo’ed her meiklo ami lang : 

She ’s broken lior vow, she 's broken my hearty 
And 1 may e\ui gae hang. 

A coof cam in wi’ rowth o' gear, 

And I hae tint my dearest dear ; 

13 ut woman is but warld’s gt^ar, 

8ae let the bonnie lass gang. 

Whae'er ye be that woman love, 

To this be never blind, lo 

Nae ferlie ’tis tho' iickk‘ sIk^ juove, 

A woman has’! by kind : 

O Woman lovely, AVoman fair ! 

An angel form 's fa'en to thy share ; 

'Twad b<‘on o'er ineikhj to gi'en thee mair, 

I mean an Angcd mind. 


BESSY AND HER SPINNIN’ WHEEL. 

O LEEZK me on my s|>innin' wheel, 

O leeze me on my rock and leel ; 

Frae tap to tat* that cle<*ds me bien, 

And ha[)s mt* lit‘1 and warm at e’en ! 

I’ll st*t me down and sing and spin, 

While laigh descemls the simmer sun, 

Blest wi’ content, and milk and meal — 

O leeze me on my sx>innin’ wheel. 

On ilka hand the burnit‘s trot. 

And meet b(*low my theekit cot ; lo 

The scented birk and hawthoi-n white 
Across the ])ool their arms unite, 

Alike to scret'ii the birdie's^ nest. 

And little fishes’ caller rest : 

The sun blinks kindly in the biel', 

Where blythe I turn my spinnin’ wheel. 





On lofty aiks the cushats wail, 

And echo cons the doolfu' tale ; 

The lintwhites in the hazel braes, 
Delighted, i*ival ither’s lays : 

The craik ainang the claver hay. 

The paitrick whirrin’ oVr the ley. 
The swallow jinkin' round my shiol, 
Amuse me at my spinnin’ wheel. 

\Vi’ sma' to sell, and less to buy, 
Aboon distress, below envy, 

O wha wad leave this humble state. 
For a' the pride of a' the great ? 
Amid their flai-ing, idle toys. 

Amid their eumbrous, dinsoine joys, 
Can they the peace and ph^asure feel 
Of Bessy at her sx>innin’ wheel V 


I HAE A WIFE. 

I iiAE a wife o' my ain. 

I'll x^artake wi’ naebody ; 

I’ll tak cuckold frae nane. 

I'll gie cuckold to naebody. 

1 hae a x^onny to sx)end. 

There thanks to naebody ; 

1 hae naething to lend. 

I’ll borrow frae naebody. 

I am naebody's lord, 

I’ll bo slave to naebody ; 

I hae a guid braid sword. 

I’ll tak d lints frae naebody. 

I’ll be merry and free, 

I’ll be sad for naebody ; 

Kaebody cares for me, 

I care for naebody. 



439 


Qflflp (pjtfe’e a wmeome wee 


MY WIFE’S A WINSOME WEE THING. 

She is a winsome wee tiling. 

She is a handsome wee thing, 

She is a honnie wee thing, 

This sweet wee wife o’ mine. 

I never saw a fairer, 

I never lo’ed a dearer. 

And neist my heart I’ll wear her, 

For fear my jewel tine. 

She is a winsome wee thing, 

She is a handsome wee thing, lo 

She is a })onnie A\ee thing, 

This swec't wee wife o' mine. 

The warld’s wrack, we share o't, 

The warstle and the care o't ; 

Wi’ her I'll blythely bear it. 

And think my lot divine. 


THE LASS O’ BALLOCHMYLE. 

'Twas even^ — th<‘ dewy fields Wi^vo green, 

On evt‘ry blade the p<'arls hang ; 

The Zephyrs wanton’d round the bean, 

And bore its fragrant sweets alang : 

In every glen the Mavis sang. 

All nature listening seem’d the while : 

Except where green-wood echoes rang, 

Amang the braes o' Ballochniyle. 

With careless step I onward stray'd. 

My heart rejoiced in nature’s joy, lo 

When musing in a lonely glade, 

A maiden fair I chanced to spy ; 





Her look was like the morning’s eye, 

Her liair like nature’s vernal smile ; 

Perfection whisper’<l, jiassing by, 

Behold the lass o' Balloulimyle ! 

Pair is the morn in flowery May, 

And sweet is night in Autumn mild, 

When roving thro’ the garden gay. 

Or wandering in the lonely wild : 

But "Woinan, Nature’s darling child ! 

There all her charms she docs compile ; 

Ev’n there her othtu* works are foil’d 
By the bunnie lass o’ Ballochmyle. 

O had she been a country maid, 

And I thc‘ haijpy country swain, 

Tho’ shelter’d in the lowest shed 

That ever i-os<‘ on Scothind’s jdain ! 

Thro’ weary winter’s Aviiid and rain, 

With joy, with ra))ture, I would toil ; 

And nightly to my bosom strain 
The bonnie lass o’ Ballochmyle. 

Then i)ride might climb the slix)2)ery steep, 
"Where fanie and honours lofty shine ; 

And thirst of gold might tempt the deep, 
Or downwai<l ^‘=>eek the Indian mine : 

Give me the cot below tho pine, 

To tend the flocks or till the soil, 

And every day have joys divine, 

"With the bonnie lass o’ Ballochmyle. 


BUT LATELY SEEN. 

But lately seen in gladsome green 
The Avoods rejoict»d the day, 

Thro’ gentle showeis the laughing lloAvers 
In double 2>ride Avere gay : 
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But now our joys are fled, 

On winter blasts awa ! 

Yet maiden May, in rich array, 

Again shall bring them a’. 

But my white pow, nao kindly thowe 

Shall molt the snaws of age ; 10 

My trunk of eild, but buss or bield. 

Sinks in time’s wintry rage. 

Oh, ago has weaiy days, 

And nights o’ sloe] dess pain ! 

Thou golden tim<" o’ youthfu' prime. 

AVhy com’st thou not again ? 


FAREWELL, THOU STREAM. 

Farewell, thou stream that winding flows 
Around Eliza's dwelling ! 

0 Mem'ry ! spare the cruel throes 
Within my l)osom swelling : 

Condemn’d to drag a hopeless chain, 

And yet in secret languish, 

To feel a fire in ev'ry vein, 

Nor dare disclose my anguish. 

Love’s veriest wretch, unseen, unknown, 

I fain my griefs winild cover : 10 

The bursting sigh, th’ unweeting groan. 

Betray the hapless lover. 

1 know thou doom's! me to despair, 

Nor wilt nor canst relieve me ; 

But oh, Eliza, hear one prayta*, — 

For pity’s sake foi’give me ! 

The music of thy voice T heard. 

Nor wist while it enslav’d me ; 

I saw thine eyes, yet nothing fear'd, 

Till fears no more had sav’d me : 


20 
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Th’ unwary sailor thus aghast, 
The wheeling torrent viewing, 
'Mid circling horrors sinks at last 
In overwhelming ruin. 


LASSIE wr THE LINT- WHITE LOCKS. 

Lassie wi' ilui lint-white locks, 

Lonnie lassi<i, artless lassie, - 
Wilt thou wi' mo tent the flocks? 

Wilt thou he 1115^ dearie O ? 

Now nature <‘le<‘ds the flowery lea, 

And a’ is young and swi^et like thet' ; 

O wilt thou share its joys wi' me, 

And say thou'lt lx* my <l(^arie O? 

The primrose hank, the wimpling burn. 
The cuckoo on the milk-whit(‘ thorn. 

The wanton lainl)S at early morn 
Shall welconu‘ thee, my dearie O. 

And when th<‘ welcome simmer-shower 
Has cheer'd ilk drooping little flower, 

AVe'll tt) the ]>reathing woodbine bower 
At sultry Jioon, iny dearie O, 

AVhen Cynthia lights, wi' silver ray. 

The wejiry slu*arer’s ham(‘ward way, 

Thi*o’ yellow waving fields we'll stray. 

And talk o' love, iny deai*ie O. 


And wlieii the howling wintry blast 
Disturbs my lassie's midnight rest ; 
Enclasped to my faithfu’ breast, 

I'll comfoit thee, my dearie O. 
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WILT THOU BE MY DEARIE? 

AVilt thou be my dearie? 

When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart, 

Wilt then let me cheer thee ? 

By the treasure of my soul. 

That 's the love I bear thee ! 

1 swear and vow that only thou 
Shalt ^ever be my dearie — 

Only thou, I swear and vow, 

Shalt ever bo my dearie. 

Lassie, say thou lo'es me; lo 

Or if thou wilt na ))e my ain, 

Say na thoiflt r^‘fuse mo : 

If it winna, canna be, 

Thou for tliine may choose me, 

Let me, lassie, quickly die, 

Trusting that thou loVs mo- 
Jjassie, let me quickly die, 

Trusting that thou lo'es mo. 


HUSBAND, HUSBAND, CEASE YOUR STRIFE 

Husband, husband, cease your strife, 

Nor longin' hlly rave, sir ; 

Tho’ 1 am your wed<led wife, 

Yet I am not your slave, sir. 

‘ One of two must still obey, 

Nancy, Naucy ; 

Is it man or woman, say. 

My spoiisi* Nancy ? ’ 

If ’tis still the lordly word. 

Stn*vice and obedience ; lo 

I'll desert my sovVeign lord. 

And so good-bye allegiance ! 
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^Sad shall I bo, so bereft, 

Nancy, Nancy ! 

Yet I’ll try to make a shift. 

My spouse Nancy/ 

My poor heart then break it must. 
My last hour I’m near it : 

YThen you lay mo in the dust, 
Think how you Avill bear it. 

‘ I will hoi^e and trust in Heaven, 
Nancy, Nancy ; 

Streiij:>'th to boar it will ho given, 
My spouse Nancy/ 

Well, sir, from the silent dead 
Still I’ll try to daunt you ; 

Nver round your midnight bed 
Horrid sprites shall haunt you. 

^I’ll wed another, like my dear 
Nancy, Nancy ; 

Then all hell will lly for fear, 

My spouse Nancy/ 


THINE AM I. 

Think am I, my faithful fair, 
Thine, my lovely Nancy ; 
Kveiy pulse along my veins, 
Every roving fancy. 

To thy bosom lay my heart, 
There to throb and languish : 
Tlio’ desjiair had wrung its core, 
That would heal its anguish. 
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Take away these rosy lips, 

Rich with balmy treasure ! lo 

Turn away thine eyes of love. 

Lest I die with pleasure ! 

What is life when wanting love ? 

Night without a morning ! 

Love ’s the cloudlt^ss summer sun, 

Nature gay adorning. 


ON THE SEAS AND FAR AWAY. 

How can my poor heart bo glad, 

When absent from my Sailor lad ? 

How can 1 the thought forego, 

He ’s on the seas to met^t tlu^ foe ? 

Let mo wander, let me i*ove, 

Still my heart is with my love ; 

Nightly drc^ams and thoughts by day 
Are with him that ’s far away. 

On the seas and far away, 

On stormy seas and far away ; lo 

Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 
Are aye with him that 's far away. 

When in summer’s noon I faint, 

As weary flocks around nu' pant, 

Haply in this scorching sun 
My Sailor ’s thuiurring at his gun : 

Bullets, si>aro my only joy ! 

Bullets, spare my darling boy ! 

Fate, do with mo what you may, 

Spare but him that ’s far away ! 20 

At the starless midnight hour, 

When winter rules with boundless i3ower ; 

As the storms the forest tear, 

And thunders rend the howling air. 
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Listening to the doubling roar, 

Hurji^ing on fclio rocky short', 

All I can I weep and pray, 

For his weal that 's far away. 

Peace, thy oliv<‘ wand (‘xtend, 

And bid wild War his ravage end, 

Man with brother niaii to meet, 

And as a l)rothc'r kindly greet : 

Then may ht'aven with pros]>’rons gales 
Fill my Sailor 's welcome sails, 

To my arms their charge' convt'y. 

My dear lad that ’s far away. 


BONNIE ANN. 

Ye gallants bright, 1 rt'dt' you right, 
Beware o' l)onnie Ann : 

< Her coiiK'ly face sae fu’ o’ grace, 

Your heart she will trex>an. 

Her een sae bright, like stars by night, 
Her skin sat* like the swan ; 

Sae jimx>ly laced hei* genly Avaist, 

That sweetly ye might sx>aii. 

Youth, grace, and lovt‘, attc'iidant move, 
And idt'asuro h'ads tht* van ; 

In a’ their <*harms, and conquering arms. 
They wait on btjiinio Ann. 

The cajitivo bands may chain the hands, 
But love enslaves the man : 

Ye gallants braw, 1 I’ede you a’, 

Beware o' bonnie Ann. 
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MY PEGGY’S FACE. 

My Peggy's face, my Peggy’s form. 
The frost of hermit age might warm ; 
My Peggy’s worth, my Peggy's mind, 
Might charm the first of human kind. 
I love my Peggy’s angel aii*, 

Her face so truly, heavenly fair. 

Her native grace so void of art ; 

But T adore my Pegg^^'s heart. 

The lily's line, the rose'.s dye. 

The kindling lustre of an eye ; 

Who hut owns their mai;ic sway, 

Who hut knows they all decay ! 

The tender thrill, the pitying tear, 
The gimei'ous purpose, iiohly dear, 

The gentle look that rage disarms. 
These are all inimoj'tal charms. 


THO’ CRUEL FATE. 

Tho’ cruel fate should hid us part, 
'Wide as ilie jade and lino ; 

Her dear idea I’ound jny heart 
Should tenderly entwine, 

Tho' mountains list* and deserts howl, 
And oceans roar hetween ; 

Yet, dearer than my deathless soul, 

I still would love my Jean. 


lO 
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I DREAMED I LAY WHERE FLOWERS WERE 

SPRINGING. 

I dream'd I lay whore flowers wore springing 
Gaily in the sunny beam ; 

Listening to the wild birds singing, 

13y a falling crystal stream : 

Straight the sky grew }>lack and daring ; 

Thro’ the woods the whirlwinds rave ; 

Trees with agtHl arms were wai*ring, 

O’er the swelling drumlie wave. 

Such was my life's deceitful morning, 

Such the i>h'a >ures I enjoy'd ; lo 

But laiig or noun, loud tempests storming 
A' my flowery bliss destroy'd. 

Tho’ fickle fortune has deceiv'd me, — 

She remised fair, and perform'd but ill ; 

Of mony a joy and hope beieav'd me, — 

I bear a heart shall sui)port me still. 


HAD I A CAVE. 

Had I a cave on some wild distant shore, 

Where the winds howl to tin' waves’ dashing roar ; 
There would I weep my woes, 

There seek my lost repose, 

Till grief my eyes should close, 

Ne’er to wake more. 

Falsest of womankind, canst thou declare 
All thy fond plighted vows — fleeting as air? 

To thy new lover hie. 

Laugh o’er thy 
Then in thy bosom try 
What peace is there ! 
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WHA IS THAT AT MY BOWER DOOR? 

WiiA is that at my bower door? 

O wha is it but Findlay ? 

Then gao your gate, ye’so iiae bo here ! 

Indeed inauu I, quo’ Findlay. 

What niak ye sao like a thief? 

O come and see, quo’ Findlay ; 

Before tho morn ye’ll work mischief ; 

Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay. 

Gif I rise and let you in ; 

Let me in, quo’ Findlay ; lo 

Ye’ll keep mo waukin wi’ your din ; 

Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay. 

In my bower if ye should stay ; 

Let me stay, quo’ Findlay ; 

I fear ye’ll bide till break o’ day ; 

Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay. 

Here this night if ye remain ; 

I’ll remain, quo’ Findlay ; 

I dread ye’ll learn tho gate again ; 

Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay. 20 

What may pass within this bower — 

Let it pass, quo’ Findlay ; 

Ye maun conceal till your last hour ; 

Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay. 


THE BLINK MARY’S Ep. 

Now bank an’ brae are claith’d in green, 
An’ scatter’d cowslips sweetly spring. 
By Girvan’s fairy haunted stream 
TJie birdies flit on wanton wing. 

To Cassillis’ banks when e’ening fa’s. 
There wi’ my Maiy let mo flee, 

There catch her ilka glance o’ love, 

The bonnio blink o’ Mary’s ee ! 

Q 
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The cliiehl wha boasts o' warld’s wealth, 

Is afteii laird o’ ineikle card ; u 

But Mary she is a’ jiiy ain, 

Ah, fortune caiiiia gie me niair ! 

Then let me range by Cassillis’ banks 
^WV her the lassie dear to mo, 

And cat(di her ilka glance o^ love, 

The bonnie blink o’ Mary’s ee ! 


OUT OVER THE FORTH. 

Out over the Forth I look to the north, 

But what is tlu‘ nortli an<l its Highlands to mo 
The south nor the east gie ease to my breast, 

The far foreign land, or tlu‘ wild rolling sea. 

But I look to the w(‘st, wh<*n 1 gao to rest, 

Tliat ha2>l>y iuy dreams and my slumbers may ))e ; 
For far in the west livc\s la^ T lo’e )>esi, 

Tlie lad that is dt'ai* to my ])al)ie and me. 


PHIELIS THE FAIR. 

While larks with litth^ wing 
Fann’d the pure ail*, 

Tasting the breathing spring, 
Forth I did fare" : 

Gay the sun’s golden eye 
Peep’d o’er the mountains higli ; 
Such thy morn ! did I cry, 
Phillis the fair. 

In each bird’s careless song 
Glad did I share; 

"While yon wild flowers among, 
Chance led mo there : 
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Sweet to the opening day, 

Kosebiids bent the dewy spray ; 

Such thy bloom ! did I say, 

Phillis the fair. 

Down ill a shady walk, 

Doves cooing were, 

I mark'd tho cruel hawk 

Caught ill a snare : 20 

So kind may Fortune be. 

Such make his destiny, 

He who would injure thee, 

Phillis the fair. 


BY ALLAN STREAM. 

By Allan stream I chanced to rove, 

While Ph(xd)us sank behind Benledi ; 

The winds were wliispering thro’ the grove, 

The yellow corn was waving ready : 

I listen’d to a lover’ vS sang. 

And thought on youthfu’ pleasures mony ; 

And aye the wild wood echoes rang — ^ 

O, dearly do I love thee, Annie ! 

O, happy bo tho woodbine bower, 

Nae nightly })Ogle mak it eerie ; 10 

Nor ever sorrow stain the hour, 

The place and time I met my dearie I 

Her head upon my ihrobliing breast, 

She, sinking, said ‘ I’m thine for ever ! ’ 

While mony a kiss the seal imprest, 

The sacred vow, wo ne’er should sever. 

The haunt o’ spring ’s the primrose brae, 

The simmer joys the flocks to follow ; 

How cheery thro’ her shortening day 
Is autumn, in her weeds o’ yellow ! 
q 2 
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Tho chield wha boasts o’ warld’s wealth, 
Is afteii laird o’ moikle card ; 

But Mary she is a^ my aiii, 

Ah, fortune canna gie me mair ! 

Then lot mo range ]>y Cassillis’ banks 
yVV lior the lassie dear to me, 

And catch her ilka glance o’ love, 

The bonnio blink o’ Mai'y’s ee ! 


OUT OVER THE FORTH. 

OiTT over the Forth T look to the north, 

Hut what is tlu^ north and its Highlands to me 
The south nor the t‘ast gie ease to my breast. 

The far foreign land, or the wild rolling sea. 

But 1 look to tli<‘ west, wh<‘n 1 gao to rest, 

^Jdiat ha])])y niy drc'ams and my slumbers niiiy b(' ; 
For far in llu‘ wi'st lives he 1 lo*<' lu'st, 

Th<‘ lad that is dt'ar to my })abio and me. 


PHIELIS THE FAIR. 

AVjihu] larks with little wing 
Fann’d tin* pure air, 

Tasting the brt‘atliing spring, 
Forth 1 did fare : 

Gay the sun’s golden eye 

Peep’d o’er tlie mountains high ; 

Such thy morn ! did I cry, 
l^hillis the fair. 

In each bird’s c.areless song 
Glad did I share ; 

While yon wild flowers among, 
Chance led mo there ; 
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Sweet to the opening day, 

Rosebuds bent the dewy sj>ray ; 

Such thy bloom ! did I say, 

Phillis the fair. 

Down in a shady walk, 

Doves cooing were, 

I mark’d the cruel hawk 

Caught ill a snare : 20 

So kind may Fortune be, 

Such make' his destiny, 
lie who would injure thee, 

Phillis the fair. 


BY ALLAN STREAM. 

By Allan stream T chanced to rove. 

While Pho'bus sank behind Benledi ; 

The winds were wliisjiering thro’ tlu^ grove, 

Tlio yellow corn was waving ready : 

I listeiiM to a lov(‘r’s sang, 

And tliought on yoiitlifu^ pleasures mony ; 

And aye the wildwood echoes rang — * 

O, dearly do I love thee, Annie ! 

O, happy be the woodbine bower, 

Nae nightly bogle mak it eerie ; 10 

Nor ever sorrow stain the hour. 

The place and time I met my dearie ! 

Her head upon my throbbing breast, 

She, sinking, said ‘ Ihn thine for ever ! ^ 

While mony a kiss the seal imprest. 

The sacred vow, wo ne’er should sever. 

The haunt o’ siiring ’s the primrose brae, 

The simmer joys the flocks to follow ; 

How cheery thro’ her shortening day 

Is autumn, in her weeds o’ yellow ! ao 
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But can they melt the glowing heart. 

Or chain the soul in speechless pleasure, 
Or thro’ each nerve the raptui*e dart, 

Like meeting her, our bosom’s treasure ? 


A MOTHER’S LAMENT FOR THE DEATH OF 
HER SON. 

Fatt: gave the word, the arrow sped, 

And pi(‘reed my darling's heart ; 

And with him all the joys are fled 
Life can to mo impart ! 

By cruel hands the sapling drops, 

In dust dishonour'd laid : 

So fell the ])ride of all my hopes, 

My age's futurtj shade. 

The moth<‘r-linnet in the brake 

Bewails Ins* ravish'd young ; ic 

So I, for my lost darling's sake. 

Lament tlie live-day long. 

Death, oft I've fear'd thy fatal blow ; 

Now, fond, 1 bai-e my l)reast ; 

O, do thou kindly lay me low 
With him 1 love, at rest ! 


BONNIE LESLEY. 

O SAW -ye bonnie Lesley 

As she gaed o'er the border? 
She 's gane, like Alexand(*r, 

To spread her conquests farther. 

To see her is to love her, 

And love but her for ever ; 

For Nature made her what she is, 
And never made unither I 





Thou art a quooii, fair Lesley, 

Thy subjects we, before thee : 
Thou art divine, lair Lesley, 

The hearts o’ men adore thee. 

The Leil he could na seaith thee*, 

Or aught that wad belang thee ; 
He’d look int o Ihy bonnie fac(‘, 

And say. canna wrang thee.’ 

The Powers aboon will tent thee ; 

Misfortum^ sha'na st<‘er tln‘e ; 
Thou’j*t like theinselves sae lovely. 
That ill they'll ne'er let near thee. 

Return again, fair Lt‘sh‘\. 

R(‘turn to Caledon ! 

That we may brag A\t‘ hac a lass 
There ’.s nane again sae bonnie. 


AMANG THE TREES. 

Amang the trt‘es hen* humming bees 
At buds and (h)wers weie hinging O, 
Auld Caledon drew out h<‘r drone, 

And to her pipe as singing O: 

’ Twas JMbrcjch, J^ang, Straths2)ey, or Ketds, 
fShe diii’d tluun all' fu’ clearly, O, 

Wlien there cam a >ell o' foreign squeals, 
That dang lua- ta 2 >salteerie O. 

Their capon cl■a^vs and que<*i* Iki lia's, 

They made our lugs gro^^ e<‘rie O ; 

The hungry bike did scrape and fyke 
Till wo were wae and ^^earie O: 

Put a royal ghaist, 'wha ance was eas'd, 

A i^risoner aught eeii year awa, 

He fir’d a fiddler in the north 
That dang them tax^saltecrie O. 
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WHEN FIRST I CAME TO STEWART KYLE. 

When first I camo to vStewart Kyle, 

My mind it was na steady ; 

W'hore’or I gaod, wliere’oi* I rado, 

A mistress still I had aye : 

Rut when I came roiin’ by Mauchline town, 

Not dreadin’ ony body, 

My heart was caught lieforc^ I thought, 

And by a Mauchline lady. 

A 3|c ‘li * * sf: 


ON SENSIBILITY. 

Senstbtlitv, how charming, 

Tlioii, my friend, canst truly tell ; 

But distress, with horrors arming, 

Thou hast also known too well ! 

Fairest flower, behold the lily. 

Blooming in the sunny ray : 

Let the l>last swt‘ep oVr the valley. 

See it prostrate in the clay. 

Hear tlH‘ wood-lark charm the forest. 

Telling o\*r his little .joys ; lo 

Hapless bird ! a prey the surest 
To each pirate of the skies. 

Dearly bought the hiddtui treasure 
Finer heelings can bestow ; 

Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure 
Thrill the deex)est notes of woe. 
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MONTGOMERIE’S PEGGY. 

Aiynio’ my bed were in yon muir, 

Aniiing the heatlier, in iny jdaidie, 

Yet liappy, liappy would I bo, 

Had 1 niy deal* Montgomerie’s Peggy. 

When o’er the hill beat surly storms, 

And winttu* nights wiue dai*k and rainy, 

I’d seek some dell, and in my arms 
I’d shelter dear Montgomerie’s Peggy. 

"Were I a Paron ]n*oud and high, 

And horse and stnwants waiting ready, lo 

Then a’ ’twad gic o’ joy to me, 

The sharin’t >\i’ Montgomeiic’s Peggy. 


ON A BANK OF FLOWERS. 

On a bank of lloweis, in a summer day, 

For summer lightly ilrest. 

The ^southlul blooming N(‘lly lay, 

AVith love and sleep oppi*est ; 

When Willie, waiuVring thro’ the wood, 

AVho foi* lna- tavour oil had su<‘d ; 

He gaz'd, he ANish'd, he fear’d, ho blush’d, 

And trembled where he stood. 

Her c'losed eyes, like A\i*a 2 )ons sheath'd, 

Were seal'd in soft r(» 2 >ose ; lo 

Her lii^s, still as she* fragrant breath’d, 

It richer dyed the rose. 

The sj'U’inging lilies sweetly prest. 

Wild-wanton kiss'd her rival breast ; 

He gaz’d, ho wish’d, he fear’d, ho blush’d, 

His bosom ill at rest. 
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Hor robes, light waving in the breeze, 

IIc*r tender limbs €‘ml)raee ! 

Her form, her native ease, 

All harmony and grace ! 20 

Tniniilluous tides his pulses roll, 

A faltei ing ardent kiss ho stole ; 

He gazM, he wisliM, he foarM, he blush'd. 

And sigh'd his very soul. 

As flies tln^ fi’oii^ the brake 

On fear-ins2>irtHl wings ; 

Ho Nidly, starting, half awak<", 

Away aflVighti‘d s]>ring'S : 

But AVillie follow'd as he should. 

He overtook lier in the wood : 30 

He vow'd, he 2>i*ay'd, he found the maid 
Forgiving all, and good. 


O RAGING FORTUNE’S WITHERING BLAST. 

O i{ voivo hn tune's withering blast 
Has laid my h‘af full low! 

O laging fortune's withei ing })last 
Has laid my leaf full low ! 

JVIy stem was fair, my bud was grotui, 

My blossom sweet did blow ; 

The dew hdl fu^sh, the sun rose mild, 

And jnade my branches grow ; 

But luckless fortune’s northern storms 
Laid a’ my blossoms low, 

But luckless fortune's noifhern storms 
Laid a’ my blossoms low ! 



&VCL1X 


457 


EVAN BANKS. 

S1.0W spreads the gloom my soul desires, 

Til© sun from India’s shore ndires : 

To Evan banks with temii'rate ray, 

Homo of my youth, ho leads the day. 

Oh banks to in© for over dc'ar ! 

Oh stream, whose murmurs still 1 hear ! 

All, all my hopes of bliss re side 
Whore Evan mingles Avith tlie Clyde. 

And she, in simple beauty drest, 

Whose image lives within my breast ; 10 

Who trembling heard my i>arting sigh. 

And long pursued me with her eye : 

Hoes she, with h(‘ai t unchangM as mine, 

Oft in the A'oeal bowers recline? 

Or, Avhere yon grot o’erhangs tln^ tide, 

Mus© while the Evan seeks the Clyde ? 

Yo lofty banks that Evan bound, 

Y© lavish v'oods that Avav<‘ ai'ound. 

And o'er the stn^am your sha<lows throw. 

Which sweetly Avinds so far beloAV ; 20 

What secret chai*m to meni'ry brings 
All that on Evan's border springs ! 

Sweet banks ! ye bloom by Mai y's side : 

Blest stream ! she a Ioavs thee haste to Clyde. 

Can all th<* AA^ealth of India's coast 
Atone for yea i s in absence lost ! 

Return, ye moments of delight, 

With richer treasures bless my sight ! 

Swift from this desert let mo part. 

And fly to met‘t a kindred hoai t ! 30 

No more may aught my ste2)s divide 
From that dear stream Avhich IIoaa^s to Clyde 1 
<4 3 
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PRAYER FOR MARY. 

Powers cele-stial, whoso protection 
Ever guards the virtuous fair, 

Wliile ill distant climes I wander, 

Let my Mary he your care : 

Let her form sae fair and faultless, 

Fair and faultless as your own : 

Let my Mary’s kindred sj.)irit 

Diaw your choicest influence down. 

Make the gales you waft around her 
Soft and x»<^‘ii^*^‘ful as her hrc'asi ; 

Breathing in the ])reezo that fans her, 
Soothe her ho'^oni into lu^st : 

Guardian angels, O juoteet lu r, 

When in distant lands I roam ; 

To realms unknown while fate (‘xiles me, 
Make her hosoni still my home. 


YOUNG PEGGY. 

Youjfci Peggy hloonis our honniest lass, 
Her ))lush is liki^ the inornLng, 

The rosy dawn the &pi*inging grass 
"With early gems adorning. 

Her eyi‘S outshine the radiant beams 
That gild the passing shower, 

And glitter o’er the crystal streams, 
And cheer each fresh’ning flower. 

Her li])s more tlian the cherries bright, 
A richer dye has graced them ; 

They charm th’ admiring gazer’s sight, 
And bwc<‘tly temxit to taste them. 
Her smile is as the ev’ning mild, 

When feather’d pairs are courting. 
And little lambkins wanton wild, 

In playful bands disxiorting. 
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Were Fortune lovely Peggy's foe. 

Such sweetness would relent her. 

As blooming Sirring unbends tlie brow 
Of surly, savage Winter. 

Detraction’s eye no aim can gain 
Her winning i>owers to lessen ; 

And fretful envy grins in vain, 

The poison'd tooth to histen. 

Ye Pow’rs of Honour, Jjovc^, and Truth, 
From ev’ry ill defend her ; 

Inspire the highly favour'd youth 
The destinies intend her ; 

Still fan the sweet connubial flame 
Pesponsive in each l^osoni ; 

Anti bless the dear x^arental name 
With many a filial blossom. 


ON CESSNOCK BANKS. 

On Cessnock banks La^-sie dwt^lls ; 

Could I describt‘ her shape and mien ; 

Our lasses a' sh(‘ far excels. 

An’ she has twa spjirkling rt>gueish t*en. 

She ’s sweeter than the morning dawn 
When j-ising I'htebus lirst is st‘t‘n. 

And dew-drops twinkle o'er tht‘ lawn ; 

An’ she has twa sparkling rogueish eeii. 

She ’s stately like yon youthful ash 

That glows the cowslip bratss ]>etwetni. 
And drinks the stream with vigour fresh ; 
An’ she has twa sparkling rogueish ceii. 

She ’s spotless like the flow’ring thorn 

With flow’rs so white and leaves so green, 
*When j^urest in the dewy morn ; 

An’ she has twa sparkling rogueish oen. 

Q 5 
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Her looks are like the vernal May, 

When ev’iiiiig Plnelnis shines serene, 

While birds rejoice on every spray ; 

An’ she has twa sparkling l ogueish eeii. 20 

Her hair is like Iho curling mist 

That climbs the j noun tain-sides at e'en, 

When flow'r- reviving lains are 2>ast ; 

An’ she has twa si)aikliiig rogueish een. 

Her foifdioad 's like iho show'ry bow, 

"When gleaming sunbeams intcrvcuie 
And gild the distant mountain’s brow ; 

An' she has twa sparkling rogueish eon. 

Her cheeks are like yon crimson gem, 

The pride of all the flowery scene, 30 

Just 01)01 ling on its thorny stem ; 

An’ she has twa sparkling rogueish een. 

Her bosom 's like ih(' nightly snow 
When pah‘ the morning vises keen, 

While hid tiie niiirmuring streamlets flow ; 

An’ she has twa siiarkling rogueish een. 

Her lips ar<* like yon cherries ripe, 

That sunny walls from Portias screen ; 

They tempt the taste and charm the sight ; 

An' she has twa sparkling rogueish een. 4° 


Her toc‘th ar<‘ like a flock of sheep, 

Witli fleeces ju'wly waslien clean. 

That slowly mount the rising steep : 

An’ she has twa siiarkling rogueish een. 

Her breath is like the fragrant breeze 
That gently stirs the blossom’d bean, 
When Pha^bus sinks behind the seas ; 

An’ she has twa sparkling rogueish eeu. 
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Her voice is like the ev’iiin^ thrush 
That sings on Cossnock hanks nnsoon, 
While his mate sits nestling in the bush ; 
An’ she has twa sparkling rogueish een. 

But it ’s not her air, her form, her face, 
Tho’ matching beauty’s fabled queen ; 
’Tis the mind that shines in ev’ry grace, 
An' chiefly in her rogutdsh een. 


THE DEAN OF FACULTY. 

Dtre was tho hate at old Ilarlaw 
That Scot to Scot did carry ; 

An<l dire the discord Langside saw 
For beaut<‘ous haph'ss Mary ; 

But Scot with Scot neVr met so hot, 

Or were more in fuiy seen. Sir, 

Than 'twixt Hal and Bob for the famous job — 

Who should be Faculty's Dean, Sir. 

This Hal for genius, wit, and lore, 

Among tho lirst was num])orM ; 10 

But ]iious Bob, ’mid learning’s store, 

Commandment tlui t(‘nth remember’d. 

Yet simple Bol> tho vi< t()ry got. 

And won his heart's desire ; 

Which shews that h('av(*n can boil the pot, 

Tho’ tho devil piss in the tire. 

Squire Hal besides h«ad, in this case, 

Pretensions rath(‘r brassy. 

For talents to desca-ve a place 

Are qualifications saucy ; 20 

So their worships of the Faculty, 

Quito sick of merit’s rudeness. 

Chose one who shoidd owe it all, d’ye see, 

To their gratis grace and goodness. 
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As onoo on Pisp^ah pjir^'il was the sififht 
Of ii son c»f Ci roll incision, 

80 may bo, on this Pisc^ah ht'ight, 

Bob's purlilind mental vision ; 

Nay, Bobby’s month may bo oi>oii’d yet, 
Till for oloquenoo you hail liim, 

And swear lie has the Angel met 
That met the Ass of Balaam. 

Til your hortdie sins may ye live and die, 
Yo herc^tic eiglit and thirty ! 

But aco(q>t, ye sublime Majority, 

My congratulations hearty. 

With your Honours and a cei*tain King, 
In your servants this is striking — 

The more incapacity they bring, 

TIio more they’re to your liking. 


COULD AUGHT OF SONG. 

Could aught of song declare my pains, 
Could artful numbers move thee. 

The Muse should tell, in labour'd strains, 
() Mary, how I lovc» thee ! 

They who but feign a wounded heart 
May teac'h the lyre to lanouish ; 

But what avails the x>i*ido of art, 

When wastes the soul with anguish ? 

Then let the sudden bursting sigh 
The heait-felt pang discover ; 

And in the keen, yet tender eye, 

O rea<l th’ imploring lover ! 

For well T know thy gentle mind 
Disdains art’s gay disguising ; 

Beyond what fancy e’er refin’d. 

The voict* of nature prizing. 



O (Uovefe. 


463 


O LEAVE NOVELS. 

O LEAVE novelft, yo Maiichlino belles, 

Ye’re safer at your s^^i lining wheel ; 

Such witching books are baited hooks 
For rakish rooks, liki^ Fob Mossgiel. 

Your fino Tom Jones and Grantlisons, 

They make your 3’^outhful fancies reel ; 

They heat your brains, and fir<‘ your veins, 

And then you'r<i prey for Fob Mossgiel. 

Feware a tongue that’s smoothly hung; 

A heart that wai-inly sc'eins to f <'<4 ; 10 

That feeling heart but acts a part, 

’Tis rakisli art in Fob Mossgiel. 

Tlie frank ad<lress, tin' soft caress, 

Are wors(‘ than [)oison\l darts of st(M‘l ; 

The frank addr< ss, ami politesse, 

Are all finesse in Fob Mossgi<‘L 


ADDRESS TO GENERAL DUMOURIER. 

You’re welcoim' to Despots, Dumouric r ; 

You’re welcome to Despots, Dumt)urier ; 

IIow does Dampiero do ? 

Aye, and Bournonvillo too ? 

Why did they not come' along with you, Diimoiirier? 

I will fight France with you, Dumourier ; 

I will fight France with you, Dumourier ; 

I will fight Franco with you, 

T will take my chance with you ; 

By iny soul I'll dance a dance with you, Dumourier. ;q 
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Then let us about, Dumourior ; 

Thou lot us about, Duniourior ; 

Then lot us light about, 

Till frocilom's spark is out, 

Then we’ll bo damn’d no doubt, Dumouricr, 


SWEETEST MAY. 

Sweetest May, let Love incdino thoo ; 
Take a hoait whieli he designs thee ; 
As tliy ooiistant slave r<\g*ard it ; 

For its faith ami truth reward it. 

Proof to shot of birlh or money, 

Not tlui w(‘althy, but the bonnio ; 

Not high-])()rn, but noble-mimlod, 

In love's silken ])and can bind it I 


ONE NIGHT AS I DID WANDER. 

One night as I did wander, 

When coin l)egins to shoot, 

I sat me down to ponder, 

Uj)on an auld tree root : 

Auld Ayr ran by before me. 

And bicker'd to the seas ; 

A cushat ci’oodt'd o'er me 
That cchoc<l thro’ the braes. 

4- ♦ 4c ^ 5|5 
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THE WINTER IT IS PAST. 

Thk winter it is past, and the simmer comes at last, 
And the small birds sin^- on every tree ; 

Now every thin^^ is gla<l, while T am very sad, 

Since my true love is jwted from me. 

The rose upon the brier, by the writers running clear, 
May have charms for the linnet or the bee ; 

Their little loves are blest, and their little hearts at rest. 
But my true love is x>arted from mo. 


FRAGMENT. 

Her flowing locks, the raven^s wing, 
Ad own ht'i* neck and bosom liiiig ; 
How sweet unto that breast to cling, 
And round that neck entwine her ! 

Her lips am roses wet wi’ dew ! 

O, what a feast her bonnie mou ! 

Her cheeks a mair celestial hue, 

A crimson still diviner I 


THE CHEVALIER’S LAMENT. 

The small birds rejoice in the green loaves returning, 
The murmuring streamlet winds clear thro’ the vale ; 
The hawthorn trees blow in the dews of the morning, 
And wild scatter’d cowslips bedeck the green dale : 

But what can give pleasure, or what can seem fair, 
AYhile the lingering moments are number’d by care ? 
No flowers gaily springing, nor birds sweetly singing, 
Can soothe the sad bosom of joyless despair. 
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Tho doed that I dared could it merit their malice, 

A King and a Father to place on his throne? lo 

ITis riglit are these hills, ami his right are these valleys. 
Where the wild hoasts find shelter, but I can find none. 

But ’tis not my sufferings tlius wretched, forlorn. 

My bravo gallant friends, ’tis your ruin I mourn : 

Your deeds prov’d so loyal in hot bloody trial, 

Alas ! can I make yon no sweeter return ? 


THE BELLES OF MAUCHLINE. 

Tn Mauchline there dwells six proper young Belles, 
Tho pride of tlu' place and it's neighbourhood a’ ; 
Their carriage and dross, a strang<u’ would guess, 

In Loii’ou or Paris theyM goltiai it a’ : 

Miss Miller is fine, Miss Markland ’s divine. 

Miss Smith she has wit, and Miss B<dty is braw : 
There’s beauty and fortune to get wi’ Miss Morton, 
But Armour ’s tho jewel for me o’ them a’. 


THE TARBOLTON LASSES. 

If ye gae up to yon hill-taj). 

Ye’ll there sec' bonnio Pc'ggy ; 

She kens her father is a laird. 

And she forsooth ’s a leddy. 

There Sophy tight, a lassie bright, 
Besides a handsome fortune : 

Wha canna win lier in a night. 

Has little art in courting. 
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Gae clown by Fnile, and taste the alc>, 

And tak a look o^ My sic ; to 

She ’s dour and din, a deil within, 

But aildins she may ^deaso yo. 

If she be shy, her sislc*r try, 

Ye’ll maybe fancy Jenny, 

If ye'll dispense wi’ want o’ sense — 

She kens hersel she ’s bonnio. 

As ye p^ae u]> by yon hill-side, 

Speer in for bonnie Bessy ; 

She’ll gi'(^ ye a b<‘ek, and }>id yo light. 

And handsomely ad<lrT‘ss ye. 20 

There ’s few sae bonnie, nane sae glide, 

Fn a’ King (xeorgT^' dominion; 

If ye should iloubt the truth o’ this — 

It ’s Bessy’s a in opinion ! 


THE TARBOLTON LASSES. 

In Tiirb(dton, yo ken, there are proper young men. 
And prop(‘r young lasses and a’, man ; 

But ken ye the Ronalds that live in the Bcnnals, 
They carry the greo frae them a’, man. 

Their father ’s a laird, and w<Hd lie can siwo 't, 

Braid money to tocher them a’, man ; 

To proper young men, he’ll clink in the hand 
Gowd guineas a hunder or twa, man. 

There ’s ane they ca’ J ean, I'll warrant ye Vo seen 
As bonnie a lass or as 'braw, man ; 10 

But for stmse and guid taste she’ll vie wi’ the best, 
And a conduct that beautifies a’, man. 
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The charms o’ the min’, the langor they shine, 

The mail- adiui ration they draw, man ; 

While peaches and cherries, and roses and lilies, 

They fade and they wither awa, man. 

Tf ye be for Miss Joan, tak this frae a frien’, 

A liint o’ a rival or twa, man ; 

The Laird o’ Blackbyre wad K'^^ng through the fire. 

If that wad entice Inn* awa, man. 20 

The Laii'd o’ llraohead has l>een on liis sjieed. 

For mail’ than a towinoiid or twa, man ; 

The Laird o’ the Ford will stranght on a board, 

If ho canna get her at a’, man. 

Then Anna comes in, the pride o’ her kin, 

The boast of our bachelors a’, man : 

Sae sonsy and sweet, sae fully comph'te, 

She steals our affections awa, man. 

If I should detail the pick and the wale 

O’ lasses that live lu^re awa, man, 30 

The fault wad b<‘ mints if thej^ didna shine, 

The sweetest and be>t o’ tht*m a’, man. 

I lo’e her mysel, ])ut darena weel tell, 

My i>ovorty keeps mo in awt*, man ; 

For making o’ rhymes, and working at times, 

Does little or naething at a’, man. 

Yet I wadna clioose to let her refuse, 

Nor ha’e 't in her powt'r to say na, man ; 

For though I be poor, unnoticed, obscure, 

My stomach’s as proud as them a’, man. 

Though I canna ride in weel-booted pride, 

And flee o’er the hills like a craw, man, 

I can hand up my head wi’ tho best o’ the breed. 
Though fluttering ever so braw, man. 
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My coat and my vest, they are Hcotcli o' the best, 

O' pairs o' giiid breeks I ha'e twa, man, 

And stockings and pumps to put on my stumps. 

And ne’er a wrang stcek in them a', man. 

My sarks they are few, but iive o' them now, 

Twal' hundred, as white as the snaw, man, 50 

A ten-shillings hat, a Holland cravat ; 

There are no niony poets sae braw, man. 

I never had frien's, wool stockit in means, 

To leave mo a hundred or twa, man ; 

Nae weed tochered aunts, to wait on their drants. 

And wish them in hell for it a', man. 

I never was canny for boarding o' 3m>ney, 

Or claughtin’t together at a', man, 

I’ve little to spend, and iiaidhing to lend, 60 

13 ut deevil a shilling I Jiwe, man. 

♦ + sH * J- 


HERE’S A HEALTH TO THEM THAT'S AWA. 

Here's a health to them that's awa, 

Hei’e 's a liealth to them that’s awa; 

And 'N\ha winna wish guid luck to our cause. 

May newer guid luck be their fa’ ! 

It’s guid to be mtn*ry and wise, 

It 's guid to be honest and true. 

It 's guid to su})port Caledonia’s cause. 

And bide by the ])uff and the blue. 

Here 's a health to them that s awa. 

Here 's a health to tliem that 's awa, jo 

Hero ’s a health to Charlie the chief o' the clan, 
Altho’ that lus band be but sma’. 

May liberty meet wi' ^success ! 

May prudence protect her frae evil ! 

May tyrants and tyranny tine in the mist, 

And wander their way to the devil ! 
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Here a health to them that 's awa. 

Here ’s a health to them that ’s awa ; 

Hero ’s a health to Taiiiniie, the Norland laddie, 
That lives at the lug o’ the law ! 20 

Here ’s freedom to him that wad read, 

Here ’s freedom to him that wad write ! 

There’s iiane ever fear'd that the truth should behear<l, 
But they wham the truth wad indite. 

Hero 's a health to them that ’s awa, 

Here ’s a health to them that’s awa, 

Here 's Chieftain McLeod, a Chieftain worth gowd, 
Tho’ bred among mountains o’ snaw ! 


I’M OWRE YOUNG TO MARRY YET. 

I AM my mammie's ae bairn, 

Wi’ uiieo folk 1 weary. Sir ; 

And lying in a man's bed, 

I’m fley'd wad mak me eerie. Sir. 

I'm owro young, I'm owre young, 

I'm owro young to marry yet ; 

I'm o^^'re young, 'twad be a sin 
To tak 1110 frae iny mammie yet. 

My mammie coft me a iie^v gown, 

The kirk maun hae tho gracing o't ; 10 

Were I to lie wi' you, kind Sir, 

I’m fear'd ye'd spoil tho lacing o't. 

Hallowmas is come and gane, 

Tho nights are lang in winter. Sir ; 

And you an' I in ae bed. 

In troth 1 dare na venture. Sir. 

Fu’ loud and shrill the frosty wind 
Blaws thro’ the leafless timmer, Sir ; 

But if ye come this gate again. 

I’ll aulder be gin simmer, Sir. 


20 
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DAMON AND SYDVIA. 

Yon wancVring rill, that marks tho hill, 
And glances o’er the brae, Sii*, 

Slides by a bower where mony a flower 
Sheds fragrance on the day, Sir. 

There Damon lay, with Sylvia gay : 

To love they thought nae crime, Sir ; 
Tho wild-birds sang, the etlioes iTing, 
While Damon’s In^art beat time, Sir. 


MY LADY^S GOWN THERE’S GAIRS UPON ’T. 

My lady’s gown there ’s gairs iipon't. 

And gowden flowers sae rare iipon’t ; 

But Jenny’s ,iimi)S and jirkinet. 

My lord thinks muckle inair iipon’t. 

My lord a-hiuiiing he is gane. 

But hounds or hawks wi’ him are naiie, 

By Colin’s cottage lies his game, 

If Colin’s Jeiijiy 1 h‘ at liaine. 

My lady’s white*, my lady’s i<*d. 

And kith and kin o’ Ciissillis’ blude, 10 

But her ten-i)und lands o’ tocher guid 
W^ore a’ the charms his lordshiji lo’cd. 

Out o’er yon muir, out o’er yon moss, 

*Where gor-cocks thro’ the heather 2>ass, 

There wons aiild Colin’s boniiie lass, 

A lily in a wilderness. 

Sae sweetlj^ move her genty lim]>s. 

Like music notes o’ lover’s hymns : 

The diamond dew in her een sae blue, 

Where laughing love sae wanton swims. 


20 
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My lady's dink, my lady’s drest, 

U'lie flower and fancy o’ the west ; 
But the lassie that a man lo’os best, 
O that 's the lass to make him blest. 


O AYE MY WIFE SHE DANG ME. 

O AYK my Avife she dan^ mo, 

An’ aft my Avife did bang me ; 

If ye gie a Avoman a’ her Avill, 

Guid faith ! shell soon o'ergang yo. 

On peace and rest my mind was bent, 
And fool I Avas I married ; 

But never honest man's intent 
As cursedly miscarried. 

Some sa’r o' comfort still at last. 

When a’ thir days are done, man, 

My pains o’ hell on earth are 2 >iist, 

I’m sure o’ bliss aboon, man. 


THE BANKS OF NITH. 

1\> thee, lov’d Nith, thy gladsome }>lains. 
Where late aaI’ careless thouglit I rang’d, 
Though X)rest Avi’ care and sunk in woe, 

To thee I brijig a heart unchang’d. 

I love thee, Nith, thy banks and braes, 
Tho’ ]nem’ry there my bosom tear ; 

Foi- there he rov'd that brake my heart. 

Yet to that heart, ah, still how dear ! 


lO 
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BONNIE PEG. 

As I came in by our gate end, 

When day was waxin’ weary, 

O wha came tri2>ping down tlie street, 

But bonnie Peg, my dearie ! 

Her air sae sweet, and shape complete, 

Wi’ nao i^roportion wanting, 

The Queen of Love did never move 
Wi’ motion mail* eiicliaiiting. 

Wi’ linked hands, we took the sands 

Adown you winding river ; lo 

And, oh ! that hour and broomy bower, 

Can 1 forget it ever? 


O LAY THY LOOP IN MINE, LASS. 

O LAY thy loof in mine, lass, 

In mine, lass, in mine, lass, 

And swear in thy white hand, lass, 

That thou wilt be my ain 

A slave to Love's unbounded sway, 

He aft has wrought me meikle wao ; 

But now ho is my d<»adly fae. 

Unless thou be my ain. 

There 's 1110113^ a lass has broke my rest, 

That for a blink 1 hae lo'ed best ; 10 

But thou art Queen within my breast, 

For ever to remain. 
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O WHY THE DEUCE. 

0 WHY tlio donee should I repine, 

And be an ill forebodor ? 

I’m twenty throe, and live feet nine — 
I’ll go and ]jo a sod^?or. 

1 gat some gear wi' meikle care, 

I held it wool iliegithor ; 

But now it ’s gaiie and something maii; 
I’ll go and bo a sodgor. 


POLLY STEWART. 

O TiOVEi.Y Polly Htewai't, 

O charming Polly Stewart, 

There ’s ne\‘r a flower that ] dooms in Mixy, 
That \s half so fair as iliou art. 


The flower it blaAvs, it lades, it fa’s, 

And art can ne’er renew it ; 

Jhit worth and truth oleiiial youth 
Will gio (o l^olly Stewart. 

Miiy he, whase arms shall fauld thy charms, 
Possess a h^al and true heart ; 

To him be given to ken the heaven 
lie grasps in Polly Stewart. 


JO 
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ROBIN SHURE IN HAIRST. 

Robin sliiire in liairst, 

I shuro wi’ him ; 

Fieiifc a heuk had I, 

Yet I stack by him, 

I ^?acd lip to Diinse, 

To warp a wab o’ plaiden ; 

At his daddio's yett, 

Wha met iiio but Robin? 

Was na Robin bauld, 

Tho’ 1 was a cotter, lo 

Play’d me sick a trick 

And me the eller's dochter ? 

Robin promis’d me 
A’ my winter vittlo ; 

Pient haet lie had but three 
Goobo feathers and a whittle. 


THE DEUK’S DANG O’ER MY DADDIE. 

The bairns f^at out wi’ an unco shout, 

The deuk's dang o'er my daddie O ! 

The heiit ma care, quo’ the feirie auld wife, 

Ho was l)ut a ]>aidlin body O ! 

He paidlos c)ut, and he paidles in. 

An’ he jiaidles late and early O ; 

This seven lang years I hae lien by his side, 

An’ he is but a fusionless cariie O. 

O baud your tongue, my feirie auld wife, 

O hand your tongue now, Nansie, O : lo 

I’ve seen the day, and sao hae ye. 

Ye wadna been sae donsie, O ; 
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IVe seen the day ye butter’d my brose, 
And cuddl’d me late and earlio, O ; 
But downa do ’s come o’er me now, 
And, oh, I find it sairly, O ! 


MY HARRY WAS A GALLANT GAY^ 

My Harry was a p^allant gay, 

Fu' stately slrade ho on the 2 ^hiin ! 

But now lie \s banish'd far away, 

I’ll never see him back again. 

0 for him back again ! 

O for him back again ! 

1 wad gie a’ Knockhasj^ie’s liind, 

For Ilighland Hariy back again. 

When a’ the lave gac to their bed, 

I wander dowie uji the glen ; 

I sit nio down and greet my fill, 

And aye 1 wish him back again. 

O Avere some villains hangit high, 

And ilka body had their aiii, 

Then 1 niiglit see the joyfu’ sight, 

My Highland Harry back again ! 


TIBBIE DUNBAR. 

O AViLT thou go wi' me, sweet Tibbie Dunbar? 

0 wilt thou go wi' me, sweet Tibbie Dunbar ? 
Wilt thou ride on a horse, or bo drawn in a car, 
Or Avalk by my side, O sweet Tibbie Dunbar? 

1 care na thy daddie, his lands and his money, 

I care na thy kin, sae high and sae lordly : 

But say thou wilt hue mo for better for waur. 
And come in thy coatie, sweet Tibbie Dunbar. 


lO 
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WEE WILLIE. 

Wee Willie Gray, and his leather wallet ; 

Peel a willow-wand, to bo him boots and jacket ; 

The rose upon the briar will bo him trows and doublet, 
The rose upon the briar will bo him trews and doublet ! 
Weo Willie Gray, and his leather wallet ; 

Twice a lily flower will l)o him sark and cravat ; 

Feathers of a fleo wad feather up his bonnet, 

Feathers of a flee wad feather up his bonnet. 


CRAIGIE-BURN-WOOD. 

Beyond thee, dearie, beyond thee, dearie. 

And O to bo lying beyond theo ! 

0 sweetly, soundly, weel may lie sleep, 

That 's laid in tho bed beyond thee. 

Sweet closes tho evening on Craig ie-burn-wood, 

And blythely awakens tho morrow ; 

But tho pride of tho spring* in tho Craigie-burn-wood 
Can yield to mo nothing but sorrow, 

I see the ^s 2 )reading leaves and flowers, 

1 hoar the wild birds singing ; lo 

But pleasure they hao nano for me, 

While care my heart is wringing. 

I canna tell, I maun na toll, 

I dare na for your anger ; 

But secret love will break my heart 
If I conceal it 1 anger. 

I see thee gracefu’, straight and tall, 

I see thee sweet and bonnie ; 

But oh, what will my torments be, 

If thou refuse thy J ohiinie ! 


20 
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To see thee in anither’s arms, 

111 love to lie and languish, 

'Twad be my dead, that will bo seen, 
My heart wad burst wi’ anguish. 

But, Jeanie, say thou wilt bo mine, 
Say thou lo'es nane before me ; 

An’ a’ my days o’ life to come. 

I’ll gratefully adore thee. 


HERE’S HIS HEALTH IN WATER I 

AiiTiio’ my back bo at th<‘ wa’. 

And tho’ ho bo the fautor ; 

Altho’ my bac-k bo at the wa’, 

Yet, here ’s his health in ^vater ! 

O ! wao gae by his wanton sides, 

Sae brawlie he could fiaiter ; 

Till for his sake I'm slighted sair, 

And <lree tin' kintra clatter. 

But tho’ niy })ack be at tho wa’. 

And tho’ he be the fautor ; 

But tho’ my back be at the wa’, 

Yet, here 's his health in water ! 


AS DOWN THE BURN THEY TOOK THEIR 

WAY. 

As down the burn they took their way, 

And thro’ the ilowery dale ; 

Ilis cheek to hers he aft did lay. 

And love was aye the tale. 

With * Mary, when shall we return, 

Sic pleasure to renew ? ’ 

Quoth Mary, ‘ Love, I like the burn, 

And aye shall follow you/ 


lO 
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LADY ONLIE. 

A’ THE lads o’ Thornie-baiik, 

When they gae to tho shore o’ Bucky, 

They’ll step in an’ tak' a pint 
Wi’ Lady Onlie, honest Lucky ! 

Ladie Onlie, honest Lucky, 

Brews good ale at shore o’ Bucky ; 

I wish her sale for her glide ale, 

The liest on a’ the shore o’ Bucky. 

Her house sao bien, her curch sae clean, 

T wat she is a dainty chucky ; lo 

And clieery blinks the iiigle-gleed 
Of Lady Onlie, honest Lucky ! 

Lady Onlie, honest Lucky, 

Brews glide ale at shore o’ Bucky ; 

I wish her sale for her gude ale. 

The best on a’ the shore o’ Bucky. 


AS I WAS A WANDERING. 

As I was a wand 'ring ae midsummer e’enin’. 

The pipers and youngsters were making their game ; 
Ainang them 1 spied my faithless fause lover. 

Which bled a’ the wounds o’ my dolour again. 

Weel, since he has left mi‘, may i)l^'^sure gae wi’ him ; 

I may be distress’d, but I wiiina complain ; 

I flatter my fancy I may get aiiither. 

My heart it shall never be broken for ane. 

I could na get sleeping till dawin’ for greetin’. 

The tears trickled down like the hail and the rain ; lo 
Had I na got greetin’, my heart wad a broken. 

For, oh ! love forsaken ’s a tormenting pain. 
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Altho’ he has left me for greed o’ the siller, 

I diniia envy him the gains he can win ; 

I rather wad bear a’ the lade o’ my sorrow 
Than over hao acted sao faithless to him, 

"SVeel, since hci has left me, may pleasure gae wi’ him, 
I may be distress’d, bnt I winna complain ; 

I flatter my fancy* I may got anither, 

My heart it shall never be broken for ane. 20 


BANNOCKS BARLEY. 

Bannocks o’ boar meal, 

Bannocks o’ barley ; 

Here ’s to the Highlaudman’s 
Bannocks o’ barley. 

Wha in a brulzio 

Will first cry a i>arley? 

Never the lads wi’ 

The bannocks o’ barley. 

Bannocks o’ bear meal, 

Bannocks o’ barley ; 10 

Hero 's to the lads wi’ 

The bannocks o’ barley ; 

Wha in his wao-days 
Were loyal to Charlie ? 

Wha bnt the lads wi’ 

The bannocks o’ barley. 


AW A, WHIGS. 

Awa, Whigs, awa! 

Awa, Whigs, awa ! 

Ye’re but a pack o’ traitor louns, 
Ye’ll do nae good at a’. 





Our thrissles flourish'd fresh and faii% 

And bonnio bloomM our roses ; 

But Whigs cam’ like a frost in Juno, 

And wither’d a’ our posies. 

Our ancient crown ’s fa'en in the dust— 
J)eil blin’ them wi’ the stoiiro o’t ; 

And write tlndr names in his black beuk, 
Wha gao the Whigs tho power o't. 

Our sad decay in Cliurch and State 
Surpass('s my d<\sc riving' ; 
llie AVhigs came o'er us for a curse. 

And wo hae done with thriving. 

Crim vengeance lang has ta'cn a nap, 

But we may see him wauken ; 

Glide lielp the day when royal heads 
Are hunted like a maiikin ! 

Awa, Whigs, awa I 
Awa, Whigs, awa ! 

Ye're but a pack o’ traitor lotins, 

Ye’ll do nae gude at a'. 


PEGA-RAMSEY. 

Caxtli> is tho e’eniii’ blast 
O’ Boreas o'er the pool. 

And dawin’ it is dreary 

When birks aro bare at Yule. 

O bitter blaws the e'onin’ blast 
When }>itter bites the frost, 
And in the mirk and dreary drift 



482 




Ne’er sae murky blew the night 
That drifted o’er the hill, 

But bonnie Peg-a-Rainsey 
Gat grist to her mill. 


COME BOAT ME O’ER TO CHARLIE. 

Come boat me o’er, come row me o’er, 

Gome boat me o’er to Charlie ; 

I’ll gie John Boss another ])awhee. 

To boat me o'er to Charlie. 

We’ll o'er the wat<‘r and o'er the sea. 

We’ll o’er the Avater to C/harlie ; 

Come weal, come Avoe, wt ’ll gather and go, 
And live or die wi’ ( 1 iai*lie. 


I lo'e weel my Charlie’s name, 

Tho’ some there be abhor him : 10 

But O, to see auld Nick gaun haine. ' 

And Charlie’s faes before him ! 


L swear and vow by moon and stars. 

And sun that shines so clearly, 

If I had twenty thousaiul lives, 

I’d die as aft for Charlie. 

We'll o'er tho water and o'er tho sea, 

We’ll o’er the Avater to Charlie ; 

Come weal, come Avoe, Ave’ll gather and go. 
And liA^e or die with (diarlie ! 


20 
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SAE FAIR HER HAIR. 

Braw, braw lads of Gala Water ! 

O braw lads of Gala Water ! 

I’ll kilt my coats aboon my knee, 

And follow my love through the water. 

Sae fair her hair, sae brent her brow, 

Sae boiiiiie blue her een, my dearie ; 

8 ae white her teeth, sae sweet her nioii’, 
The mail* I kiss she 's ayo my dearie. 


(J'er you bank and o'or you brae, 

O’er yon moss aniang tlie heather ; 10 

I’ll kilt my coats a))oou my knee. 

And follow my love through the water. 


Down aniang the broom, the broom, 

Down aniang the broom, my dearie, 

The lassie lost a silken snood, 

That cost her mony a blirt and blear 00. 

Braw, bi*aw lads of Gala W^ater ! 

O braw lads of Gala Water : 
ril kilt my coats a})oou my knee, 

And follow my love through the water. 20 


COMING THROUGH THE RYE. 

Coming through the rye, poor body, 
Coming through the rye. 

She draiglet a’ her petticoatie, 

Coming through the rye, 

R 2 
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Gill a l)ocly meet a body 
Coming through tho lye ; 

Gin a body kiss a body. 

Need a body cry ? 

Gin a body meet a bodj^ 
Coming through the glen ; 
Gin a liody kiss a body, 

Need the world ken ? 

Jenny ’s a’ wat, j)oor body ; 

Jenny’s seldom dry; 

She draiglet a’ her j)oiticont ie, 
Coming through the rye. 


THE LASS OF ECCLEFECHAN. 

(jIat ye me, O gat ye me, 

^ yo me V naethiiii> V 
Hock an<l reel, ainl spiiinin’ wheel, 

A mickle quarter basin. 

Bye attoiir, my guteher has 

A heigh house and a laigh an<‘, 

A’ iorbye, my bonnie sel'. 

The toss of Ecclefechan. 

0 hand your tongue now, Luekio Laing, 

0 hand your tongue and jauner : 

1 held tlie gate till you I met. 

Syne I began to wander : 

I lint my whistle and my sang, 

1 tint my peace and i>leabure ; 

But your green graft, now, Luekio Laing, 
Wad airt me to my treasure. 
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THE SLAVE’S LAMENT, 

I r was ill sweet Senegal that my foes did m(‘ enthral, 
For the lands of Virginia () ; 

Toj-n from that lovely shore, I must never see it more. 
And alas T am weai*y, weary () ! 

All on that charming coast is no bitter* snow or frost. 
Like the lands of Virginia O ; 

There streams for <wer flow, and th<u*t3 llow<‘rs for ever blow, 
,^Vnd alas I am weary, weary <> ! 

Tlie Imrden I must Ix^ar, while tli<‘ cruel scourge I fear. 
In the lands of Virginia () ; lo 

And I think on friends most dear, with the bitter, bitter 
tear. 

And alas 1 am weary, w<‘ary O I 


HAD I THE WYTE. 

JIai> I the wyte, had I tin* wyte. 

Had I the wyt(‘ ? slio bade me ! 

She watch'd me by tlie liie-gate side. 

And up the loan she shawhl me : 

And when I wadna venturi* in. 

A coward loon slie ca'd nn* : 

Had kirk and stati* lK*eu in the gat<*, 

I lighted when she bade me. 

Sae craftilie she took me ben. 

And bade me make nae clatter ; 10 

^ For our ramgunshoch glum gudemaii 
Is out and owre the water : ’ 

Whae’er shall say I wanted grace, 

When I did kiss and daut lier, 

Let him be ^danted in my place, 

Syne say I was the fautor. 
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Could I fur shame, could I for shame, 
Could I for shame refused her ? 

And wadiia manhood been to blame. 

Had I unkindly used her ? 

Ho clawed her wi’ the ripi)lin-kanu% 
And blae and ])lnidy bruised her : 
When sic a husband was frae hame. 
What wife but liad excused her ? 

1 dighted ay her een sao blue. 

And hann’d tlie cruel randy ; 

And weel I wat her willing mou' 

Was e'en like sugar-candy. 

At gloamin-shot it was I trow, 

1 lighted on the Monday ; 

I3iit I cam through the Tysday 's dew. 
To wanton Willie’s brandy. 


HEE BAEOU. 

Hkk balou ! jiiy sweet wee Donald, 
J^icture o' the great Cdanronald : 
Jirawlie kens our wanton chief 
Wha got my young Highland thief. 

Leeze me on thy boniiie ci-aigie ! 

An’ thou live, thoii’ll steal a naigie : 
Travel the country thro’ and thro'. 
And bring hame «‘i Carlisle cow. 

Thro' the Lawlands, o’er the border, 
Weel, my babie, may thou furder : 
Horry the louns o’ the laigh conntroe, 
Syne to the Highlands hame lo mo. 
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HER DADDIE FORBAD. 

Her daddie forbad, her minnie forbad ; 

Forbidden she wadiia be : 

She wadna trow’t the browst she brew’d 
Wad taste sae bitterlie. 

The lan^ lad they ca’ Jumpin’ Jolin 
Ile^iiiled the bonnie lassie, 

The lcin.£r lad tln^y ea’ Jumpin’ John 
Beguiled the l)ennie lassie. 

uV cow and a cauf, a y<>we and a hauf, 

And thretty glide sliillin's and three ; 20 

A vena glide toclier, a cotter-man's dochtex*. 

The lass with the bonnie black ee. 

The lang* lad they ca’ Jumpin’ John 
Beguiled the Ixmnie lassie, 

The lang lad th<‘y ca’ Jumpin John 
Beguiled the bonnie lassie. 


HERE’S TO THY HEALTH, MY BONNIE LASS. 

IIkre's lo ihy health, my bonnie lass! 

Glide night, and joy be wi’ thee ! 

I'll come jiae mail* to thy bower door. 

To tell tlu (' that 1 lo 0 thee. 

0 diiina think, my pretty ])ink. 

But I can live without thee : 

1 vow ami swear I dinna care 
How lang ye look about ye. 

Thou'rt aye sae free informing mo 

Thou hast nae mind to marry ; 10 

I’ll be as fi'ee informing thee 
Nae time hae I to tari'y. 

I ken thy friends try ilka means 
Frao wedlock to delay thee, 

Depending on some higher chance — 

But fortune may betray thee. 
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I ken they scorn my low estate,. 

But that does never grieve me ; 

For I’m as free as any lie, — 

Sma’ siller will relieve me. jo 

I count my health my greatest wealtli, 

Sae lang as I’ll enjoy it : 

I’ll fefir nae scant. I’ll l)ode nae want. 

As lang’s T got employment. 

But far-atr fowls hue feathers faij-. 

And aye until yc* try tliem : 

Tho’ they se<‘m fair, still have a care. 

They may ])i<>ve waur than I am. 

But at twal at Jiight, wlu‘n the moon ^Iiines bright. 
My dear. I’ll come and see tlua‘ ; 

For tho man that lo't‘S his mistress wt»ol. 

Nae travel makes him Avi‘ary. 


HEY, THE DUSTY MILLER. 

llh^. the <histy miller. 

And his dusty coat ; 

III' ill M ill a shilling. 

Or h<‘ s]><‘ 1 k 1 a groat. 

Dusty was th<* coat. 

Dusty was tlie colour. 

Dusty was the kiss 

That 1 got tVae the miller. 

Hey. th<* <lusty Jiiilha-, 

4V ml his dusty sack ; 10 

Leeze me on tho calling 
Fills the dusty peck. 

Fills th(» dusty 2)ock, 

Brings tho dusty siller; 

I wad gie my coatio 
For tho dusty miller. 
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THE CARDIN' O'T. 

1 coFT a stane o’ haslock woo\ 

To make a coat to Johnny o’t ; 

For Johnny is my only jo, 

T lo’e him best of ony yet. 

The cardin’ o’t, the spinnin’ o’t ; 

The 'warpin’ o*t, the winnin’ o't ; 

When ilka ell cost me a ^^roat, 

The tailor staw the linin' o’t. 

For though his locks l o lyart £?ray. 

And’ though his brow ho bold aboon ; 10 

Yet I hae seen liim on a day. 

The pride ot* a’ the parisht^n. 

The cardin’ o’t, the spinnin' o't, 

Tho warpin’ o't, the winnin’ o’t : 

When ilka ell cost me a groat, 

The tailor staw the linin’ o't. 


THE JOYFUL WIDOWER. 

I MAKKiKD with a scolding wif<i 
Tho fourteenth of Novein])er ; 

{Slio mado mo weary of iiiy life, 

J 3 y one unruly mom)>er. 

Long did I bear the heavy yoke. 

And many griefs attended ; 

But, to my comfort be it spoke. 

Now, now her life is ended. 

Wo lived full one-and-twenty yt'ars 

A jnan and wife together ; 10 

At length from mo her course she steer’d. 

And gone I know not whither : 

Would I could guess ! I do i>rofess, 

I speak, and do not flatter. 

Of all tho women in the world, 

I never would come at her. 

K 3 
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Her body is bestowed well, 

A linndsome grave does hide her ; 
But sure her soul is not in hell, 

The doil would ne'er abide her. 
r rather think she is aloft, 

And imitating thunder ; 

For why, — methinks 1 hear her voic<^ 
Tefiring the clouds asunder. 


THENIEL MENZIES’ BONNIE MARY. 

In coining by tlie brig <»* Dye. 

At Darlet Ave a blink did tarry : 

As day wa--. daAA in in the sky 

'NVo drank a health to bonnie Mary. 
Th<‘ni<‘l Misizies' bonnit* MaiA, 

Theni(‘l INhsizies' bonnie Mar\ : 
('harli<‘ (fiu'gor tint his jdaidie. 

Kissin' Tlusiiid's bonnie MaiN. 

Her i*en hiight. lu*r ]>roA\ an hite, 

Ih'i* Initfet lo< ks as broAN n 's a Ix'rry. 

^Vn' a\ e they <lim|>led aau' a sinih‘ 

Tilt' I’O'^y cheeks c»' bonnie 3Iai y. 

I'lieniel Menzit's' bonnie MarA . 

'^riieniel Menzies’ honnit' Mary ; 
Charlie (iregoi- tint hi^ plaidit', 

Kis^iiT IMieiiiel's bonnie Maiy. 

AVe lap an’ tlanced the lee-lang day. 

Till piper lads were Avae an’ AA^earA , 

But Charlit' gat the spring to pay 
For kissin’ 'J’heiiiers lionnie Maiy. 
Theniel Mtsizies’ bonnie Miiry, 

Thenit‘1 Menzit\s’ bonnie Mary ; 
('harlii' Dregt>r tint his jdaidie, 

Kissin’ ’Idu'iiiel's bonnie M<iry. 
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IT IS NA, JEAN, THY BONNIE FACE. 

It is iiJi, JuHii, thy bonnie bico. 

Nor vshapo that I admire, 

Although thy beauty and thy gract‘ 

Miglit weel awake desire. 

Souiothiug, ill ilka part o’ thoc. 

To praise, to love, I lind ; 

But dear as is thy form to iiu^. 

Still <loarer is thy miiul. 

Nae mail- ungenerous wish I hae. 

Nor stronger in my breast, 10 

T’han if I caniia niak thee sae, 

At least to s(*e thee blest. 

(’ontent am I, if Heav<‘n shall giv<' 

But haiipiness to thee : 

.Viid as wi’ tliee IM wish to live, 

For thee I’d bear to die. 


MY HEART WAS ANCE. 

My lieai-t Avas aiH*o as blytlio and fr<'<* 

As simmer days were lang, 

But a bonnie westlin weaver lad 
Has gart me change my sang. 

To the weavi^js gin ye go, fair maids, 

To the weavers gin ye go ; 

I rede you right gang ne'er at night. 

To the weavers gin ye go. 

My inither sent me to the town. 

To warp a Avab ; 1 o 

But the weary, weary warpin o’t 
Has gart me sigh and sab. 
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A boniiie westlin weaver lad 
Sat working at his loom ; 

He took my heart as wi’ a net, 

In every knot and thrum. 

I sat beside my warpin-Avheol, 

And aye I ca’d it 1*01111' ; 

But every shot and every knock. 

My heart it gae a stoun. jo 


The moon was sinking in th<i west 
Wi’ visage ]>alo and Avan, 

As my bonnie Avestlin Aveaver lad 
Convoy'd me through the glen. 

But Avhat was said, or Avliat A\^as done. 
Shame fa’ me gin I tell ; 

But oh ! I fear the kintra soon 
Will ken as AA^eel 's inysid. 

To the AA^eavers gin ye go, fair maids. 
To the AAX'avers gin ye go ; 

I rede you right gang ne'er at night. 
To the AA^eavers gin ye go. 


LOVELY DAVIES. 

O HOAV shall 1 , unskilfu', try 
The poet’s occupation ? 

The tunefu’ i>oAvers, in hai>py hours, 
That Avhisper inspiration — 

Even they maun dare an effort inair. 
Than aught they ever gave us. 

Or they rehearse, in equal verse. 

The charms o’ lovely Davies. 




^ae far awa. 
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Each eye it cheers when she appears. 

Like Phoebus in the morning, lo 

When past the shower, and ev’ry flower 
The garden is adorning. 

As the wretch looks o'er Siberia’s shore. 

When winter-bound the wave is ; 

Sae droops our heart when we maun part 
Frae charming lovely Davies. 

Her smile ’s a gift frao 'boon the lift 
That inaks us iiiair than x>rinces ; 

A scM'pter'd hand, a King's command. 

Is in her darting glances : 20 

Tlio man in arms ’gainst female charm!*. 

Even he her willing slave is ; 

He hugs his chain, and owns the reign 
Of conqueiiug lovely Davies. 

My Muse, to dream of such a theme, 

Thy feeble x^owers surrender ! 

The eagle’s gaze aloiio surveys 
The sun’s meridian sx>lendour: 

T wad in vain essay the strain^ 

The deed too daring brave is ; 30 

I'll draj) tlio lyre, and mute admire 
The charms o’ lovely Davies. 


SAE FAR AW A. 

O SAD and heavy should T part, 

But for her sake, sae far awa ; 
Unknowing what my way may thwart. 
My native land sae far awa. 

Thou that of a’ things Maker art, 

That form’d this Fair sae far awa, 
Gie body strength, then I’ll ne’er start 
At this my way sae far awa. 
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IIow tinio is lovo to }>iiro desert ! 

Tjike mine for her, sae far awa ; 

And noclit can heal my ])osom\s smart, 
'While, oh ! she is sac hir awa. 

Nane other love, nane other dart, 

I feel hut lier’s, sae far awa ; 

But fairer never touch’d a heart 
Than her’s, the fair sae far awa. 


O STEER HER UP. 

() STUKR her up, and hand Ik'i* ^aiin— 
Her mother's at ihe mill, jo: 

And gin she winna take a ]nan. 

E’en let her take her will, jo : 

First short‘ h<u* wi' a kindlj^ kiss. 

And ca’ another gill, jo ; 

And gin she take the thing amiss. 
E'en l(‘t her flyte her iill, jo. 

O st(HU' her up, and he na ))late. 

An’ gin she tak it ill, jo. 

Then lea’t' the lassie till liei* fate, 

An<l time nae Linger spill, jo : 

Ne'er break your ln*art for ae i*ehute. 

But think upon it still, jo ; 

Then gin the lassie winna do'l. 

Ye'll fin' an it her will. jo. 


O WHARE DID YE GET. 

() WHARF, did ye get that haiiver-meal bannock 
O silly blind body, O dinna ye see ? 

T gat it frao a brisk 5^oung sodger laddie. 

Between Saint Johnston and boniiie Dundee. 
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O ^in I saw ilio that gao iiie't I 

Aft has ho doudlod mo on his kneo ; 

May Heaven protect my bonnio Scots laddie, 

And send him safe hamo to his babio and me ! 

My blessin *s upon thy sweet wee lippic, 

My blessin's upon thy bonnio q \^ broo ! lo 

Thy smiles are sao like my blytho sodgor laddie, 
Thon 's aye the dearer and dearer to jne ! 

But I’ll big a liower on yon bonnio banks, 

Where Tay rins wimjdin’ by s:io clear ; 

And I’ll cUhsI tliee in ihe tartan sao tine, 

And mak th<‘e a jnan like tliy daddio dear. 


SIMMER’S A PLEASANT TIME. 

SiMMFR 's a xdeasant time, 

Flow'rs of e\*ry colour; 

I’lie water i*ins o'en* th<' heiigli. 

And I long for my true lover. 

Ay wan kin O, 

Wankin still and wearie : 

Sleo]) I can gt^t nane 

Tor thinking on my dearie. 

When I slet']) I dream, 

When I wank I'm etnit* : lo 

Sle<‘x:> I can get nane 

Tor thinking on my dc^arie. 

Lanely night comes on. 

A’ the lave are sleex)ing ; 

I think on my bonnio lad 

And I bleer my een with greetin'. 

Ay wall kin O, 

Wankin still and wearie : 

Slcej^ I can gi^t nane 

Tor thinking on my dearie. 


20 
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THE BLUDE RED ROSE AT YUJLE MAY BLAW. 

The bliide red rose at Yule may blaw, 

The simmer lilies bloom in snaw, 

The frost may freeze the deepest sea ; 

But an auld man shall never dauntoii me. 

To daunton mo, and me sae young, 

Wi' his fause heart and flattering longue, 

That is the thing you neVi* shall see ; 

For an auld man shall aiever daunton im\ 

For a’ liis meal and a^ his maut, 

For a’ liis fresh beef and his saut, lo 

For a’ his gold and white monie, 

An auld man shall m^ver daunton me. 

His gear niiiy buy him kye and yowes, 

His gear may buy him glens and knowes ; 

But me he shall not buy nor fei% 

For an auld man shall never daunton me. 

He hirples twa fan Id as ho dow, 

WF his teethless gab and his auld held pow. 

And the rain i*ains down frae his red Iflecu'M ee — 
That auld man shall never daunton me. 20 

To daunton me, and me sae young, 

Wr his fause heart and flatt'ring tongue. 

That is the thing you ne’er shall see ; 

For an auld man shall never daunton me. 


THE HIGHLAND LADDIE. 

The bonniest lad that e’er I saw, 
Bonnie laddie, Highland laddie, 
Wore a }daid and was fu’ braw, 
Bonnie Highland laddie. 
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On his head a bonnet blue, 

Bonnie laddie, Highland laddie. 

His royal heart was firm and true, 

Bonnie Highland laddie. 

Trumpets sound and cannons roar, 

Bonnie lassie, Lawland lassie, lo 

And a’ the hills wi’ echoes roar, 

Bonnie Lawland lassie. 

Gloiy, Honour, now invite, 

Bonnie Lassie, Lawland lassie. 

For Freedom and my King to fight, 

Bonnie Lawland lassi<\ 

The sun a backward course shall takc\ 

Bonnie la<l<lie. Highland laddie. 

Ere aught thy manly courage shake, 

Bonnie Highland laddie. 20 

Go, for >ourscd X)rocure renown, 

Bonnie laddie, Highland laddie. 

And for your lawful King his crown, 

Bonnie Highland laddie ! 


THE COOPER O’ CUDDIE. 

The cooper o’ Cuddie cam here awa. 

And ca’d the girrs out owre us a’ 

And our gudo-wife has gotten a ca’ 

That anger’d the silly gude-man, O. 

W'e’ll hide the coox^u* behind ihe door, 
Behind the door, behind the* door ; 

^Ve’ll hide the coox>er behind the door. 
And cover him under a mawn, O. 

He sought them out, he sought them in, 
Wi’, Deil hae her ! and, Deil hae him ! 
But the body he was sae doited and blin*, 
He wist na where he was gaun, O. 
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They cooper'd at o'on, they cooii(n**d at morn. 
Till our ^i^udo-man has ^?otteii the scorn ; 

On ilka brow she 's planted a horn, 

And swears that they shall stan’, O. 


THE HIGHLAND WIDOW’S LAMENT. 

On ! I am come to the low countrie, 
Och-on, och-on, och-rie ! 

Without a ])('nny in my purse, 

To buy a meal to me. 

It was nao sao in the Highland hills. 

Och-on, och-on, och-rio ! 

Nao woman in the <*ountry wide 
Sao happy was as m«\ 

For then I had a store o’ kye, 

Ocli-on, och-on, och-rit' ! 

Feeding on 3^011 hills so high. 

And gi^ ing milk to me. 

And th< ‘VO I had three score o’ ^owes, 
Ocli-on, och-on, och-rie ! 

Skipping on yon l)onnie knowes. 

And ca-^ting woo’ to me. 

1 was the happu'st of llu' (dan. 

Sail*, sair ma\" I repine ; 

For Donald was the bra west lad. 

And Donald he was mine. 

Till Charlie Stewart cam at last, 

Sao far to set us free ; 

My Donald's arm was wanted then. 

For Scotland and for me. 
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Their waefu’ fate what need I tell. 

JRi^ht to the wraiig did yield : 

My Donald and his country hdl 
Upon Cullodon Held. 

Oh ! I am come to the low countrie, 
Och-on, och-on, och-rio ! 

Nao woman in the world wide 
Sai‘ wretched now as me. 


THE WEARY FUND O’ TOW. 

The weary pund, the weary xaind. 

The weary piind o' tow ; 

T think my w\\\ <*nd Ina* life 

Hefoie she spin her ^o^^ . 

T bought my wite a stane o' lint 
As glide* as e'er did grow ; 

And a’ that she has made o' that. 

Is ae }ioor luind o' tow. 

There sat a bottle in a bole, 
lleyond the ingle lowe. 

And aye she took the tither souk 
To drouk the stowrie* tow. 

Quoth J, For shame, ye dirty dame, 
Oae s^nn your ta]> o’ tow ! 

She took the rock, an<l wi’ a knock 
She brak it e»'er my jjow. 

At last her feet — I sang to see't- 
Gaed foremost o’er the knowe ; 

And or 1 wad anither jad. 

I’ll wallop in a tow. 
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THE PLOUGHMAN. 

The xiloughmfin he’s si honiiie huh 
His mind is ever true, jo. 

His garters knit below his knee. 

His }>onnet it is blue, jo. 

Then up wi’t a’, my jiloiighman lad. 
And hey, my merry ploughman : 
Of a’ the trades that I do ken, 
C^ommeiid nio to the ploughman. 


My ploughman ho comes liame at e’en. 
He 's aften wat ami weary ; 

Cast off the wat. put on the dry, 

And gae to bed, my Dearie ! 

I will wash my ploughman's hose. 

And 1 will dress his overlay ; 

I will mak my ploughman's bed. 

And che<u* him late and early. 


I hae been east, I hao been west, 

I hae lieon at Saint Johnston ; 

The bonniest sight that e'er 1 saw 
'Was the ploughman laddie dancin'. 


SnaW'White stockiii's on his legs. 
And siller buckles glancin' ; 

A glide blue bonnet on his head. 
And O. but he was handsome ! 

CV)mmend me to the barn-yard, 
And the corn-mow, man ; 

I never gat my coggie fou 

Till I met wi’ the ploughman. 
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THE CARLES OF DYSART. 

Up wi’ the carles of Dysart, 

And ihe lads o* Buckhaven, 

And the kimmers o’ Largo, 

And the lasses o’ Leven. 

Hoy, ca’ thro’, ea’ thro’. 

For we hae mickle ado ; 

Hoy, ca’ thro’, ca' thro\ 

For we hae inicklo sido. 

Wo hao taJo^ to toll. 

And wo hae sangs to sing : jo 

We hao pennios to sjM^nd, 

And wo hae pints to bring. 

Wo’ll livf‘ a* onr days, 

And them that come bohiir. 

Let them do the like. 

And spend the gear they win. 


NITHSDALE’S WELCOME HAME. 

Thk noble Maxwells jiiid tln‘ir powers 
Are coming o'er the border, 

And they’ll gae bigg Terreagles’ towers, 

An’ set them a’ in order, 

And they declare Terreagles fair, 

For their abode they choose it ; 

There ’s no a heart in a’ the land 
But ’s lighter at the news o’t. 

Tho* stars in skies may disappear, 

And angry tenn^ests gather ; jo 

The happy hour may soon be near 
That brings us pleasant weather : 
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Tho weary night o' care and grief 
May hae a joyful morrow ; 

So dawning day has brought relief 
Fareweel our night o’ sorrow ! 


THE TAILOR FELL THRO’ THE BED. 

Thk ^railor lell thro’ the be<l, thimbles aiT a*. 

Tho Tailor tell tliro’ the bed, thimbles an’ a’ ; 

The blank<.ts were thin, and the shei‘ts tle y were sma 
The Tailoi* fell thro’ th<' IhhI. thim)>les an’ a’. 

The slee])y l>it lassie, .sh<‘ <liead<sl nai» ill. 

Tlu‘ sleej)y bit lassie, she drea<Usi ria(‘ ill ; 

Th<» w<‘athei* was enuld, and the lassu^ lay still. 

She thought that a tailor could do Iks- iiae ill. 

(.tie me tlu‘ groat «ig«uii. <*ann\ young man : 

(lie me the groat again, canny \oung man : 

The day it is slK>r(, and the night it is lang. 

Tho ckMi-est siller that evi*r I wan ! 

Theie's somebo4l> weaiy wi’ lying hiu- lam*: 

Thc'ie 's som<*bo<I\ weary wd’ lying lK*r lane*; 

’riK*re ’s soiiu* that ar<* dowdo 1 trow- wad b<* fain 
To see till' bit tailor come skippin’ again. 
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THE TITHER MORN. 

Tiik tither morn, 

Whtm 1 forlorn 
Aneath an aik sat moaninpr. 

I did na trow 
I’d see my jo 

Beside im% ’gain the gloaming. 

But lie sae trig 
Lap o'er the rig, 

^Vnd ilawtiiigly did eheer mo, 

When 1 , what reck? 10 

J)i<l lea'^t t*x]>ec’ 

To see my lad so m^ir im*. 

]Iis bonnet lie, 

A thought a joe. 

( 'ock'd sprush when lirsi lie clasii’d mc' ; 

And 1 , 1 wat, 

Wi’ fa in ness grai, 

Whih' ill his grips h<‘ i)r<*s.s'tl ni(‘. 

D< il t.ik’ the war ! 

1 late and ear’ 20 

line wishM since .lock d<‘part(Ml ; 

But now as glad 
I’m Avi' my lad, 

.Vs shoit syne broken-hearte<l 

Fii" aft at e’en 
A Vi’ dancing keen, 

AVheii a’ wei*e blythe and mc'rry, 

1 car'd 11a })y, 

Hug sad Avas 1 

In absence o’ my dearie. 30 

But, praise bo bh^st ! 

My mind 's at rest, 

I’m happy wV my .Tohnny: 

At kirk and fair, 

I'sc aye be ther«». 

Ami be as canty 's ony. 
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JAMIE, COME TRY ME. 

Jamik, come try inv, 

Jamie, come try me ; 

If thou would win my love. 

Jamie, come try mo. 

If thou should ask my love. 

Could I deny thee V 
If thou would win iiiy love, 

Jamie, come try me. 

If thou should kiss me, love*. 

^Vha could esj>y thee? lo 

If thou wad he my love, 

Jamie come try me. 


EPPIE M*NAB. 

O SAW ye* my d<*aric-, my Ex>pio M‘Nah? 

O saw ye my dearie, my Ex)X)ie M*Nab? 

JSho 's down in the yard, she 's kissin' the laird, 
She winna come hame to h<*r ain Jock Kab. 

O come thy ways to me, my Ex>pie> M‘Nab ! 

O come thy ways to me, my Ei>pie M*Nab ! 

Whate'er thou has done, be it late, be it soon. 
Thou \s welcome aKain to thy ain Jock liab. 

What says she, my dearie, my E^d^io M‘Kab? 
What says she, my dearie, my Ei)i)ie M‘Nab? lo 

She lets thee <^o wot that she has thee forgot, 

And for evei* disowns thee, her ain Jock Kab. 

O had I ne’er seen thee, my Ex^j)ie M‘Nab! 

O had I ne’er seen thee, my Ex>pie M'Nab ! 

As light as the air, and fause as thou ’s fair, 

Thou ’s broken the heart o’ thy ain Jock Rab. 
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AN, O! MY EPPIE. 

An’ O ! my Eppie, 

My jewel, my Eppie ! 

WJia wad nil bo happy 
Wi’ Eppie Adair? 

By love, .nnd by beauty, 

By Jaw, and by duty, 

I swear to be true to 
My Eppii‘ Adair ! 

An’ O ! niy E 2 )pi<\ 

My jewel, my Ep]>i<> ! 10 

wadiiii be ha2)])y 
\Vi’ Adiiir? 

A’ pleasure exile me. 

Dishonour dehle me, 

If e'er I lx\t»une thee. 

My Epph' Adair ! 


YE SONS OF OLD KILLIE. 

Yi: sons of old Killi<*, assembh^d )»y Willit*, 

To follow the no))le vocation ; 

Your thrifty old motlier li;is scini-e ^uch fimdher 
To sit in that honoureil ^tiition. 

I’ve little to siiy, hut only to pray. 

As 2>ri\ying’ 's the ton of your fashion: 

A prayer from the Muse yt>u well mtiy excu!-*'‘, 

'Tis seldom her favt>urite luission. 

Ye 2)owers who pi’eside o'er the wind iind the tide*, 
AYlio niiirk{)d eiich element's border ; 10 

Who formed tliis fnnm* wdth beiieiicent iiim, 

Whose sovereign stilt ute is order ; 

'Within this dear mansion may Avayward contention 
Or withered envy iu*'er cuiter ; 

May secrecy round be the mysticjil bound. 

And brotherly love be the centre ! 
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YE JACOBITES BY NAME. 

Ye .Tacobites by name, give an ear, give an ear ; 

Ye Jacobites by name, give an ear ; 

Ye Jacobites by name, 

Your fautes I will proclaim, 

Your doctrines I maun blame — 

You shall hear. 

What is right and what is wrang, b3^ the law, by the law ? 
What is right and what is wrang b^- tlu' law ? 

What is right and what is wrang ? 

A short sword and a lang, 10 

A weak aini and a strung, 

For to diiiw. 

What makes heroic strife, fam'd afar, fam’d afar ? 

What makes heroic strife faniM afar ? 

What makes heroic strife? 

To whet th’ assassin’s knihs 
Or Imnt a ])a rent's lif<‘ 

Wi’ bill idle war. 

Then let 3'^our schemes alon<» in the state, in tin* state ; 
Then let your schemes alom* in thi' state ; 20 

Then let your sehenu*s alone, 

Adore the rising sun, 

And leave a man umlone 
To liis fate. 


GOODE’EN TO YOU, KIMMER. 

Good e’en to you, Kimmer, 

And how do ye do? 

Hiccup, quo’ Kimmer, 

The better that I’m fou. 

We're a’ noddin, nid nid noddin, 
We’re a’ noddin at our house at hame. 
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Kate sits i’ the neuk. 

Sui>piii’ hen hroo ; 

Deil tak Kat<^ 

An’ she be noddiii too ! 10 

How’s a’ wi’ yon, Kiminer, 

And how do ye faro ? 

A pint o’ the ])ost o'h 
And twa pints inair. 

How 's a’ wi' yon, Kiininer, 

And liow do ye thrive ; 

How mony ]>airns hao 3^0 ? 

Quo’ Ki miner, I hue live 

Are they a’ Johnny's? 

Kh I atwoel na : 20 

Twa o’ them wc‘i*o ^j^otten 
Wlien Johnny M^as awa. 

Cats like milk. 

And dogs like brOo ; 

Lads like lasstss weel. 

And lasses lads io(}. 


AH, CHJLORIS. 

All, Chloris, since it may na be, 
That thou of lovo wilt hear ; 

If from the lover thou maun flee, 
Yet let the friend be dear. 

Altho’ I love my Chloris inair 
Than ever tongue could tell ; 
My i>assion I will ne’er declare, 
I’ll say I wish thee well : 
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Tho’ a’ my daily care thou art, 

And a* my nightly dream, lo 

I'll hide the struggle in my heart. 

And say it is esteem. 


WHAN I SLEEP I DREAM. 

♦ 

WiiAN I sleep I dream, 

Wlian T wauk I’m eerie. 

Sleep I canna g('t, 

For tliiiikin’ o’ iny dearie. 

Lanely night eom<‘S on, 

A’ the house arc sleeping ; 

1 think on the }>onnie lad 

That has my ht^ai t a keeinng. 

Lanely night conu's on, 

A’ the house are sl(‘e 2 )ing. jo 

I think on my honnie lad, 

An’ I Ijloer my ecu wi' greetin' ! 

xVy<' waukin O, wan kin aye and wearii*, 

Sleej) 1 canna got Tor tliiiikin' o’ my dearit*. 


KATHARINE JAFFRAY. 

Thkhk liv’d a lass in yonder dale. 
And down in yonder glen () ; 

And Katherine Jatfi*ay was her name, 
AVeel known to many men (). 

Out came the Lord of Lauderdale 
Out frao the south countrie O, 

All for to court this jnetty maid, 

Her bridegroom for to be O. 





509 


lie ’s teird her father and mother hnith. 

As I hear sindry say, O ; 10 

But he has 11 a telVd the lass hersel’ 

Till on her wedding <iay, O. 

Then came the Taird o’ Lochinton 
Out frae the English border, 

All for to couit this pretty maid. 

All mounted in good order. 

11 * + + 1 c ♦ 


THE COLLIER LADDIE. 

O wiTARK live yo my bonnio lass. 

And tell me how th(‘y ea’ ye? 

My name, she says, is Mistress Joan, 

And I follow my Collier laddie. 

0 see ye not yon hills and dales 
The sun shines on sae br.iwly : 

They a’ «are mine, and they shall bo thine. 

If ye'll leave your Collier laddie. 

Ainl AO shall gang in rich attire, 

Weel buskit up fii’ gaudy ; jo 

And ane to Avait at every liaml, 

If ye’ll leave your Collier laddie, 

Tlio’ ye had a’ the sun shines on. 

And the earth conceals sae loAvly ; 

1 would turn my back on you and it a'. 

And (unbrace my Collier laddi(\ 

I can win my live pennies in a day 
And spend it at night full brawlie ; 

I can mak my bed in the Collier’s neuk. 

And lie down wi’ my Collier l^lddi(^ 
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Love for love is the bargain for me, 

Tho^ the wee cot-house should haud me ; 
And the warld before me to win my bread, 
And fare fa’ my Collier laddie ! 


WHEN I THINK ON THE HAPPY DAYS. 

Whkn I think on the happy days 
T spent wi’ you, my dearie ; 

And now what lands between us lie, 

How can I be but eerie ! 

How slow ye move, ye heavy hours, 

As ye were wae and weary I 
It was na sae ye glinted by 
When I wi’ my dearie. 


YOUNG JAMIE, PRIDE OF A^ THE PLAIN. 

Young Jamie, indde of a’ the j^lain, 

Sao gallant and sao gay a swain ; 

Thro’ a’ our lasses he did rove, 

And reign’d resistless King of Love : 

But now wi’ sighs and starting tears. 

He strays ainang the woo<ls and briers ; 

Or in the glens and rocky caves 
His sad complaining dowie raves : 

I wha sae late did range and rove. 

And changed with every moon my love. 

1 little thought the time was near, 

Repentance 1 should buy sae dear ; 

The slighted maids my torment see, 

And laugh at a’ the pangs I dree ; 

While vshe, my cruel, scornfu’ fair, 

Forbids me e’er to see her mail* ! 


I j 





THE HEATHER WAS BLOOMING. 

The heather was blooming, the meadows were inawii, 
Our lads gaed a-hunting, ae day at the dawn, 

O’er moors and o’er mosses and mony a glc‘n ; 

At length they discover’d .a boniiie moor-hen. 

I rod ^ou'bowaio at the hunting, young men; 

I red you beware at tlie hunting, young men ; 

Tak some on the wing, and some as they S2)ring, 

But cannily steal on a bonnie moor-hen. 

Sweet brushing the dew from the brown heather -1 >el Is, 
Her colours betray'd her on yon mossy fells ; lo 

Her plumage ouilnstred the pride o’ the spring. 

And O ! as she wanton’d gay on the wing. 

Auld Phoebus himse], as he 2 ioei>*d o’(*r the hill, 

In spite at her plumage he trie<l his skill ; 

lie le veil’d his rays where she bask’d on the brae 

His rays were outshone, ami but mark’d where sht' lay. 

They hunted the valley, they hunted the hill. 

The best of our lads wi* the best o’ their skill ; 

But still as the fairest she sat in their sight, 

^riien whir)- ! she was over, a mile at a llight. 20 


WAE IS MY HEART. 

\V"ae is my heart, and the tear ’s in my ee ; 

Lang, lang joy’s been a stranger to me : 

Forsaken and friendless my burden I bear, 

And the swetT voice o’ pity ne’er sounds in my ear. 

Love, thou hast pleasures ; and deej) hae I loved ; 
IjQve, thou hast son*ows ; and sair hae I proved : 

But this bruised heart that now l^leeds in my breast, 
I can feel its throbbings will st>on be at rest. 
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O if I were where happy T hae been ; 

Down by yon stream and yon bonnio castle green : 
For there lie is wand’ring and musing on me, 

Wha wad soon dry the tear frae Phillis’s ee. 


O THAT I HAD NE^ER BEEN MARRIED. 

O THAT I had neVr }>een married, 

I wad never had nao care ; 

Now I’ve gotten wife and ])airns. 

An’ they cry crowdie ever mair. 

Anee crowdie, twice crowdie, 

Thr(‘e times crow<lie in a day ; 

Cxiii ye crowdie ony mair. 

Ye’ll crowdie a’ my meal awa 3 ". 

Waefu want and hunL»er fb^y me. 

Glowrin* by the halleii en’ ; 

Sair 1 fecht them at the door, 

But aye I’m eerie tliey come })en. 


THERE’S NEWS, LASSES. 

Tiikkk ’s news, lasses, nows, 

Glide news I’ve to tell ! 

There ’s a boat fii’ o’ lads 
Come to our town to sell. 

The wean wants a cra<lle, 

An’ the cradle wants a cod. 
An’ I’ll no ^ang to my bed 
Gntil I get a nod. 

Father, quo’ she, Mither, quo’ she. 

Do what ye can, 

I’ll no gfing to my bed 
Till I get a man. 
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I hae as glide a craft rig 
As made o’ yird and staiio ; 
And waly fa’ the ley-crap 
For I maun till'd again. 


SCROGGAM. 

There was a wife wonn’d in Cockpon, 

Scroggam ; 

She brow’d glide ale for gentlemen, 

Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me, 

Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum. 

The glide wife’s dochter fell in a fever, 

Scroggam ; 

The priest o’ the parish fell in anither, 

Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me, 

Scroggam, my dearie, rutfiim. 10 

They laid the twa i’ the bed thegither, 

Scroggam ; 

That the heat o’ the taue might cool the tiiher. 

Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me*, 

Scroggam, my dearie, ruftum. 


FRAE THE FRIENDS AND LAND I LOVE. 

Frae the fiiends and land I love, 

Driven by Fortune's felly spite, 

Frae my best belov’d I rove. 

Never mair to taste delight ; 

Never mair maun hope to find 
Ease frae toil, relief frae care : 

When remembrance wrecks the mind, 
Pleasures but unveil dosx>air. 

V 
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Brightest climes shall mirk appear, 
Doseit ilka blooming shore, 

Till the Fates, nae mair severe. 

Friendship, love, and peace restore ; 
Till revenge, \vi’ laurell’d head. 

Bring oiir banish’d hame again ; 
And ilka loyal, bonnio lad 

Cross the seas and win his ain. 


THE LADDIES BY THE BANKS NITH. 

rLEOTTON nAEEAn, 

The laddies by the banks o’ Nith 
Wad trust his (Iraec wi’ a\ Jamie, 

But he’ll ser’ them as he s<‘r\I tht» king — 
Turn tail and rin awa, Jamie. 

\J\} and waur them a’, Jamie, 

Up and waur them a' ; 

Tlu‘ Johnstons hao the guidin’ o't, — 

Ye turncoat Whigs, awa ! 

Hie day ho stude his country’s friend, 

Or gied her faes a claw, Jamie, 

Or frae puir man a blessin’ wan. 

That day tlit' duke ne’er saw, Jamie. 

But wha is he, his country's boast ? 

Like him there is na twa, Jamie ; 

There ’s no a callant tents the kye. 

But kens o’ Westerha’, Jamie. 

To end the wark, here’s Whistlebirt, — 

Lang may his whistle blaw, Jamie I 
And Maxwell true o’ sterling blue; 

And we’ll be Johnstons a’, Jamie. 
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THE BONNIE LASS OF ALBANY. 

My heart is wae, and iinco wae. 

To think upon the racing sea, 

That roars bc^twoen her gardens green 
And the bounio Lass of An)aii3^ 

This lovely maid *s of royal blood 
That ruled Albion’s kingdoms three. 

But oh, alas ! for her bonnie face, 

They hao Avraiig’d the Lass of Albany. 

In the rolling tide of spreading Clyd<‘ 

There sits an isle of high degree, 10 

And a town of fame whose i>rincely name 
Sliould grace the Lass of Albany. 

But there ’s a youth, a witless youth, 

That fills the place where she shouhl bt* : 

We’ll send him o’er to his native shon% 

And bring our a in sw*‘et Albany. 

Alas the day, and woe the day ! 

A false usurper wan the greo, 

'Who now commands the towers and lands - 

The royal right of Albany. 20 

We’ll daily pray, we’ll nightly pray. 

On bended knees most fervently, 

The time may come, with pipe and drum 
We’ll welcome hame fair Albany. 


WHEN FIRST I SAW. 

When first I saw fair Jeanie's face, 
I couldna tell what ailed me, 

My heart went fluttering pit-a-pat. 
My een they almost failed me. 
s 2 
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She^s ay a sae neat, sae trim, sae tip^lit. 

All f^racG does round her hover ; 

Ae look deprived me o’ my heart, 

And I became a lover. 

8 he ’s aye, aye sae hlythe, sae gay, 

She’s aye so hlythe and choerie : lo 

She ’s aye sae boiinie, hlythe, and ga3’', 

O gin I were her dearie ! 

Hfid I Dundaa’s whole estate, 

Or Hopetoun’s wealth to shine in ; 

Did warlike laurels crown my brow. 

Or humbler bays entwining — 

I’d lay them a’ at Jeanie’s feet, 

Could I but hope to move her. 

And i^rouder than a belted knight, 

I’d be my Jeanie’s lover. 20 

But sair I fear some happier swain 
Has gained sweet Jeanie’s favour : 

If so, may every bliss be hers, 

Though I maun never have her : 

But gJing she oast, or gang she west, 

’Twixt Forth and Tweed all over, 

While men have eyes, or ears, or taste. 

She’ll always find a lover. 


THE RANTIN’ DOG THE DADDIE O’T. 

O WIT A my babio-clouts will buy ? 

Wha will tent me when I cry? 

AVlia will kiss mo whare I lie ? 

The rantin’ dog the daddie o’t. 

Wha will own he did the faut ? 

Wha will buy my groanin’ maut ? 

Wha will tell me how to ca’t? 

The rantin’ dog the daddie o’t. 
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When I mount the creepie-chair, 

Wha will sit beside me there? lo 

Gie me Rob, I seek nae mail*, 

The rantin’ dog the daddie o't. 

Wha will crack to me my lane ? 

Wha will mak me fidgin’ fain ? 

Wha will kiss me o’er again ? 

The rantin’ dog the daddie o’t. 


I DO CONFESS THOU ART SAE FAIR. 

I L>o confess thou art sac fair, 

I wad ))een o’er the lugs in love ; 

Had I not found the* slightest prayer 

That lips could speak thy heart could move*. 

1 do confess thee swetd, but find 

Tlioii art sae thriftless o’ thy sweets, 

Thy favours are the silly wind 
That kisses ilka thing it meets. 

See yonder rosi*-bud rich in <lew, 

Aniaiig its native briers sae coy, lo 

How soon it tines its scent and hue 
When 2 Ju’d and worn a conimon toy ! 

Hie fate ere lang shall thee ))etide, 

Tho’ thou msiy gaily bloom a whih* ; 

Yet soon thou shalt be thrown aside', 

Like ony comnion Aveed and vile. 
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YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS. 

Yon wild mos»sy mountains sae lofty and wide, 

That nurse in their bosom the youth o* the Clyde, 

Where the grouse lead their coveys thro’ the heather to feed. 
And the she^dierd tents his flock as ho pipes on his reed : 

Not Cowrie’s rich valley, nor Forth’s sunny shores. 

To mo hue the charms o’ yon wild mossy moors ; 

For there, by a lanely, secjiiester’d clear stream, 

Kesides a sweet lassie, my thought and my dream. 

Amang thao wild mountains shall still bo my i>ath. 

Ilk stream foaming down its ain green narrow strath ; 10 
For there, wi’ my lassie, the day lang I rove, 

While o’er us unheeded fly the swift hours o’ love. 

She is not the fairest, altho’ sin* is fair ; 

O’ nice education but sma’ is her share ; 

Her parentage humble as humble can be, 

But 1 lo’e the dear lassie because she lo’es me. 

Ttj Beauty what man but maun yield him a prize. 

In lu'r armour of glances, and blushes, and sighs? 

And whc*n wit and refinement line polish'd her darts, 
The}^ dazzle our een, as they fly to our hearts. jo 

But kindness, sweet kindness, in the fond sparkling ei\ 
Has lustre outshining the diamond to me ; 

And the heart beating love, as I'm clasp’d in her arms, 
O, these a 10 my lassie’s all-con<xuering charms ! 


ADOWN WINDING NITH. 

Adown winding Nith I did wander, 

To mark the sweet flowers as they spring ; 
Adown winding Nith I did wander. 

Of Phillis to muse and to sing. 
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Awa wi’ youi' belles and your beauties, 

They never wi’ her can compare ; 

Whaever has met wi’ my Phillis, 

Has met wi’ the queen o’ the fair. 

The daisy amus'd my fond fancy, 

So artless, so simple, so wild ; 10 

Thou emblem, said I, o’ my Phillis, 

For she is Simplicity’s child. 

The rose-bud \s the blush o’ my charnu‘i*, 

Her sweet balmy lip when ’tis prost : 

How fair and how pure is the lily. 

But fairer and i^uror her breast. 

Yon knot of f^ay flowcu*s in the aibour. 

They ne’er wi’ my Phillis can vie : 

Her breath is the breath o’ the woodbiiu*. 

Its dew-drop o’ diamond htn* eye. 20 

Her voice is tin* son^ of the morning 

That wakes through the ^reen-spreading' grove. 
When IMuebus ])eei)S ov<‘r the mountains, 

On music, and pleasure, and love. 

But Ideality how fjail and how lli‘c'ting ! 

The bloom of a line summer’s day ! 

While worth in the mind o’ my Phillis 
W'ill flourish without a decay. 


CASTLE GORDON. 

Stkeams that glid<5 in orient plains. 
Never bcniiid by winter’s chains ! 

Glowing hero on golden sands. 
There commix’d with foulest stains 
From tyranny’s omx>urpled hands; 
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These, their richly-gleaming wavTes, 

I leave to tyrants and their slaves ; 

Give me the stream that sweetly laves 
The banks by Castle Gordon. 

Spicy forests, ever gay, lo 

Shading from the burning ray 
Hapless wretches sold to toil. 

Or the ruthless native's way, 

ISent on slauglitei*, blood, and spoil : 

Woods that over verdant wave, 

I leave tlie tyrant and the slave ; 

Give mo the groves that lofty bravo 
The storms, by Castle Gordon. 

Wildly liei*<' without control, 

Nature reigns and rules the whole : 20 

In that sober pensive mood, 

Dearest to the feeling soul, 

Sh<» plants the forest, pours the ilood ; 

Life's poor day I'll musing rave, 

And lind at night a sheltering cave, 

Wliere waters ilow and wild w’oods wave. 

By bonnie Castle Gordon. 


CHARMING MONTH OF MAY. 

It was tlie charming month of May, 

When all the llowers were fresh and gay, 
One morning, by the break of day. 

The youthful, charming C^liloo ; 

From peaceful slumber she iirose, 

Girt on ln*r mantle and her Jiose, 

And o'er the ilowcny mead she goes. 

The youthful, (diarming Chloe. 
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Lovely was she by the dawn, ^ 

Youthful Chloe, charming Chloe, 
Tripping o’er the peai*ly lawn, 

The youthful, charming Chloe. 

The fi‘athoi*\l people you might si‘i‘ 
PercliM all around on every tree ; 

In notes of sweetest nndody 

They hail the charming Chlot* ; 

Till, painting gay tlie eastern skie^^, 
The glorious sun began to ris<', 
Out-rivard by llitj radiant Gy<‘s 
Of youthful, charming Chloe. 


LET NOT WOMAN E’ER COMPLAIN. 

Let not woman <*omphiin 

Of’ inconstancy in love ; 

Lei not woman e’er com[>liiin. 

Fickle man is aj)! to rove : 

Look abroad tlirough Tsatint^'s I’ange, 
Naturi*’s mighty law is cliang<‘ ; 

Ladies, would it not be sirang(\ 

Man should tlK‘n a nionstia- ]>rove V 

Mark the winds, and mark tlie skies ; 

Ocean’s ebb, and ocean’s Ilow : 

8un and moon but set to rise. 

Round and round the seasons go. 

Why then ask of silly man, 

To ox)pose great Nature’s plan ? 

We’ll be constant while we can 
You can be no more, you know. 
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PHILLY AND WILLY. A DUET. 

He. 

(> PuiLLY, liui>i)y be that day 
When, roving thro’ the gather’d hay, 

My youthfu’ heart was stown away, 

And by thy chai'ins, my Philly. 

She. 

() Willy, aye* 1 bless tlie grove 
Wliere first I own'd my maiden love, 
Whilst thou didst ^dedge the Powers above 
To be my ain dear Willy. 

He. 

As songsters of the <'arly yt^ar 
Art) ilka day luair svv<*t*t to hear. 

Bo ilka day to me mail* de«‘ir 
And charming is my Philly. 


She. 

As on the bri(‘r the budding rose 
Btill l it lier breathes and faiier blows, 
Bo in my tender bosom gi'ows 
Tlie love I bear my Willy. 

He. 

The mihlcr sun and bluer sky, 

That crown my harvest cures wi’ joy. 
Were in^’er sae welcome to my eye 
As is a sight o’ Philly. 

She. 

The little swallow's wanton wing, 
Tlu)' wafting o’er the tiowery spring. 
Did ne’er to me sic tidings bring 
As meeting o' my Willy. 
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He. 

The bee that thro’ the tjunny hour 
Sips nectar in the opening* liower, 

Conii>ar\l wi’ niy delight is i3oor, 

Upon the lii>s o’ Philly. 

She. 

The wood})! 1 10 in the dewy we»‘t, 

When evening shades in silence meet, 30 

Is nocht sae fragrant or sae sweet 
As is a kiss o’ Willy. 

lie. 

Let fortune’s wlund at raiulom rin, 

And fools may tyne, and knaves may win ; 

My thoughts are a’ bound uj) in ane. 

And that ’s my ain dear Philly. 

She. 

"What 's a* the Joys that gowd can gie ! 

I care na Wi^alth a single tlie ; 

The lad I love "s th<5 lad for me, 

And that 's my ain dear Willy. 40 


CANST THQU LEAVE ME THUS? 

Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy V 
Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy ? 
Well thou know’st my acliing heart, 
And canst thou leave me thus for pity? 

Is tills thy plighted, fond i*egard. 

Thus cruelly to part, my Katy ? 

Is this thy faithful swain’s reward 
An aching, broken heart, my Katy ? 

8 6 
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Furewell ! and ne’er such sorrows tear 

That fickle heart of thine, my Katy ! lo 

Thou may’st find those will love thee dear — 

But not a love like mine, my Katy. 


ON CHLORIS BEING ILL. 

Long, long the night, 

Heavy comes the morrow. 

While my soul's delight 
Is on her bed of sorrow. 

Can I cease to care, 

Can 1 cease to languish. 

While my darling fjiir 

Is on the couch of anguish ? 

Every hope is lied, 

Every fear is tturor ; lo 

Slum})er <»’en I dread. 

Every dream is liorror. 

Hear me, Pow’rs divine I 
Oh, in [>ity hear me ! 

Take aiiglit else of mine, 

But my Ohloris spare me ! 


FAREWELL TO ELIZA. 

From thee, Eliza, I must go. 

And fi'om my native shore ; 

The cruel fates between us thrt)w 
A boundless ocean’s roar : 

But boundless oceans, roai’ing wide. 
Between my Love and me. 

They never, never can divide 
My heart and soul from thee. 





Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear, 

The maid that I adore ! 

A boding voice is in mine oar. 

We part to meet no more ! 

Blit the last throb that leaves my heart. 
While death stands victor by, 

That throb, Eliza, is thy part 
And thine that latest sigh ! 


CAPTAIN GROSE. 

Kkn ye ought o’ Captain Grose ? 

Igo, and ago. 

If he’s amang his friends or foes? 

Irani, coram, dago. 

Is he South, or is ho North ? 

Igo, and ago. 

Or drowned in the river Fortli ? 

Irani, coram, dago. 

Is ho slain by Highland bodies ? 

Igo, and ago. 

And eaten like a wether-haggis ? 

Irani, coram, dago. 

Is ho to Abram’s bosom gane ? 

Igo, and ago. 

Or baud in Sarah by the wame ? 

Irani, coraiii, dago. 

Where’er he be, the Lord be near him ! 
Igo, and ago, 

As for the deil, he daur na steer him. 
Irani, coram, d.ago. 

But please transmit th’ enclosed letter, 
Igo, and ago. 

Which will oblige your humble debtor. 
Irain, corani, dago. 
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So may ye hae auld stands in storo, 

Igo, and ago, 

Tlie very staiies that Adam })ore, 

Iram, eoram, dago. 

So may ye get in glad possession 

I go, and ago, P,o 

^riie ef)ins o’ Satan’s coronation ! 
li-am, coram, dago. 


A ROSE BUD BY MY EARLY WALK. 

A T?osE-Bun by my early walk. 

Ad own a corn-emdosed bawk. 

Sae gently l)eni its thorny stalk. 

All on a dewy morning. 

Ere twice the shades o' dawn are fle<l, 

Tn a' its crimson glory spread, 

And drooping rich the dewy head, 

It scents the early morning. 

Within the bush, her covert nest 
A little linnet fondly prest, lo 

The dew sat diilly on her breast 
Sae early in the morning. 

She soon shall see her tender brood, 

The pride, the ideasnre o’ the wood, 

Amang the fresh green leaves bedew’d, 

Awake the early morning. 

So thou, dear bird, young Jeany fair, 

On trembling string or vocal air, 

Shalt sweetly pay the tender care 
That tents thy early morning. 


20 
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So thou, sweet rose-bu<l, yoiin^ and ^ay, 
Shalt beauteous blaze upon the day, 

And bless the parent's evening ray 
That watch’d thy early morning. 


O, WERE I ON PARNASSUS’ HILL 

O, WEHK I on Parnassus’ hill, 

Or liad of Helicon niy fill ! 

That I might eat(*h poetic skill, 

To sing how d(‘ar 1 love thee. 

But Nith maun be my Muse’s well. 

My Muse maun be thy bonnie sol ; 

On Corsincon I’ll glowr and spdl, 

And write how dear I love tho(». 

Then come, sweet Muse, insjnre my Iny ! 
For a’ the leo-lang simmer’s day, 

I could na sing, I could na say, 

How much, how dear, I love thee. 

I see thee dancing o’<»r the green, 

Thy waist sae jimp, thy limbs sae clean, 
Thy tempting looks, thy roguish pen — 

By Heaven and earth I love thee I 

By night, by day, a-field, at hame, 

The thoughts o’ thee my breast inflame 
And aye I muse and sing thy name — 

I only live to love thee. 

Tho’ I were doom’d to wander on, 

Beyond the sea, beyond tho sun, 

Till my last weary sand was run ; 

Till then — and then I’d love thee. 
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SLEEP'ST THOU, OR WAK'ST THOU. 

Sleep’st thou, or wfik'st thou, fairest creature ? 

Rosy moru now lifts his eye, 

Num}>ering ilka bud which Nature 
WattM’s wi’ tlio tears o’ joy : 

Now thro’ the leafy woods, 

And by the reeking floods. 

Wild Nature's tenants freely, gladly stray ; 

The lint white in his bower 
Chants o'er the breathing flowc*r ; 

The lav'rock to tlio sky 10 

Ascends wi’ sangs o’ joy, 

"Wlnle the sun and thou arise to bless the tlay. 


Phoebus, gilding the brow o’ inoiiiing. 

Banishes ilk darksome shade. 

Nature gladdening and adorning ; 

Such to me my lovely maid. 

When absent frae my fair, 

Tin* murky shades o’ care 
With starless gloom o’orcast my sullen sky 2 

But when, in beauty's light, 20 

She meets my ravisli’d sight. 

When thro' my very heart 
Her beaming glories dart — 

'Tis then I wake to life, to light, and joy. 


THE POSIE. 

O TjItve will venture in, where it daur na weel be seen, 
O lnv<' will venture in, where wisdom .‘ince has been ; 
But I will down yon i-iv<'r rove, amang the wood sae green, 
And a’ to pu’ a J\>sie to my ain dear May. 



(WtmeV (pjtfe. 529 


The primrose I will jm’, the fii-stling o’ the year, 

And I will pu’ the pink, the emblem o’ my dear. 

For she 's the j^ink o’ womankind, and blooms without a peer : 
And a’ to be a Posie to my ain dear May. 

I’ll pu’ the budding rose, when Phoebus peeps in view. 
For it’s like a baumy kiss o’ her sweet bonnie mou ; 10 

The hyacinth ’s for constancy, wi’ its unchanging ])lue, 
And a" to be a Posie to my ain dear May. 

The lily it is pure, and the lily it is fair, 

And in her lovely })Osom I’ll i^lacMi the lily there ; 

The daisy 's for simplicity and unaffected air, 

And a’ to be a Posie to my ain deal* May. 

The hawthorn I will pu’, wV its locks o’ siller grey. 
Whei'e, like an aged man, it stands at l)reak o’ day, 

Put the songster's nest within the bush I winna tak away ; 
And a’ to be a Posit» to my ain <lear May. 20 

The woodbine I will pu’ wlieii the e'ening star is near. 
And the diamond drops o’ dew shall l>e her eeii sao clear : 
The violet ’s for modesty which weel she fa's to wear, 
And a’ to be a Posie to my ain dear May. 

I'll tie the Posie round wi' the silken l)and o’ luve, 

And I’ll idace it in her breast, and I’ll swear by a’ above, 
That to my latest draught o’ life the band shall ne'er remove, 
And this will bo a Posie to my ain dear May. 


WILLIE’S WIFE. 

Willie Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 

The spot they ca’d it Ijinkumdoddie ; 
Willie was a wabster gui<l, 

Cou'd stown a clue wi' ony body. 

Ho had a wife was dour and din, 

0 Tinkler Madgio was her niitlnu* ; 
Sic a wife as W'illie had, 

1 wad na gie a button for her ! 
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She has an ee, she has hut ane. 

The cat ]ui>s twa the very colour : lo 

Five rusty teeth, forhye a stump, 

A clapper t<)iiguo wad dcave a miller ; 

A whiskin heard about her mou, 

Her nose and chin they threaten ither ; 

Sic a wife, &c. 

She ’s how-liough’d, she’s hein shinn’d, 

Ae lim])in Ic^g a hand-breed shorter ; 

She ’s twisted right, she ’s twisted loft, 

To balance fair in ilka cpiai*tor : 

She has a hump u]>on her breast, 

The twin o’ that upon her shouther ; 20 

Sic a wife, See. 

Auld baudrons by the ingle sits. 

An’ wi’ her loof her face a-washin ; 

But Willie’s wife is naie sae trig. 

She dights her grunzio wi’ a hirshion ; 

Her walie nieves like midden-creels. 

Her face wad fyle the Bogan-watc‘r ; 

Sic a wife as W'illio had, 

I wad na gie a button for her ! 


LOUIS, WHAT RECK I BY THEE? 

Louts, what reck I by thee, 

Or Geordie on his ocean ? 

Dyvour, beggar loons to me, — 

I reign in Jeanie’s bosom ! 

Tjet her crown my love her law, 

And in her brt^ast enthrone mo : 

Kings and nations, swith awa ! 

Reif randies, I disown ye ! 
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BONNIE BELL. 

The smiling spring comes in rejoicing, 

And surly winter grimly flics : 

Now crystal clear are the falling waters. 

And honnie blue are the sunny skies ; 

Fresh o'er the mountains breaks forth the morning. 
The ev’ning gilds the ocean's swell ; 

All creatures joy in the sun's returning, 

And I rejoice in my boiinic' Bell. 

The flowery spring leads sunny summei*. 

And yellow autumn x>resses near ; 10 

Then in his turn conu's gloomy winter, 

Till smiling spring again api>ear. 

Thus seasons dancing, life advancing. 

Old Time and Nature their <*hanges tell ; 

But never ranging, still unchanging, 

I adore my bonnie Bell. 


THE LOVELY LASS OF INVERNESS. 

The lov<*ly lass o' Inverness, 

Nae joy nor pleasure can she see ; 

For e’en and morn she cries, alas ! 

And aye the saut tear bliiis her ee : 

Drumossie moor, Drumossie day, 

A vvaefu’ day it was to me ; 

For there I lost my father dear. 

My father dear, and brethren three. 

Their winding-sheet the bluidy clay, 

Their graves are growing green to see ; 10 

And by them lies the defirest lad 
That ever blest a woman’s ee I 

Now wae to thee, thou cruel lord, 

A bluidy man I trow thou be ; 

For mony a heart thou hast made sair, 

That ne’er did wrang to thine or thee. 
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THERE’S A YOUTH IN THIS CITY. 

There ’s a youth in this city, it were a great pity 
That ho from our ]ash>cs should wander awa ; 

For ho ’s bonnio and braw, wcel favour’d witha’, 

And his hair has a natural buckle and a’. 

His coat is the hue of his bonnet sae blue ; 

His focket is white as the new-didven snaw ; 

His liose they .are bl;ie, an<l his shoon like the slae, 
And his clear siller buckles they dazzle us a’. 

For bo.auty and fortune' the laddie 's been courtin ; 9 

Weel-featur'd, weel-tocherM, weel-mounted and braw; 

Hut chiefly the siller, that gars him g.ang till her. 

The penny ’s the jewel that beautifies a’. 

Thc'rc 's Meg wi’ the m.ailin, that fain wad <a liaen him. 
And Susy wha.se dad<ly was Laird o' the ha’ ; 

There ’s lang-tocher'd Nancy maist fetters his fancy, 

— Hut the laddie's <lear sel lie lo'es dearest of a’. 


SAE FLAXEN WERE. 

Sae flaxen wore her ringlets, 

Her eyebrows of a darker hue, 

Bewitchingly o'erarching 

Twa laughing een o’ bonnie blue. 

Her smiling, sae wyling. 

Wad make a wretch forget his woe ; 

What pleasure, wliat treasure. 

Unto these rosy lii>s to grow ! 

Such w.as my Chloris’ bonnie face. 

When first her bonnie hico I saw, lo 

And aye my Chloris’ dearest charm, 

She says she lo’es me best of a’. 

Like harmony her motion ; 

Her pretty ancle is a sj>y 
Betraying fair x>ropoi’tion, 

Wad make a .saint forget the sky ; 
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Sae warming, sao charming, 

Her faultless form and gracofii' air; 

Ilk feature — auld Nature 

Declar’d that she could do nae mail* : 
Hers are the willing chains o’ love, 

Hy conquering l^eauty’s sovereign law ; 
And aye my Chloris’ dearest charm, 

She says she lo’es me best of a’. 

Let others love the city, 

And gaudy show at sunny noon ; 

Gie me the lonely valley, 

The dewy eve, and rising moon 
Fair beaming, and streaming 

Her silver light tlie boughs aniang ; 
While falling, recalling. 

The amorous thrush concliidc\s his sang 
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove 
By wimpling burn and leafy shaw, 

And hear my vows o’ truth and love, 
And say thou lo’es me best of a’ ? 


WEARY FA’ YOU, DUNCAN GRAY. 

Weary fa’ you, Duncan Gray — 

Ha, ha, the girdin o’t ! 

"Wao gae by you, Duncan Gray — 

Ha, ha, the girdin o’t ! 

When a’ the lave gae to their play, 
Tlum I maun sit the lee-lang day, 

And jog the cradle wi’ my tae. 

And a’ for the girdin o’t. 


Bonnie was the Lammas moon — 
Ha, ha, the girdin o*t ! 

Glowrin’ a’ the hills aboon — 

Ha, ha, the girdin o't ! 
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The gird in brak, the beaat cam down, 

I tint my curch, an baith my shoon ; 

Ah ! Duncan, ye’re an unco loon — 

Wae on the bad girdiii o’t ! 

But, Duncan, gin ye’ll keep your aith — 

Ha, ha, the girdin o’t ! 

I’ise bless you wi’ my hindmost bi'Ocith — 
Ha, ha, the girdin o’t ! 

Duncan, gin ye'll keep your aith, 

'riie beast again can bear us baith. 

And auld Mess John will mend the skaith, 
And clout the bad girdin o't. 


MY HOGGIE. 

WiiAT will I do gin iiiy Hoggi<‘ die? 
j^>y» Iiiy pihle, my Iloggie ! 

My only boast, I had na nine. 

And vow but I Wiis vogie ! 

Tlie h'e-laiig night we watch'd the fauld, 
Mo and my faithfu’ doggie ; 

Wo heard nought but the roaring linn, 
Amang the braes sae scroggie ; 

But tilt' how let cried frae the castle w^a’. 
The blitter frae the boggie, 

The tod replied upon the hill, 

I trembled for my Hoggie. 

When day did tlaw. and cocks did craw. 
The merning it was toggle ; 

An’ unco tyke lap o’er the dyke, 

And niaist has kill’d my Hoggie. 
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WHERE HAE YE BEEN? 

Whake hao ye been sae braw, lad? 

Whoro liae ye been sao braiikie, O ? 
O, whare liae ye been sae braw, lad ? 

Cam ye by Killiecraiikie, O ? 

All’ ye had ]ioc*n whare 1 hae been, 
Ye wad na been so cantiis O ; 

An^ ye had seen what 1 hae seeji. 

On the braes o’ Xilliecrankie, O. 

1 relight at land, I fouj^ht at sea ; 

At hame 1 fou|»ht my auntie, O ; 
But I met the Devil an’ Dundee, 

On the hiatus o’ Kill iee ran kie, O. 
The bauld Diteur hdl in a furr, 

An’ Clavers got a clankie, O ; 

Or 1 had f(*d an Athole gled, 

On the braes o’ Killiecraiikie, O. 


COCK UP YOUR BEAVER. 

When first my brave Johiinio lad 
Came to this town. 

Ho had a blue bonnet 
That wanted the crown ; 

But now ho has gotten 
A hat and a feather, 

Iley, brave Johnnie lad, 

Cock up your beaver I 

Cock up your beaver. 

And cock it fu’ sprush, 

We’ll over the bordcn* 

And gie them a brush ; 

There ’s somebody there 

We’ll teach better behaviour — 
Hey, brave Johnnies lad, 

Cock up your beaver ! 
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O, ONCE I LOV’D A BONNIE LASS. 

(), ONC'K 1 lov’d a boniiio lass, 

Aye, and I love her still, 

And whilst that virtue warms my breast 
I love iny handsome Nell. 

Fal lal de ral, c^c. 


As ])onnie lasses I hac seen, 

And inony full as }>raw, 

13ut for a niodc^st gracefu’ mien 
The like I never saw. 

A lamnie lass, I will confess, 

Is pleasant to the ee. 

But without some better qualities 
She ’s no a lass for me. 

But Nelly's looks are blithe and sweet, 
And what is )>est of a’. 

Her reputation is com]det<», 

And fair without a flaw. 

Sim dr<>ssi*s aye sae clean and neat, 

Both decent and genteel ; 

And then there ’s something in her gait 
Gars oiry dress look woel. 

A gaudy dress and gentle air 
May slightly touch the heai’t, 

But it \s innocence and modesty 
That x>olishes the dart. 


’Tis this in Nelly ^deases me, 
'Tis this enchants my soul I 
For absolutely in my breast 
She reigns without control. 
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FRAGMENTARY VERSES. 

I MET a lass, a bonnie lass. 

Coming o’er the braes o’ Coiiper, 
Bare her leg and bright her eon, 

And handsome ilkii bit about her. 
Weel I wat she was a quean 

Wad mfide a body’s mouth to watt*r ; 
Our Mess John, wi* liis lyart pow, 

His haly li2)S wad lickit at her. 


O WAT ye what my minnio <lid. 

My minnie did, my minnie did, 

() wat ye what my minnio did 
On Tysday ’t eon to me, jo ? 

She laid nu* in a salt bed, 

A saft bod, a salt bed, 

She laid mo in a saft bed, 

And bade gudeon to me, jo. 

An’ wat ye what the parson did, 

The parson did, the parson did, lo 

An’ wat y(‘ what the 2>arson did, 

A’ for a i^enny fee, jo ? 

He loosed on mo a laiig man, 

A mickle man, a strang man, 

He loosed on jiie «‘i laiig man, 

That might hac worried me, jo. 

An' T was but a young thing, 

A young thing, a young thing, 

An’ I was but a young thing, 

Wi’ nano to pity me, jo. 20 

T wat the kirk was in the wyte, 

In the wyte, in the wytis 
To pit a young thing in a fright 
An’ loose a man 01 1 mo, ju. 
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Lass, when your niither is frae haine, 
Might I but be sae bauld 
As come to your bower-window, 

And creep in frae the cauld, 

As come to your bower-window, 

And when it ’s cauld and wat, 

Warm me in tliy sweet bosom ; 

Fair lass, wilt thou do that? 

Young man, gif ye should be sae kind, 
When our glide wife’s frae liaiiie. 

As come to my bower-window, 

Whare I am laid my lane. 

And warm thee in my bosom — 

J3ut I will tell thee what, 

The way to me lies through the kirk ; 
Young man, do ye hear that ? 


() CAN ye labt^ur l<*a, young man, 

An’ can ye labour lea ; 

Gae back tlie g.*ite ye cam' again, 
Ye'se luwer scorn me. 

1 fee’d a man at Martinmas, 

Wi’ arle 2)ennios tlir<‘e ; 

All’ a' the faut I fan’ wi’ him, 
lie couldna labour lea. 

Tlie stibble rig is easy |)loughVl, 

TJie fallow land is free ; 

Lut wha wad keep the handless coof, 
Tliat couldna labour lea ? 
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Yk hae lien a’ wrang, lassie, 

Ye’ve lien a’ wrang ; 

Ye’ve lien in an unco bed, 

And wi’ a freniit man. 

O ance ye danced upon tlie knowes. 
And ance ye lightly sang - 
But in liciTving o’ a bee byke, 

I’m rad ye've got a stang. 


O GiE my lov<‘ bro.se, brose, 

Gio my love brose and butter ; 
For nano in Carrick or Kyle 
Can please a lassie bettor. 

The lav 'rock lo'es the grass, 

The muirbt'ii lo'es the heather ; 
But gie me a braw moonlight. 
And mo and my love togotlu r. 


Jenny M‘Craw, sIh* has to the heather. 

Say, was it the covenant carried hi*r thither ; 

Jenny JVl‘(^raw to tlie mountains is gane, 

Their h‘agues and their covenants a’ she has ta'en ; 
My head and my heart, now, cjuo’ she, are at rest. 
And as for the lave, let the Dcil do his best. 


The last braw bridal that I was at, 

'Twas on a llallowmass day, 

And there* was routh o’ drink and fuii. 

And mickle mirth and ]>lay. 

The bells they rang, and the carlins sang, 

And the dames danced in the ha' ; 

The bride went to bed wi’ the silly bridegioom. 
In the midst u’ her kimmers a’. 
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There came a piper out o’ Fife, 

I watna what they ca’d him ; 

He play’d our cousin Kate a spring 
When fient a body bade him ; 

And aye the mair he hutch’d an’ blow, 
The mair that she forbade him. 





ODE ON THE DEPARTED REGENCY BILL 

(march, 1789). 

Daughter of chaos’ doting years, 

Nurse of ten thousand hoj^es and fears. 

Whether thy aiiy insubstantial shade 
(The rites of sepulture now duly i>aid) 

Spread abi’oad its hideous form 
On the roaring civil storm, 

Deafening din and warring rage 
Factions wild with factions wage ; 

Or underground 

Deep-sunk profound lo 

Among the demons of the earth, 

"With groans that make 
The mountains shake, 

Thou mourn thy ill-starr’d blighted birth ; 

Or in the uncreated void 

Where seeds of future being fight, 

With lessened step thou wander wide 

To greet thy mother. Ancient Night, 

And, as each jarring monster-mass is j>ast. 

Fond recollect what once thou wast : 20 

In manner due, beneath this sacred oak, 

Hefir, spirit, hear ! thy presence I invoke ! 

By a Monarch's heaven-struck fate, 

By a disunited State, 





By a generous Prince’s wrongs. 

By a Senate’s strife of tongues, 

By a Premier’s sullen j^ride, 

Louring on the changing tide ; 

By dread Thurlow's powers to awe — 
"Rhetoric, blasplieiny and law ; 

By the turhuleiit ocean — 

A Nation's commotion, 

By the harlot-caresses 
Of borough addresses. 

By days few and evil, 

(Thy portion, poor devil !) 

By Power, "Wealth and Show, 

(The gods by men adored,) 

By nameless Poverty, 

(Their hell abhorrtHl, ) 

By all they hope, by all they fear, 
Hear ! and appear ! 


Share not on me, thou ghastly Power ! 

Nor grim with chained delianee lour ; 

No Babel-siructuro would I build 

Wliero, order exiled from his native sway. 
Confusion may the Regent-sceptre wield. 
While all would rule and none obey : 


Go, to the world of Man relate 
The story of thy sad eventful fate ; 

And call presumptuous Hope to hear, 

And bid him check his blind career ; 

And tell the sore-prost sons of Care, 

Never, never to despair ! 

Paint Charles’s speed on wings of fire, 

The object of his fond desire, 

Beyond his boldest hopes, at hand : 

Paint all the triumph of the Portland Band 
Hark how they lift the joy-elated voice ! 
And who are these that equally rejoice ? 

J ews, Gentiles, what a motley crow I 
The iron tears their flinty cheeks bedew ; 
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See how unfurled the parchment ensigns fly. 

And Principal and Interost all the ciy ! 

But just as hopes to waiaii enjoyment rise, 

Cry Convalescence ! and the vision dies. 

Then next pourtray a dark'nin^ twilight gloom, 
Eclipsing sad a gay, rejoicing morn, 

While i^roud Ambition to th’ untimely tomb 

By gnashing, grim, despairing fieiids is borne : 70 

Paint ruin, in the shape of high D(undas) 

Gaping with giddy terror o’er the brow ; 

In vain he struggles, the fates behind him press. 
And clam’i*ous hell yawns for her prey below : 
How fallen That, whose pride late scaled the skies ! 
And This, like Eucifer, no more to rise ! 

Again pronounce the x>owerful word ; 

See Day, triumphant from the night, restort'd. 

Then know this truth, yo Sons of Mon ! 

(Thus ends thy moral tale,) 80 

Your darkest t<uTors may be vain, 

Your brightest hoj^es may fail. 


A NEW PSALM FOR THE CHAPEL OF 
KILMARNOCK. 

THE THANKSarviNO-I>AY FOR HIS MA.IESTV’s RECOVERY.) 

O sIN^i^ a new Song to the Lord ; 

Make, all and every one, 

A joyful noise, even for the King 
* His restoration. 

The sons of Belial in the land 
Did set their heads together ; 

Come, let us sweep them off, said they. 

Like an o’erdowing river. 
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Thoy set their heads together, I say. 

They set their heads togetlier ; lo 

On right, on left, and every hand, 

We saw none to deliver. 

Thou madest strong two chosen ones, 

To quell the wicked’s pride : 

Thfit young man, great in Issachar, 

The burden-bearing tribe ; 

And him, among the x^idnces cliief 
In our Jerusalem, 

The Judge tluCt ’s mighty in thy law, 

The man that fears thy name. 20 

Vet they, even they, with all their strength 
Jlegan to faint and fail, 

Even as two howling ravenous wolves 
To dogs do turn their tail. 

The ungo<lly o'er the just ju’e vailed. 

For so thou hadst api>ointed. 

That thou might’st greater glory give 
Unto thine own anointed. 

And now thou hast restored our Btate, 

Pity our Kirk also ; 30 

For she by tribulations 

Is now brought very low. 

CV>nsume that high place Patronage 
From off thy holy hill. 

And in thy fuiy burn the book 
Even of the man M’Gill. 

Now hear our pr.ayer, accept our song. 

And tight thy chosen’s battle : 

We seek but little, Lord, from thee — 

Tluni kens we get as little ! 


4 ^ 
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EPIGRAM ON THE ROADS 

BETWEEN KILMARNOCK AND STEWARTON. 

I’m now arrived, thanks to the p:ods ! 

Thro’ pathways rough and muddy, — 

A certain sign that making roads 
Is not this peojde’s study. 

And tho’ I’m not with scripture crammed, 
I’m sure the bihle says 
Tliat heedless sinners shall be, damned 
Unless they mend their ways. 


SYLVANDER TO CLARINDA. 

EXTEMPORE REPLY TO HER VERSES ENTITLED 

On Burns saying he ‘Jiaxl nothing else to do." 

When dear Clarinda, matchless fair. 

First struck Sylvander's raptured view. 

Ho gazed, he listened to despair — 

Alas ! ’twas all ho dared to do. 

Love from Clarinda’s heavenly eyes 
Transfixed his bosom thro’ and thro’, 

But still in Friendship’s guarded guise — 
For more the demon feared to do. 

That heart, iilready more than lost, 

The imp beleaguered all perdu. 

For frowning Honour kept his post : 

To meet that frown, ho shrunk to do. 

His i)angs the bard refused to own, 

Tho’ half he wished Claiinda knew ; 

But anguish wrung the unweeting groan — 
Who blames what frantic pain must do ? 

T 
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Tliat hc^art, where motley follies blend. 

Was sternly still to honour true ; 

To prove Clarinda’s fondest friend 
W^as what a lover sure might do. 

The muse his ready quill employed. 

No -nearer bliss he could pursue; 

That bliss Clarinda cold denied -- 

^ Send word by Charles how you do.’ 

llie chill bcdiest disarmed his muse, 

Till passion all impaticuit grew : 

He wrot(», and hinted for tjxcusc^ 

'Twas ’cause he'd nothintf elbO to do, 

Jhit by those hopes T have above. 

And by those faults I dearly rue, 

The deed — the boldest mark of h>ve — - 
For thee that deed I darc' to do ! 

O could the fates but name the ])ric*e 

W^onld bless mo witli your eharins and you ! 

With frantic joy I’d paiy it thrice, 

I f human art and i>ower could do. 

Then take, Clarinda ! friendship’s liquid 
(Friendship at least I may .avow) ; 

And lay no more your chill command, — 

I’ll write Avhatever I’ve to do ! 

Sylvanukr. 


ADDITIONAL STANZAS 

TO A SONO WRITTEN BY CLARINDA. 

Your friendship much can make me blest ; 

O why that bliss destroy ? 

Why urge tho only ono request 
You know I must deny ? 
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Your thought — if love must harbour there, 
Conceal it in that thought ; 

Nor cause me from my bosom tear 
The very friend I sought. 


STANZA 

AUDEI) BY JiUUNS TO <'I.A HTNOA’s SONtf 

(ro OH, SivcH BinL 

For thee is laughing nature gay. 

For thee she pours tlie vernal day ; 
For 'kup in vain is nature drest 
Wliile joy’s a stranger to my }>reast. 


THE FIRST KISS AT PARTING. 

Humit> seal of soft affections, 

Tendercst ])ledge of future bliss, 
Dearest tie of young connections, 

Love’s first snowdrop, virgin kiss ! 
Speaking silence, dumb confession, 
Passion’s birth, and infants’ play, 
Dove-like fondness, chaste concession, 
Glowing dawn of future day ! 
Sorrowing joy, adieu’s last action, 
(Lingering lips must now disjoin) ; 
What words can ever speak affection 
So thrilling and sincere as tfiino ? 


lO 
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ON GLENRIDDELL^S FOX BREAKING HIS CHAIN. 

TiioiJ, Liberty, thou art my theme ; 

Not such as idle poets dream, 

Who trick the© up a heathen goddess 
That a fantastic cap and rod has : 

8 uch stale conceits are poor and silly : 

I piiint thee out a highland lilly, 

A sturdy, stu)»])orn, handsome dapple, 

As sleek ’s a mouse, as round ’s an apple ; 

Who when thou pleasest can do wonders ; 

But, when thy luckless rider blunders, lo 

Or if thy fancy should dcmiur there. 

Wilt break thy neck ere thou go further. 

These things promised, I sing a Fox, 

Was caught among his native rocks. 

And to dirty kennel <*hained, — 

How he his liberty regained. 

Glenriddoll, whig without a stain, 

A whig in principle and grain, 

Couldst thou enslave a free-})orn creature, 

A native denizen of Nature ? 20 

How couldst thou with a heart so good 
(A better ne'er was sluiced with blood !) 

Nail a poor devil to a tree 

That ne’er did harm to thine or thi‘e ? 

The staunchest whig, Glenriddell was 
• Quite frantic in his country’s cause ; 

And oft was Reynard’s prison passing, 

And with his brother-whigs canvassing 
The rights of men, the powers of women, 

With all the dignity of freemen. 30 

Bir Reynard daily heard debates 
Of princes’, kings’, and Nations’ fates, 

With many rueful bloody stories 
Of tyrants, Jacobites, and tones ; 
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From liberty how angels fell, 

And now are galley-slaves in hell ; 

How Nimrod first the trade began 
Of binding slaveiy’s chain on man ; 

How fell Semiramis (God damn her!) 

Did first with sacrilegious hammer 
(All ills till then were trivial matters) 

For man dethroned forge ‘ hen-peck ’ f c*tters ; 
How Xerxes, that abandonocl tory. 

Thought cutting throats Avas reaping glory. 
Until the stuldK>rii whigs of Sparta 
Taught him great Natuic's J\la<jna Charia : 
How mighty Home her fiat hurled 
Kesistless o’er a bowing world, 

And, kinder than they did desire. 

Polished mankind with swor<l and lir«3 ; 

"With much, too tedious to relate, 

Of ancient and of modern date, 

But ending still how Billy Pitt, 

Unlucky boy ! with wicked Avit, 

Has gagged old Britain, draiiUMl bei* colfer, 
As butchers bind and bleed a InM'h'i*. 

Thus wily Biynard by degrees. 

In ktuuiel list<uiiiig at his eas<% 

Sucked in a miglity stock i>f knoAvhslge, 

As much as some folk at a Oolh‘ge ; 

IvneAV Britain's rights ami constitution. 

Her aggrandisement, diminution ; 

How fortune Avrought us good froiii evil : 

Let no man th<*n despise tht‘ Devil, 

As who should say *1 ne'er can m^ed him/— 
Since we to scoundrels OAVe our fret'dom. 
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ptroBdBB^ ^itf eompo0ition. 

ELEGY 

WKITTKN JN A ClIU KC'Jl-YAKD IN OKKENCK’K AT THE UKAVE 
OF MARY CAMPBELL — BUKNS's IIIOIILANI:) MARY. 

Strait is tho spot ami ^rooii the sotl, 

IVom wlieiice my sorrows Ilow ; 

And soundly sleoj)S tho over dear 
Inhabitant below. 

Pardon my transport, f^entlo shade, 

Whih‘ o’<*r the turf I }>ow ! 

Thy earthly house is circumscrib'd. 

And solitary now. 

Not one ]>oor ston<‘ to t<*ll thy name, 

(.)r make thy virtues known : lo 

Put what avails to im*, to iht'e, 

The sculpture of a stom^ ? 

I'll sit me down upon this turf, 

And wij)o away this tear : 

Tlie cliill blast x>asses swiftly by, 

And flits around thy bier. 

Dark is the dwidlinjjf of the Dead, 

And sad their house of rest : 

Dow lies the liead by Death’s cold arm 

In awful fold embrac’d. 20 

E saw the cjiim Avenger stand 
Inc(‘ssant by thy side ; 

Unseen l)y thee, his deadly breath 
Tliy lingering frame destroy'd. 
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Pale ^rew tlie rosos on iliy cheek, 

And wither’d was thy bloom. 

Till the slow poison brought thy youth 
Untimely to the tomb. 

Thus wasted are the ranks of men, 

Youth, Health, and Beauty fall : 30 

The ruthless ruin sj>reads around. 

And overwhelms 11s all. 

Btdiold where rouii<l (hy narrow Jiouse 
The grav€‘s iitiniimlu^r’d lie I 

The multitudes that sleej^ below 
Existed but to die. 

Some, with the tottering steps of Agt*, 

Trod down th<‘ ilarksonu* way : 

And som<*, in youth’s lamented prime, 

Ijike thee, were torn away. 40 

Vet these, however hanl thedr fate. 

Their native* eai th receivers : 

Amid their wet*j)ing iViends they cIicmI, 

And till thc'ir fathers' grav€\s. 

From thy lov’d friends when first thy heart 
Was taught by Heaven to tlow, 

Far, far remov’d, the ruthless stroke 
Surpris’d and lai<l thee low. 

At the last limits of our ish*, 

Wash’d by tin* western wave, 50 

Touch’d by thy fate, a thoughtful bard 
Sits lonely on thy grave. 


Pensive he ey(*s before him s])read 
The deep, outstretch'd and vast ; 
Ilis mournijig notes are borm^ away 
Along the rapid blast. 
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And while, amid the silent Dead 
Thy hapless fate he mourns, 

Ilis own long sorrows freshly bleed. 

And all his grief returns. 6o 

Like thee, cut off in early youth 
And flower of beauty’s pride, 

His friend, his first and only joy. 

His much loved Stella, died. 

Him, too, the stern impulse of Fate 
Resistless bears along ; 

And tlie same rapid ti<le shall whelm 
The Poet and the Song. 

The tear of pity whicdi he shed. 

He asks not to receive ; 70 

Let but his poor remains be laid 
(J)bscurely in the grave. 

His grief- worn heart, with truest joy, 

Shall me^‘t the welcome shock ; 

His airy har]) shall lu‘ unstrung 
-iVnd silent on the rock. 

O, my dear maid, my Stella, when 
Shall this sick p<*riod close, 

And leave the solitary bard 

To his beloved rei>ose ? 80 


NAETHING. 

(PKOUAm.Y A1>1>RESSK1) TO OAVIN HAMILTON, I 786 . ) 

d’o you. Sir, this summons I've sent. 

Pray whi[> till the powiiie is fraething : 

Put if you demand what I want, 

1 honestly answer you — naething. 
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Ne’er scorn a jjuor Poet like mo. 

For idly just living and breathing, 

While people of every degree 

Are busy employed about — naething. 

Poor Centum-ptM*-centum may fast, 

And grumble Iiis hurdios their claithing ; lo 

lie'll lind, when the balance is cast, 
lie’s gane to the devil for —naething. 


The courtier cringes and l^ows. 

Ambition has likewise its 2>lay thing ; 

A coronet beams on his brows : 

And what is a coronet? — naotliing. 

{Some <j[Uiii*rol the Presbytiii* gown, 

SoiiK' <piarr<d Fpiscopal grai thing, 

Put every good fellow will own 

Their quarrel is all Jiboui — naething. 20 

Th<‘ lov<‘r may sparkle iind glow, 

Apiu'oaching his bonnie bit gay thing: 

Put inaiTiag<‘ will soon let him know 
lie’s gotten a l>uskit up Jiaething. 

The Poet may jingle and rhyme 
In hoi»es of a laureate wrt‘athing, 

And wli(*ii b(* lias wasted his time* 

lie ’s kindly rewiirded with naething. 

The thundering bully may rage, 

And swagger and swt‘ar like a heathen ; 30 

Put collar him fast. I’ll engage, 

You'll lind that his courtige is naething. 

Last night with a feininim* whig, 

A Poet she couldii.a 2>ut faith in. 

Put soon we grew lovingly big, 

I taught her her terrors were naething. 

T .3 
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Her whigship was wonderful pleased, 

But charmingly tickled with ae thing ; 

Her lingers 1 lovingly squeezed, 

And kissed her and promised her — naething. 

The priest anathemas may threat, — 

Predicament, Sir, that we’re baith in ; 

But when honour’s reveille is beat, 

The holy artillery ’s naething. 

And now, T must mount on the wave, 

My voyage perhaps there is dc^ath in : 

But wluit of a watery grave ? 

The drowning a Poet is naething. 

And now, as grim death's in jny thought, 

To you, Sir, I make this bequeathing : 50 

My service as long as ye'v<‘ aught, 

And my fiiendsliii», by God ! when ye've naething. 


FRAGMENTARY VERSES. 

Ills face with smile eternal drest 
trust like the Jjandlord's to his (Jiiest, 
High here they hang, with creaking din, 
To index out a countiy inn. 


A head pure, sinless quite, of brain or soul ; 
The v<‘iy image of a barber’s poll^ — 

It shows a huiiiaii face, and wears a wig, 
And looks, when well preserved, amazing big. 


He looks as sign-board Bions do. 
As tierce, and just as harmless too. 
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Pago 1 . Tam o* Shanber. lUiriis thonL*ht this his hfsl ; aiul 

Sir Walter Scoii, no l»ad of a tale of diablerie, approvt'd his judge- 

ment. It Avas written late in tin* autninn of 1790, when tin* poet was 
n<*ar the elo.se of liis thirty-second year. He was tln-n resident 011 his 
farm at Elli.slaiid, a few miles up tin* Nith from Duinfrie*^ ; hut, tin ugli 
still a farmer, lie liad already eoinnn*nc«*<l the art i\ e duti(*s of a gauger, 
or t‘xei.se-oftie«*r. Tin* o<*easion of the X)oem was an arrangejin*nt >\itli 
(irosi*, tlie antitiuaiy, who x)rr mi'-<‘<l to iiielinh*, in liis colle»*lioii of the 
pitjtured Antiquitie.s of Scotland, the i)rimiti>e Ivirk of All^>^^ay, near 
Ayr, if Jluriis on his X)art furnished a witch story to a<'<‘oinpany the 
engraving. lJurns not only gav<* liiiii the motiical Tale of Tant o’ 
^iKuiUr, but sketched in three legc*nds of Kirk Allowity besides 

oin* i f which is of interi'st as tin* groundwork of the x>oeni : here it 
is in ihiriis’s own vv'oials : 

Oil a market day, in the town of -Vyr, a larmi*!* Ironi Oarrick, ainl con- 
sequently whoso way lay by tlio very gate of Alloway Kirk-yard, in order to 
er<iss the idver L)e<»ii at the old hihlge, whieli is iihoiit two mi* three iiuiidreil 
yards farther on than the saitl gate, hatl been tictained hy liis business, till 
by the time he reached Alhnvay it was the wizard hour, betw'eeii night ami 
morning. 

Though he was terrilied with a blaze streaming from the Kirk, yet as it i.s 
a w'ell known fact, that to turn hack 011 these occasions is running hy tar the 
greatest risk of mischief, he prinlently advanced on his road. When he 
had reached the gate of the Kirk-yard, he was snrinise<l ainl entertained, 
through the ribs ami arches of an old Gothic wdmlow , w’hi<*h still faces tin* 
highway, to sec a dance of witclics merrily footing it j'«>un<l tlic*ir ohl sooty 
hlackguartl master, who was kcei>ing all alive with the powder of liis hagi»ipe. 
The farmer, st<»i»ping his hoi’se to tibscrve them a little, could i»lainly tl<-sery 
the faces of many old women of his acquaintaneo and m*ighhoiirh< oil. Jfow 
the gentleman w-as di'cssed, tradition does not say, hut tlnit the ladies were 
all in their smocks ; ami one of them liupi>ening unluckily to have a sim ck 

x 5 
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whic'h was coiisMcrably too short to answer all the purposes of that piece of 
dress, our farmer was so tickled that he involujitarily hurst out, with a loiul 
lau^h, ‘ Weel looi»peii Maggy wi’ tho shoi-t sai-k ! ’ and, recollecting himself, 
instantly spurred his licu-se to the top of his si»oc<l. I need not mention the 
univorsidly known fact, that no diiibolical powt*r can pursue you heyond 
the middle* of a I’unning stream. ljueky it was for the i>oor ftirmer that the 
j’iver Doon was so near, for notwithstanding the speed of liis horse, whieh 
was a good one, against ho rea<*hed the mid<ile of the arch of the bridge, and 
cMUisequeiitly the mi<hlle of tln^ stream, the imrsiiing, \ejigefu.l hags wer«' 
so elose at his h<*els, that <»ue of them actually sprang to seize him ; hut it 
^as too liite ; nothing was on h<*r side of the stri'iim hut the horst**s tail, 
whieh immediiitely gav«» way at her infernal grip, as if hlasttal by a stroke 
of lightning ; hut the farmer was beyond her reaeh. However, the unsightly, 
taillc>ss eojulition of the vigorous steed was, to the last luuiis of the noble 
ereature's life, an awful warning to tlie Cai*rick farmers not to stay too late 
in. Ayr markets. 

Shiiiiler is a farm near ICirkoswald, iii the Carrick, nr southern, 
division of Ayrshire, and its tc'iiaiit, Douglas (Irahiini, may have been 
the prototype of Tam. lJurns, who to<»k lessons in land-surveying at 
Kirkoswahl in liis sc‘V'c‘iiteent h yc*ai% was well acquainted with the 
neighbourhood. 

J.»iiie 19. skollum. lu Uerman, a rascal. 

11.45, 46. <'p. Dunbar: 

'fhav' sp<»rtit thaine, and makis niirry (dieir 
With stnif/J'* loivd^ haitli Symone <ijid tin* kVeir; 

And 0)1 thiss wyiss the latitf vivtit thay ourdndj'. 

The !>/’ Ih nrich\ II. 415 J17. 

Hot tliay ^^el• I*l;\th annwehe, G<»d watt, uad aany. 

For 01/ the irynr ims rokoml thautr doiany —Id., 11 . 43<), 440. 

11. 51, 5'->. (']►. Thoiii'.on : 

Almdi lit* talks. 

Ami much In* laughs, m»r rt*eks tin* storm that blows 
Without, and rattles on his humble roof. 

The Sranona (‘Spring,* 11 . Xy yi>. 

1 . e>r. Supply the I'elative pronoun ‘that’ betwi*eji ‘snow’ and 
‘ falls.’ For its (unission wliou in the nominative case, ep. Scott : 

Thei-e is a nun in Dryburgh bower 
Ne’er looks upon tlio sun. 

Kee oj" St, Juhn. 

1 . 63. For ‘race’ it has been suggested that Burns meant ‘laV"*.’ 
But see his poem The ]>p. 53, 56, &c., lufra^ fur his use of tlii- 

word. 

1 . 105. Whisky. 
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11 . T31-T40. Cp. tlip incantation of tli«‘ wit<-h*'v< in Mavheth. Burns 
struck out the following four lines : 

Throe lawyers’ tonp^ios tnroM inside ont, 

Wi’ lies seam’d like a hoRf^ar’s clout ; 

And priests’ hearts rotten, hhu-k as nim-k, 
hay stinking vile in <*very neuk. 

1 . 164. This line is taken from Allan Kamsay : 

She was a winsonu* wench and wally, 

And coil’d ]mfc <m Ium* clac*s fii’ hrawk%, 

’Vhfi Thrrr Itunn> c'aiito i, 11. S^, S 4 . 

1. 177. A pund Scots was c‘c{ital to twcuity ca » , st cm'I ine. 

1. 208. * It is ii well-known fact that witc*h<‘s, or any evil s])irits, have* 
no power to follow a poor wight any farther than the' middle of the 
next running stream. It may h«‘ prop«*r likc'wisc' to mi'iilion to the 
benighted trav4‘ller that whc'n h»‘ falls in witli hnf/Jt \ jgohlinsl, whalc'vc'r 
danger maj’ he in going f<»rward, there is mu<‘h more* hazard in turning 
ha<*k.’ Xof<^ h}j 

Page 7 . The Jolly Beggars. This cantata was written in tho 
autumn of 1785, when l^urns was nc'aring th<M*lo^e of his twc'uty-sixth 
y<*ar. He was then tc'iiant, conjointly with his brother (Jilhert, of 
Mossgiel farm near Mauchline. His father had died about a year and 
a Inilf before'. The imm<*diat<'> occasion of Hh' ]>o<'m was a night visit 
to a low alehouse' in tine village of Mauchline. kc‘])t by * Poosie Nansie’ 
Nancy Gibson'^, and mu<*h frequented by \agrants and vagabonds. 
Bui’ns was a<*cc3m])aniod on tin* o<*casion by two of his fric*nds, young 
m<*n of about his own age, Jamc's Smith anti John Ttichmond. Ihit 
the ide-ii of a poem «ui such a subject was probably suggested to Burns 
by The JTajipy Jieyyar^ and The JMtntj Hey(jar<i in Allan Bamsay’s Tea-Table 
Miftecllaay. Tn the fcjrmtu' cd’ thost' ‘ choic-e ’ old songs then* are six 
ft'inalt' charact<*rs who successively despise wealth, dress, cosmt'tics, 
and continenct', and dt*fy scandal, care, and * tht* vapours’ ; tht'y join 
in chorus in praise of drink. In the latter then* are also six characters 
— a poet, a lawyer, a soldier, a courtier, a gut-scraper for lithllf*r), and 
a ‘fanatical* preacher; all of them, of course*, in rt'diiced circum- 
stances : the poet provides tht'm Avith a chorus — 

Whoe’er wonltl bo merry and free, 

Bet him list, anti from us lie mav learn ; 

Tn palaces who shall we see 

Half st> happy as we in a barn ? 

Tol de rol, &c. 

The Jolly Begyars seems to hav<* been thought poorly 1 f by its author, 
though Carlyle and Matthew Arnold regard it as his mo^t original 



(Uo(e0. 


nss 

effort, superior to Tam o* Shanfer, It was never printer! in liis lifetime ; 
and rMpflit year** after writing it he had nearly forgotten all about it ; 
^ liowover/ lie wrote f 1793% ‘ I remember that none of the songs pleased 
myself except the last, something about 

Courts for cowards wore erected, 

Churches built to please the priest.’ 

Burns’s friend Biehmoml rc‘4*ollect<‘d songs by a swe*‘]> and a sailor, 
wliicdi do not now aj)i)<‘ar in tlio eantat 1. Tlie yvef‘i)’s song seems to 
)m‘ lost with thr‘ sw(*ep. The sailor’s song is probably tlie one l>eginning 
‘Though wom<*n*s minds’ ^wliich I giv(‘ 011 p. 17), part r)f whieli is in- 
corporates! with tlie bard’s song on p. 15. The song on p. 18 is also 
]>robably a part of 11 h‘ cantata : it suits th(‘ eaird, and may be regardrsl 
as his s<'Cond rdfoi-t tr> maintain the gmnoal jollity at l*ussic‘ Nanr*3"’s. 

Th( Jolt! Btqqar^ was first ))ublish<‘d, but in an incomplete form, in 
Stewart and Mcdkle’s Tracts in 1799 : tht‘ character and s(nig of Merry 
Andrew (pp. 9, to) were added in 1802 from a mannscrijit of the prod's 
own in tin' possession of Bichmond. 

11 . 1-14. These lines <*oin]>rise a stanza of singular construction, 
till' difficulties of which Burns s(‘ems to have overcome at once. It 
was a fav^mrite ineasiin* with tln‘ older • makers’ — Allan Bamsay {Tho 
])ub. 1724), Alexamler Montgomery ^The i'lurric and Htc Slac^ pub. 
1597 , &c. For an earlier use of tin* measure sth* Maitland’s CKafion 
and Paradij^^c Lusf in Bamsay’s Knr<iuen ; or, Ixdter, in lln‘ Bannatyne 
MS , compiled in 1568, and printed for the Hunterian Club in 1873. 
It is there entitled ‘ Ane Ballat of the Oreatioun of tin' World, Man 
h’s Fall and Bedempti<ui, maid to tlio tone of Tho Banhs of JfoUiamf'* 
’fin* old song of The llanhs of Jhlkon will be found in Pinkerton (Anc. 
Siot. l*oems^ ii. 237 . Dr, Cuest Hint, of English Bhufhinn) thinks it as 
old as 1550, and the oldest specimen of this singular stan/a. 

1 . 2. The baukie bird. ‘Tin' old Scotch name for the bat.’ Note hg 
Jhlilis. 

1 . 5. Infant frosts. In The Brign of Agt\, 1 . 175, Burns has ‘ infant ice ’ 

!• 35* captui’i of Queln'C by Wolfe in 1759. 

!• 37 * Morro, the fortr«*ss which coinmandetl tlu entrance to tin' 
hai’bour of Santiago, on the soutli shore of Cuba, Wt'st Indies. It was 
redin*ed '/laid low’) by the British in 1762, and tberojiftt*r Ilavaniia 
sTirrendei'ed. 

1 . 38. At the siege of (ribraltar, in 1762. 

1. 40. Flliot, who defended frlhraltar for three years, and W'as raised 
to the peerage with the title of Lord Ileathfield. 

1 . 46.' Cp. The Matron* s Wish (Bain.say’s Tea-Tahle MisceJla^rg): ‘When my 
locks are grown lioary.’ 

1 . 58. Cp. Mernj Beggars : ‘I once was a poet at London,* &e. 
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]. 189. Cp. Mf^ry : < I still am a ni€*rry gut-soraper.’ 

I . 216. Kilbaigie, a wliisky tlistillory in ('!af*kmannan. Burns notes 
that ‘Kilbagie was a peculiar sort of wlii<>ky. a great favourito with 
Pooaie Nansie’s clubs.’ 

II . 241-244. Cp. Goldsmith’s ilfts/mss* 7 :?/a/rc, wlio ^ never followed 
wicked ways unless when she Avas sinning ! ’ 

11 . 254-257. Cp Fergusson : 

O Muse ! be kiml, an’ liinna <'ash us 
To fl«e awa’ be,\oinl Parnassus, 

Nor seek f<ir Helieon to wasli us, 

That ln*atln‘ni.sh spring ; 

AVi' liighland hisky scoui* our liavses, 

An* gar \is sing. 7V/e King's liirffiday. 

1. 258 C]». ‘ (treat lov<‘ they b.iie to Fairly fair ’ ^ ! lin'd yhnute). 

I . 282. Cp. Ramsa3’’ : 

Thy last oration ortho<lov, 

'fhy innoccMit auhl-farren jokes, 

Th.>' sonsy saw of three i»rovokes 
]Mo an<‘S again, 

'fod-lowrie-lik**, to loose nay pocks 
Ami jmmp iny brain. 

Third Kjtisffr to IhnnUfon oj' (iUhprf,fi<^l(\^ I/K). 

II. 292. 2Q3. ('l>. BainsaA ’s Ttu Tattle Misttrantf : 

A tig tor garni V fashions, Ac. 

ainl 

We all agree in lil>erty, &e. — The Happy Jieggar^, 

11 . 296-299. (*p. Te<t-Tah'< M isallauy : 

How blest are beggar-lasses 
AVho never toil for treasure ! 

Who know n<i care biit how to share 
Kach tlay's succ<*ssive pleasure ! 

Wt» know no shame or scandal, &,c. 

The Happy Beggars^ 

1 - 303* Doxy, literally, little doll ; introdu<*ed from the N(‘therlands, 
ththhe^ a duck, a doll. The word is ran‘ in Scotland ; J 3 urns jirobably 
found it in Shakespeare: 

When daffodils begin to peer — 

With heigh ! the doxy over the dale, &c. 

Autolycus’s song in The Winter's Tale^ Act iv, so, 2. 

1 . 338. Burns may have caught the words of this toast from his 
seaman friend at Irvine, Ricliard Brown. Se<* his letter to Dr. Moore 
f«>r Brenvu’s influence upon Itini, 
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Page 18. Halloween. This poem, like the preceding, belongs also 
to the late autumn of 1785, and to the Mossgitd period of tlio poet’s 
life. It contains a larger proportion of old Scottish words than any 
other composition of the author’s; and he accom[>anied its publication 
in tlie first vor Kilmarnock edition of liis pfiems with <*o]>ious explan- 
atory notes : thcsse are reproduced here over his initials. The measure 
is that of C/irisfs Kirk on fho Green. 

Halloween is tho eve of All Hallows (All Saints'), October 31. Tt is 
still celebrated in S(v>tland ; but th<‘ <*lement of superstitious terror is 
now, oven among rustics, entirely eliminated from the ceremonies 
pro])er to tin* festival. 

Burns begins his annotation of TTalJoireen with the following preface : — 

‘This ])oem will, by many readers, be well enough umlerstood ; but 
for the sake of those whj> are una<*quaintcd with the manners and 
traditii^ns of the country where the scene is cast, notes are added, to 
give smne account of the j)rincipal charms and spcdls of that night, 
so big with ]>roplH*cy to th(‘ peasantry in tlu^ Wf‘st of Scotland. The 
passion of prying into futurity mak<"s a striking part of the history of 
human nature', in its rude stat<», in all ages and nations ; and it may 
bo some entertainment to a philosophic mind, if any such should honour 
the Author with a i>crusal, to see the remains f)f it, among the more 
unenlightened in our own.’ 

Kole to TiVe. ‘ Hallowec'U is thought to he a night when witches, 
df'vils, and other mischief-making Jadiigs are all abroad on their 
baneful, mi<lniglit errainK ; pai ti<*ularly those aerial pt‘oj>le, the 
fairies, are said, on that night, to hold a grand anniversary.’ R. B. 

I. 2. ‘ (Certain little, romantic, rocky, green liills, in the neighbourhood 
of tin* amdeiit seat of the Earls of Cassilis.’ B. B. 

1 . 7. ‘A noted cavern in*.:r Colean house, called the Cove of Colean : 
which, as w<‘ll as Cassilis Hownans, is tame<l in country story for being 
a favourite haunt of fairies.’ K. B. 

I . 12. ‘The famous family of that name, the anct'stors of Robert, tin* 
great deliverer of his country, were Earls of Carrick.’ R. B. 

II . 19-27. Cp. the first two stanzas of rVov's/’s Kiik on the Green^ a 
humorous Scottish ])oem of Ihe ilft<s‘nth century, probably writt<*i4 by 
King James I. Ihii'iis would see this famous old poem in Ramsay’s 
Krerffrern. 

1.29. ‘The first ceremony of Halloween is, pulling each a fitock, or 
plant of kail. They must go out, hand in hand, with eyes shut, and 
pull the first they meet with. Its being big or little, straight or 
crooked, is prophetic of tho size and shape of tho grand object of all 
tln*ir spells — the husband or wife. If any #/m 7 , or earth, stick to the 
root, that is tocher, or fortune ; and the taste of the dtsiock. lliat is, the 
heart of the stem, is indicative of tho natural temper and disposition. 
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Lastly, tlie stems, or, to give them their ordinary appellation, the 9 
arc* placed somewhere above the head of the door; and the Christian 
names of the people wliom eliance bi in*?s into the bouse, are, accordiiit' 
to the priority of placing the Yintt% the names in question.’ Tt. B. 

1 . 39 See 1 . 21 of Thp Cnttn*'^ Safmthnf Nufht. 

1 . 47. ‘ They ^o to the barn-yaisl, and pull each, at three several times, 
a stalk of oats. If tlH» third stalk wants the iap puJJp, that is, the 
"rain at the top of the stalk, the party in question A\ill coim^ to the 
marria"e-bed anythin;:; hut a niiiid.* B. I>. 

1 - 53 * ‘When th<' corn is in a doubtful state, by bein;; too "reeii, or 
wet, the stack-builder, hj m< aiis of ^)ld timber, in<ik<‘s a hii;;o 

apartnu'iit in his stack, ^\ ith «tn openiii!; in the side liich is fain‘st 
t‘xposed to the wind : this lie <*.ills a /Vnrs/ -Aoasc.’ K. T>. 

!• 55« ‘Burning the nuts is a famous charm. l'b< y name the lad 
and the lass to i^.ich partn ular nut, as thc*y lay tliem in the fire ; and 
accordini*!^ as tliej bum quietly tojuether, or start fi oin besido one 
another, tin* couiseand issiu' f»f tin* <ouitship will be ’ IL P» 

1.98. ‘Whoever wouhl, with suc< c*ss, try this s]>ell, must stri<*tly 
obser>o these diiections : Steal out, all alone, to the* /. d>?, and, darklim;, 
throw into th(‘ jtaf a clu<* of blue yarn : wund it in a nc*w clut* off thc> 
old one ; and tow’ards thi‘ lattc^r end, soimdhin;; Avill hold tho threa<l ; 
demand, W/ut haytK ^ i. e. who holds? an answcu' will be returned 
from the kiln-pot, by naming tin* Christian and surname of your 
future spousi* ’ 1 ?. B. 

1 . TTT. * Tak*‘ a candle, and go alon<» to a looking-glass : eat an apple 
hefon* it, and some traditions say you sliouhl comb your hair all the 
time; the fa<'e of >t)ur conjugal companion, fo h< ^ w'lll be seen in tlio 
glass, as if ]>eoping <>ver your shoulder.’ K. B. 

1 . it 8. Minx. Burns explains it as a ‘technical term in female s<*olding.’ 

1 . T27. The battle of Sheri ftinuir was in 1715. 

1 . 136. Our leadm. Interesting to notice the name — not a <*ommon 
one — on a tombstone at Kirkoswald. 

1 . T40. ‘ Stt*al out unperceived, and sow a handful of hemp-seed ; 
harrowing it with anything you can conveniently draw after you. 
Kqpeat now and then, ‘ IIemivs(‘ed, I saw thee*; hemp-seed, I saw’^ 
th€‘e ; and him Uu* lier^ that is to be my true-love, conn* alt<‘r mo ami 
]>ou thee.* Look over your hdt shoulder, and j ou will see tin* aiqioar- 
ance of th«* person invoked, in the attitiule of i»ulling lu*mp. Some 
trinlitions say, ‘ come after me, and shaw thee,’ that is sln)W thyself: 
in which case it simply appears. Otliers omit tlie liarrowing, and st^-, 
‘‘come after me, and harrow thee.”’ B B. But tho custom w’^as 
also observed in England, (fay's version of (lie ceremony has some 
interesting points of <Ufference : 

At eve last midsummer, &c. — 'ThP ShppJiPrd'a IFceA; (Thursday;. 
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1. 182. ‘Til is oharm must likowist* be performed unporeeived, and 
alone You go to the hnru^ and open both door-,, taking thein off the 
hinges, if ]>ossiblt* ; for tl»er<‘ is danger, that the heimj^ about to api>ear, 
may shut the tloors, and do you some miscliief. Tlu‘n take that in- 
strumont used in winnowing the «*orn, whicli, in our eountry dialect, 
wo call a vedit ; and go through all the attitudes of letting down corn 
against the wind. Repeat it three times; and the third time an 
aj>]>.ii’ition will pass through the bain, in at the windy door, and out 
at tlie »)ther, li.iviiig both ih<‘ tfguri' in qiU'stioii, ami tlie apiiearance or 
r<*tinu<‘, ni<M*king the einjiloymeiit or station 111 life.' R. JJ. 

1 . 20 L. ‘ 'J’ake an opportunity of going, unnoticed, to a Btai •sUah, and 
fathom it three times round. The* last fathom of the last time, you 
will ( at<*h in ^onr arms the a)>pearaiice of jour future conjugal joke- 
fillow.’ R li 

1 . 214. ‘ You go out, one or more (for this is a social spell), to a south 
lunning s]iring or i n iili‘t, wlitue ‘Mhrt‘»‘ lairds* lands nu*(*t,*' and dip 
your h*ft shirt sleevi*. <io to hed in sight of a tiro, ami liang jour wet 
sleeve ht*fore it to <lrj'. Lie awake ; and some time m‘ar midnight, an 
aiJparition, having tin* exact figure of the graml ohji‘ct in question 
W'ill come ami tutn the sleevi*, as if to dry the other sidt* of it.' R. B. 

1 . 220. Alexand<*r lluim*, iqinister of TiOgie fdied 1609), notes, in his 
filK' poem Ihi Ihnf KstnaJ, 

Tlic bells and rir<l<'S on the vv<‘ills 
TliH)' 1< aping of tlio tionts 

1.223. Cookit. 'I'liisw'ord isalmostalw.ij s misinterpreted. Itd<esnot 
moan * crept,* or ^ disajipeared,* but * p<*e2K‘d slily, quic*tlj', ami quicklj'.* 
It us<*d to be a coinmou erj^ fo rooh oof, .it the St*i>ttish sclioolboys* game 
of f ‘ Cookit ’ shoiibl bt* taken along with the tag, or bob, ‘ Unseen 

th it night ' ; and the expression signifies the faintest glimmer or sparkle 
of water in the slunlow of the lui/<d bank, as of au i‘je 2>eei)ing <mt 
slij Ij' and iiniin*<l lately disaiipearing. 'I'lic* woi*d is (*1ios(*n with fine 
artistic fieling. ‘ Ivc<*kit’ is anotlier form. 

1.236. ‘Take tlirei' dishes; ]>ut clean water in one, foul W'ater ill 
amitber, b*.i\t* the thud 4*m]»ty : blin<lfohl a person, and lea<l him to 
th<* h<*artli w her** (In* <lis}it‘s ai«* raiig<Ml ; lu* (or sht*; dijis the ^'ft 
liaml : if bj’ cJ».inc«* in the clean wat<*r, tin* future hiisliand or wife 
will coim* hi tin* bar of matrimony, a maid : if in the foul, a widow’ : 
if in tin* emptj’ dish, it foretells, with equal certainty, no marriage at 
all. It is ri'iieatt d thr<*t* tiim*'. ; ami everj’ time the arrangement of 
tlie dishes is altered." R. B. 

1 . 240. Mar*s j’ear was the year 1715, which witnessed the supres- 
sion of the Jacobite rebellion raisi»d bj’ the Bari of Mar. 

1 . 248. ‘Sow on*-, with butter instead of milk to them, is always the 
J{(tllo(Cnn Si/ppo.' R. B. 
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Page 26. The Cotter's Saturday Night This poem was written at 
Mossgiel in tlie early winter of 1785. It is r>n tlie niodi‘l of Thf ‘'(//on/- 
mistress of Slienstone, and (inoie espoeiallx '» «f The Farmct''^ Jnqlt of 
Kobert Fergnsson. Unlik<‘ the latter, liowexer, it maintains the 
perfect form of the Spenserian stanza. Jiurns insei'ibed it to Robert 
Aiken, a writer or solicitor in the town of Ayr, om* of liis early 
patrons, and whom the poet described as having' lead him into fam<*.’ 
A stanza from Ciray’s Flupf Lid not ambition mock/ See. was preti\e<l 
by way of motto to the po«*iu <ni its first ai>jMM: .nice in print, in tin* 
Xilinaiiiock eilition of Riiriis’s R<M*ms, in i 78b. 'i'be fiislorii'al N.ilnt* 
of the j>oem is at least eipial to its poetical im*rit ; it faithfully d<*seribes 
a phase of peasant lift* in Scotland A\hich is fa^^t tlisaiipearing. 

Liin* I. Much respected friend. Itobeit Aiken, wiitm*, A\ r. St‘e 
prece<ling note. 

I . 6. Life’s sequester’d scene. t‘f. (tiaj^’s ‘ <‘ool seipiesteied vale 
oflifo.’ 

II . 10-18. Cf. tin* o])(*ning stan/.i of <Jra,>'s Lhtft/., 

11,21,22. Cf. rtray’s line, ‘No chililren inn to lisp tbeir sire's 
return.' 

1 . 26. Kiaugh and care. Alleied to ‘carking car<#> * in (*< 1 . 1793. 

I . 31. A neibor town. A farm-town in the in*igbboniliood. 

II . 82 90. Cf. the jjassagi* in Ibirns's own later po(*in, .1 A a////, 

b( ginning 'Istln‘re, beneath Lo\t*s noble name': s«*e ])p. 96, 97, 11. 
62 72. tT. also tin* passage in (foldsmitli’s Ihsaftii Vtlhuft., beginning 
‘All ! turn tbine e^<*s/ 1 . 325. 

I . 99. A year old sinc«* the tlax A>as in bloom. 

II . IT I- II 3. Dundee . . . Elgin . . . Martyrs. Names of psalm-tunes, 
onee cominoji in Scottish cliurehes. 

1. T 38 . The true quotation is ‘And mounts exulting on trlmnjdiant 
wings’ — said of the phea'-ant, in Pope’s Wind<i(u' Fiitt <-^f. 

1 . 1^0. A reeollc*etion of Milton’s addrc*ss to Light : 

bright efflneiK'O of bright essence incroato. \ Pur. bk. iii.' 

1 . 163. Cf. ’rhoinson’s Summer,’ 11 . 423, 424 : 

A simple seem* ! yet lienee 

liritannia sees her solid grandeur rise, \'c. 

1 . 165. Cf. froldsmith’s line, ‘ A broiitb can make them, as a breafh 
has macle.’ Dr^trrtfd ViUtuje.') 

I . 166. Quoted from Pope’s Easay on Man. 

II . 167, 168. Cf. Milton’s Comas : 

Which oft is Rm>ner found in lowly sheds, 

With smoky rafter.s, than in t.'qiestiy lialls 
And courts of princes. ( 11 . ^23-^25}. 
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11 . i6g-T7T. CT. rioldsmitir^ De^erieil Villaqe^ 11 . 275-282 ; also Burns’s 
own poem, A WinUr Xight, p. 96, 11 . 50-64. 

II. 172 180. Thomson has the samo jjatriotie i)rayor, ex]>ressed in 
similar words : 

O Thou hy whoso alinif'hty nod the soale 
Of empire rist‘S or alternate falls, 

Send foifh the saving virtues round the land 

111 bright patnd 1 7 %e (‘ Summer,’ 11. 1602 lOig;. 

P. 31 . The Holy Fair. A ‘Holy Fair' was a summer L»atheriiig 
of CMiristiaiis eoiivr>ked at some eeiitral ruial spot for tiio piirposc-i of 
religious exereisos, preparatory to a ecdehration of tho Lord’s Supper. 
The voligious ext‘r<‘is<‘S took plaee in the o]>en air, and were continued 
without intermission throughout th<‘ day, wliih- the more saered 
ordinaiie<‘ cjf th<» Saernimuit was dispens(‘d to eommiinieants, coming 
and retiring in relays, undtu* tht‘ n»of of the little adjoining elmr 4 *li.’ 
In Hugh H.ili hurtoii. 

The ‘ Holy Fair' descu-ihed hy Burns was hold in tlie village of 
Mauchlim*. Tiie po(*m was written in 1786. Tt was suggested hy, and 
composed on the Hiu's of, Fergusson's Leifh R(i<es. In respect of theme, 
of plan, of tnMtimmt. and of moasnro, it strongly resemhies I^eith 
Burns’s Letters show that in the Spring of 1786 lie was an enthusiastic 
stnd(‘iit of Fergusson's Scottisli potuns. 

Lines i-p Ff. the opening siaii^ca of Xc? 7 // 7 ?rrr^ s : 

111 July month ae honny morn 
WJien Nature's lokelay gi(*cu 

AVas spr(*ad owre ilka 1 ig o’ corn 
T<» cliaim our rovin' (sui. 

I. 5. Cialstou is a ])arish bordering on that of Mauehline. 

1 . ro. (T. Ftrgiisson /iVos^ : 

niow'rin about I saw a quean 
The fairest ’neatli tlie lift, iJtc. 

11 28-37. <T. F<*rguss4in : 

‘ .\nd ^\ha are ye, mv winsome dear. 

That taks the gate sao eaily? 

AVliere do yrm win ? if uno may speer ; 

For T right meikle ferly 
That sie. braw-buskit laughin’ hiss 

Thir honny blinks sliould gie, 

And loup, like Hebe, owre the grass 
As wanton, and as free 

Frae dool this day,* 
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‘ I tlwHll umaiig tlio caiiler ^priiigs 
That ^seet tlie Liiiiiil o’ (.’akes, 

And afteii time my canty tyirings 
At bridals and latc->\ukcs. 

They ca’ mo Mirth,* 

1 . 75. Kaccr wfi!r> Jess (iibsoii, a dan;*hti‘r ot‘ ‘ I’oiissie Naiisic.’ 

1 . 91. Tliis is a line of a Psalm (Ps. cxlvi. 5^'. 

1 . 102. Moodie was one t>f the hH*al clergymen who hail come to assist 
the ]).uislL minister at the celebration of tin* Saci ament. Otlieis weie 
Smitli, Pei*l)les, Miller, and Russel. 'The ‘ holy dour * means tlie^teiit' 
^1. 118) or open-air pulpit. 

1. 103. Oj’iginally ‘ tidings o’ salvation ’ — alti*red at tlie suggestion 
of the Rev. Hugh Rlair, an Kdinhurgh minister, at one time Professor 
of Rhetoric in Edinburgh UniMu-sity. 

1 . 104. See the Rook of Joli, chap. i. 

1 . 143. The Cowgate w'as a street in Mauchline, ne.ir the church. 

1 . i88. (Quoted from Shakespeare’s i/u/aZf i. 5. 

P. 38 . The Twa Dogs. Written in 1785. 

1 . 2. Coil or Ivyle is one of the three dnisioiis of A,>rshirc ; it lies 
bet ween the Ayr and the l)ooii. Carrick is on the s<mth of i(, Cun 
iiingliain on the north. King Coil is one of the traditional chieftains 
of the ancient kingdom of Strathclyde. 

1. 12. Newfoundland. 

1 . 2p Cf. * Rantin’, rovin’ Robin’ in Jhiriis’s song J/tnt Has a Itaf. 

1 . 20. LuatliAvasthe name, as Burns himself tells us, ol ‘ CuchulliiTs 
dog in Ossian’s Finfjdl,’ 

1 . 65. JBlastit woiinor. The same expression occurs in Yb o /.oasf,!. 7. 

1 . 115. A quart of ale, \alue one p«*nny sterling, twelve j>ennies 
Scots. 

1 . 119. Patrons and ministers. ‘Patronage’ was .diolished in the 
Kirk of Scotland in 1871. The apjioiiitim nt now itsts with the con- 
gregation. 

1. 144. The ‘rascal* is the factor of 1 . 96. 

I . 146. ‘ Cxcntle ’ in the sense of well horn, — as in the title of Ramsay’s 
rustic drama, The Gentle Hlttplnrd. 

II . 155-168. See the seem* in The to Win Ilimj where the ladies of 
Spain, Italy, Holland, &c. are discusv,cd. 

1 . 162. Bull-baiting. 

1 . 181, Felling the trees on their estate. The expression occurs in 
Farquhar’s The Jieiniduuj 

1 . 196. Cf. Burns’s own line Fust Epuyile to Lupiaik), ‘They gang in 
stirks an’ come oot asses.’ 

1 . 204. So many dozens (of hanks of thread; sxjun by her. 
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11 . 213, 214. Of. Goldsmith {The Deserted Village') : 

To 111© more dear, congenial to my heart, 

One native charm than all the gloss of art. 

» * -It * * 

But the long pomp, the midnight masquerade, 

With all the fr<‘aks of wanton wealth arrayM, 

Tu these, ere trifiers half their wisli obtain, 

'flic toiling pleasure sickens into pain, 

And, even while fashion's brightest arts decoy, 

The heart distrusting asks if this bo jo^'. 

1. 1226. J*layiiig-cards. 

I . 227. Th(‘ whole y<*ar’.s emp on a farm. 

!. 233. Cf'. <li*ay*s line, OSave where the heethi wlnads In's droning 
ilight ’ {The Elegy . 

P. 45 . The Brigs of Ayr. Wiitteii in 1786, and inscrila'd to the 
J^rovost of Ayr, John Ballantim', hanker, under whose iniinieipal rule 
the <‘reet;on of a new hritlge over the river Ayr was then i»ro( (*eding. 
'Jin* jinem was compost'd on the idaii and in the style of Kohert 
Pi'rgusson’s Mutual (*otuf)laiut of I'lniustams und Cansttcayj or, 
pi*eferahly, hi.s Ttra (rhufsts^ ami tin* J)nnk Eihujut. 

Iiiiu*s 2-6. ‘ 1 iu*vi*r liear . . . the wi!<l mixing cadein i* of a troop <if 
gray [>lov<'rs in an autumnal morning witliout feeling an cdevatioii of 
soul like tin* eiitliiisiaMii of d<*votion or i>oi*try.^ Burns’s Leiter'i— To 
Mts, J)unloi>, January, 1789. 

II . 29-33. Cf. Thomson’s ^ • Autumn,’ 11 . 1172-1192). 

1 . 50. Prost wi’ care. The exi>res.siou occurs in Matt a ns tucifle ti 
Mounts and in The Ulo<uny Night, 

I. 52. ‘A noted tiiv<*rn at the Auld Brig end.’ A’oA Itg liltin'^. 

I. 5b. Tliis Hue occurs in Ttu Epistk ht J>ark, st.in/.a iv, 

51 ^ 5 ^- ‘ The two stee[)h‘s.’ Nttfe by liuno'y. They are now removed. 

I. b2. C 1 ‘, Li»w*s song, J 7 n///’.s ‘TheMuuii had climbed, &e.' 

L b8. ‘Tlie Gos hawk, or Falcon. ’ K. B. 

1 . 80. Cf. Fergusson {The Elect iou : 

'The dinner done, for brandy strung 
They cry, to weet their thnii)ple, 

T»> gar the stamack bitle the bang^ 

An’ wi’ its lading grapple. 

1 . 103. ‘ A noted ford just above the Auld Brig/ R, B. 

I. 1 10. A }*rophe<*y i>artly fullilled in 1877. 

II . i 13 12 This is after Thomson I'Thc ^Vr^soa.s, * Winter,’ 11 , 9t-i05''. 

1 . 118. * The hanks of Garjial Water ii one of the few places in the 

West of Seollaiid where those faiicy-.scaring h€*ings, known by the 
name of Ghaists, still coiitiiiuo pertinaciously to inhabit.’ R. B. 





1. 123. Glenbuok. ‘ The source of th<^ i*iver Ayr.* R. B. The Ratton- 
key — ‘ u small landing-place above th<‘ large quay.' K. B. 

1. 124. Of. Thomson’s line, 'A shoreless ocean iumblid round the 
globe.' 

I. 145. Cf. Shakesix'are (^Midsnmmfr NiijhVs Drmni : 

Til slituly cloister mew’d 
To live a baircn sister all your liie 
Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 

II. 184, 185. For thes(‘ two lines the first draught <dlhe poem g.no : 

Nae mair down street the council «iuorum waddles 
With >\igs like mainsails on their logger-noddles, 

Nae difference but bulkiest or tiilh‘st, 

Willi comfortable <Iulncss iii for ballast ; 

Nor shoals nor curients need a pilot’s caution, 

For, regularly slow, tiny only witness motion. 

I, 202. M'ljauchlan. ^A well-known pcj-loiiner of Scottish musie 
on the violin.’ K. B. 

II. 213 2it). Cf. Milton’s : ‘Next Caimis, jovcrciid sire,’ (fee, 

1. 226. I’lie Failc water is a tributary of tlie A\i*. 

1. 228. A compliinenl to Mrs. Stewart of Stair. 

I. 229. Professor Bugald Stewart, of Catrine, the well-kn<Avn 
j»lillosopher. 

P.51. The Vision. This poem, mostly written ju 1786, is divideil 
into JJifints. A Dmut^ as Burns intoriiis u-', is ‘ a term »)f Ossian’s tor the 
diflV-roiit divisions of a <lign ssi\i* poem. See his ( 'atli-Lodii, vol. 2 of 
McPherson’s tr.nislat ion.* It w'as from Po]>e’s 0/ flu /ax A, I’atber 

than from Milton's tliat Burns got the* idea of guardian spirits 

for 2 'fic Visfun. Burns had the good taste to kc'ep some of the stanzas 
of this poiun in MS. 

Lines 3-b. Cf, Tlioinsuii 'Tfn Stasons i‘ Winter’ : 

The foodless wilds 

Pour f»iith llieir hiowii inhabitants. The liai e 
* < V * Hs * ¥ 

The garden seeks. 

II. 19 38. Their devotion to i»oetry as an art is announced by })otb 
Goldsmith and Burns with the ^ame fer\our ami in Aery similar 
language. Both <lebate the worldly wisd^mi of this devotion, with tlie 
same ultimate open-eye<l choice of poetry and poverty, ]>* ‘‘h-rald}" to 
plentyandpro.se. It was in the following frank, devoted style that 
Goldsmith wooed the muse : 
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Sweet Poesy, thou loveliest nmlcl ! 

Dear oharming Nymph ! . . . . 

My shame in rrowds, my solitary i)ii«l«*, 

Thou source of all my hliss ami all my woo, 

That found’st me i)oor at first, and keei>’st me so, &c. 

liiii’iis admits us to a dramatic view of the manner of his decision in 
The Visivn. 

1.98. ‘The Wallaces/ K. B. 

1 . 103. ‘William Wallace/ K. B. 

1 . 104. ‘Adam Wallac<‘ of Kichardton, cousin to the Immortal 
preserver of Scottish indc^pendeiH'e/ K. B. 

I . 105. ‘ Wallace, laird cd (.‘raigie, who was s<*coinl in (‘ommaiid, 
under Dmiglas, Earl of Ormond, at the famous battle iui tlie hanks of 
Sark, fought in 1448. The glorious vic*tory was principally owing to the 
judicious conduct and intre])id valour of the gallant laird of Craigic, 
who died of his wounds aft<‘r the action/ R. B. 

II . 109, no. ‘ Coilus, King of the l*i<ds, from whom the district of 
Kyh‘ is said to take its name, lies buried, as tra<lition says, near the 
family seat of tlu' Montgomeries of Ooilstield, where his hurial-place is 
still shown/ H. B. 

1 . 119. ‘ Barskiinm ing, the seat of t he Jjonl Jusi ic*t‘-( Uerk.^ R. B. 

1 . 122. ‘ C^atrine, the seat of the late i)o<dor, and of the present Pro- 
fessor Stewart.’ R. B. The father was a mathematician, the son a 
moral ])hiloso[)lu>r. 

I . 127. ‘ (V> 1 . Eulli-rtoii.’ B, B. lie was the ward, during his 
minority, of Patri<*k Br\<lone, author of ^1 Toar throttfjh Stnfff, 

II . 145-199. iSuggesied liy J^>pe's Ihtpc of the Lorh, 11 . : 

Know that uuiiumbcn'd siiirits I'ouiid thee fly, &c. 

11. 199, 200. Pf. l*ope {Rnpr if the Lin/,) : 

Of these am I, who thy i»rotectioii claim, 

A watcdiful sprite, and Ariel is Jiiy name. 

11 . 235-240. Pf. Young’s Sight Thoughts (Night the Seventh^ : 

What thf>’ our passions are run mad, ami stooi» 

With low terj-estrial ai»i>etito to graze 
On trash, on to,\s, ilethroiied from high d(*sire ? 

A'<'t still, thr<»' their ilisgva<'e, no feehh‘ ray 
Of greatness shines, and tells us whence they fell. 

Sec also Ihirns s /Vu//#^r on flte Ptosput of Death ^ Stanza 3. 

11 . 249-252. Cf. the following lines from Beattie’s satire on Bufo 

hurchill , On the Rtpntt of a Monument to be erected in We'itminster Abbeg to 
the Meniot g tf a taf< ^iatJtor : 

Is this the land where Gray's unlahourcd art 
Soothes, melts, alarms, and ravishes the heart; 
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While the lone wanderer’s sweet complainings flow 
Tu simple majesty of manly wt>e? 

Is this the hind, o’er Shenstoiie’s recent urn 
Wliere all the Ijovos and gentler Graces mourn ? 

I. 271. Cf., for this conclusion, Congreve's Ovid’s Art of Low ^ hk. iii. 

P. 59 The Peath and Dying Words of Poor Mailie. This poem 
was composed in the field, where the autht)r was ploughing, one after- 
noon in the spring of 1782. The subject was ai>)>arontly suggested, as 
adapted for humorous treatment, by Hamilton of Gilbertfield’s /h/o/f/ 
Wor(ts of Bonny Ih<h, a famous yteyhoutnl. ‘Mailie’ is the childish or pet 
name for ‘ Mary,’ — otherwise Mally or Molly. 

Line 6. Hughoc, little Hugh Wilson, ‘a mdbor herd-<*allant, about 
three-fourths as wise as other folk* — said Burns, about him. 

P. 01. Poor Mailie’s Dlegy. This i>oem is closely on th<‘ mo<lel of 
Robert Sempill of Beltre<*s’ Bjntaph of Ifablnc Suiqjsoii^ Ibptr if Kitban hnn 
— a i)Oom long looked ui)on as the standard spt‘c*ineu of its kind 

standart Habbie ’j. The stanza-form of this Elvyu \\t\H })een appro- 
priated, in a peculiar sense, by the genius of Burns : it has c«»me to 1 e 
regarded as his favourite measure. Ramsay and Fergusson had, how- 
<'ver, popularized it in Scotland before Burns began to write*. One of 
the earliest — if not indeed tin* first — to us<* it in Scotland was the old 
makat Alexander Scott: see his Enpht Quart <Jhd in Rani'-ay’s Ei'rymn. 
(See (Uiest for the oiigiii ainl history of the measure*. ^ 

Line 37. Cf. Francis SeinpiU’s use <tf the expression; writing of 
J^QWrtn he says : ‘ Wae worth the time that I him saw.’ 

P, 02 . Death and Dr. Hornbook. Com))osed at Mossgiel in the 
spring of 1785. Dr. Hornbook was Jf)hn Wilson, schoolmaster of 
Tarboltoii, the next village t<» Mauchliiu*. Burns met him at a masonic 
inec*ting, and was both amused and oirend<*d at his boastful i»arade ot' 
medical knowl<*dge, and liis su<*cess as a vendor of dings ainl quack 
mt*dicines in tlie village, I’ln* satire had tin* effect of driving Wilson 
from Tarbolton. He remov<*d to (ilasgow, wln*rt* he i)ros[>eu*d, not as 
an apothecary, but as session-clerk in the (torbals, a suburb of the city. 
He was younger than Burns by a year or two, and survived till 1839. 
It is interesting to observe tJiat William Dunl)i.r, Scotland's earlier 
Burns, had exposed in The Fuer of Tanyland an earlier Hornbook, equally 
thoroughgoing in his profession and far more saiigu'iiary in his pra<*tice. 
It is scarcely possible that Burns knew of Dunbar's satire. v.See In 
Scottish Fields, Hugh Haliburton. 

Line 26. The mill of William Muir was on tin* r«*ad bet w< <*11 Tarbol- 
ton and tile farm of Mossgiel. Burns wrote ‘ Willie's’ epita]>]i about 
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ton yrars))ofore his own father’s death : ho calls him ' my own and my 
father’s friend.’ 

1 . 37. An ell Scots is a yard English ono inch. 

1 . 43. The scythe suggested mowing. But, as Burns informs us, 
‘ the rencontre happened in seedtime.* 

11 * 57» 58. I wad be kittle to be mislear’d. Either should bo 
likely to do you a mischief/ or, more probably, ‘ I should be loth to be 
rude.’ The difficulty is with ‘kittle,' which signifies, generally, 
‘difficult’ or 'far from easy,' and, more particularly, ‘ ai)t ’ or ‘ likely.’ 
(Cf. flu* second stanza of the KpisUa to Ora/tam of Fintry^ p. 202, 'I wad 
na be uncivil.’; 

1 . 77. The liornbook, or child’s first school-book, is described by 
Cowpor in Tmuitthnn as being : 

Neatly S(‘<‘urc<l from being soiled or torn 
Btaieath a pane of thin translucent liorn 
It was <*alJe<l a book, • tlu)ugh but a single ])age.* Shi*nstone (a poet 
whom Burns mu<*h admired; also d<*scribes it in The Nr/zooba/shTss*. 

1 . 8r. Buchan’s Doimsitc Medidne is even yet in r(‘inotc‘ rural districts 
of Scotland the peasant’s m<‘dical manual. 

^ 33 * '^' 1 ‘e grav(‘yard. Johnny fted was the grave-digger ; his 
‘Hole,’ an ojxui grave. 

' 35 * Calf-ward. The graveyard. A c'alf-ward, m‘ar a Scottish 
farm-town, is a small lield for rearing calves in. 

1 . 145. A strae-death is a dt*ath in bed. ‘ Our simple^ forefathers,’ 
says Dr. Jamieson, ‘ slejd on straw.’ 

P. 07 . A Dream. ‘On reading in t b<‘ ]>tiblic ]iap<'rs the Tiaureato’s 
Od<*, witli tin* otln-r 2)ara<lo of June 4, J 786, the Author was no sooner 
<lropt asleep than he imagined himself transported tt> the Birthday 
Levee, and in his dreaming fain*y, made the following address.’ 
ibn/zs’s’ rnftrr fo this Por}n. I’he idea of plain-s}x‘ak ing on forhitlden or 
dern*ale subjects may have hoen suggest <'d to Burns by tlio praetice of 
his rhyming friend liankine. The measure, and much of the manner, 
<)f this poem are those of Allan Bam.say’s FdinhnrtfJTs S(duf(dion to the 
Marffnis of CaDtarnm. The Ibiet Ijaureato in 1786 was William Whitc*- 
liea<l. The King was(te»>rg4* II I, then in the middle of liis long reign. 

Lilies T2, 13. Cf. Yt»uiig’s Styht Thoughts ^Book iii), ‘The cuckoo 
seasons sing the same dull note.’ 

I. 33. The* American colonies liad been lost about three years before. 

II . 6r, 62. The reference is to a debate in parliament, in the early 
part <»f 1786, on a jiroposal to reduce the strength of the navy. 

1 . 89. Fox. 

1 . 97. Falstaff, ill Shakespear<*’s King Jfcvnj J l\ 

1 . ino. Prince Frederick, first a bishop, after\vards Duke of York. 
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11. 109, 110. Princo William’s awtO//r ; Mrs. Jordan, tlio aciross. 

11 . 13 1 135. Cf. Ramsay’s Gentle Shepherd ^Act. i, 8c. 12) : 

Rike dautit wean, that tai‘n>ws at its meat, 

That tor some feckless whim will orp an’ greet; 

The lave laugh at it till the ilinnor’s past, 

An* syne tlic tool thing is obliged to fast, 

Or scart aiiither’s leavings at the last. 

P. 71. Address to the Oeil. Composc*d at Mossgicl in the end of 

1785- 

Liness i, 2. Iiiiitatctl from Dtottutd (HimiK i, 11. 19, 20 : 

O th<m, what<‘vcr title please tliiiu* ear, 

Dean, Diapier, Bickerstaff, <n’ (Julliver! 

‘ Auld Nick,’ for the Devil, is as old in Scottish poetry as 172^ 
least ; it occurs in Ramsay’s Einf/uHV^ in his intej jirtdations of a j)o«mi 
of Dunbar, 'Ihe Datl'b Adnce to ht^ Fnntd'-, Th<' woj’d ‘Nick’ is 

cognate with ^ nixey,* aiul both sire derived from * nicor/ tlii* water- 
sprite of our Anglo-Saxon forefathers. 

1 . 59. A l>int Scots is an imiicrial qusirt. 

1 . JIT. See PaiuiUst. J 3 ook vi, 11 . 323 327. 

P. 75. The Ordination. This po«*m Wiis coinjio.si'd in anticipsit ion 
of the event it celebrates. That event was the ordination of the Rev. 
James Ma<‘kinlay tt) tin* Laigh (Low Kirk, Kilmarnock. Tin* \t‘rst*s 
were composed so early as February, the onlination was in Apiik 
1786, 

Line 7. Beghie’s inn W'as Jiear the Laigh Kirk. 

1 . TO. Common. sensi*, otlierwise ‘the New Light,' repieseiits- louse 
Burns’s own language — ‘ those religious oiiinions which Dr. Tailor of 
Norwich defeiideil so strenuoiisl.v.’ 

I . II. ‘Maggie Laudt*r ’ was the wile of the Rev. William Lindsa.> , 
appointed minister of the Laigh Kirk twenty -two ^ears before ihe 
ordination of the Old Jjight ^or Kvangeli<*al minister, Mackinhiy, tlie 
subject of this poem. It was said that the jiatroii, the Earl of Olencairn, 
had appointed Lindsay in deft‘ren<*e to the wishes «>f ‘ Matrgii* Januh*!'.’ 
Burns spoke of Lindsay as a * worthy man ’ ; but lus axqiointinent liad 
been made the theme of ‘a scoffing ballad’ Avlien Burns was a child of 
five ye«*irs old. 

II . J2, 13. Oliphaiit was an Old Light minister of a chapel-of ease in 
Kilmarnock, when Lindsay (^Common-sense was minister of the Laigh 
Kirk. Russel was 01 ii)hant’s successor. 

I . 22. Bangor, a i»saliu-tune. 

II . 30-35. Burns refers to the texts of 8cripiure, Oenesi-^ ix. 22 ; 
Numbers xxv. 8 ; Exodus iv. 25. 
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1. 66. The minister of Fenwick was the Rev. William BoyU, ordained 
in 1782. 

1 . 73. The Rev. John Robertson was one of the New Liglit ministers. 

1 . 79. The Netlierton of Kilmarnock, where the weaving of cai’pets 
was the cliief industry. 

1 . S2» The Rev. John Multric*, aLso a NtiW Light i^or ^ Moderate was 
Mackinlay’s pn decessor. 

1 . 98. James Beattie, author of The Mmstrel ; author also of Sii\ Estay 
on Ttuth. The Essay *a lilast iini>otently intended to sweej) David 
llume’s 2)hi1oHophy behind th«‘ liorizon, revealed him as one of the 
“ Moderate* ** party in the clerical dissensions of the time. Sir Joshua 
bad painted Beattie as a ebamp'on aiding an angel in strife with 
Scepticism, Folly, and Pn‘jndice. Ilis Ess<ty on Truth brought him the 
compliment from Rt'ynolds. But nowadays one only remembers 
the Essay because it explains the picture and illustrates the reference 
in Burns.* Furfk in Fioftf : llugli llaliburtf)n. , 

1 . 118. A niutchkin is equal to ai pint English. Whisky is meant. 

P. 79. Tho Author’s Earnest Cry and Prayer, &c. The rigoioiis 
enforcement of tin* Excise law**, early in 1786, alarmed the Scottish 
distillers, and was the o<‘casion of a great national outcry — to which 
Burns gave <‘xpressi<»n in this j>oein. 

Janes 1, 2. By an artich* in the Union (1707^, the eldest sons ot' Scot- 
tish ]>< ers wen* iin‘ligible. 

1 . 19. Pitt, boiMi in tbt' sam<* >ear as Burns 1759 . 

1 . 58. Janies Boswell, a<lvocate, autlior of The Life uj Satnuel Johnson, 

1 . 9L2. The Scot<*h Militia Bill ha<l been opposed and thrown out. 

1 . 115. I’itt. B<K*<»nnock, in Cornwall, was tin* property of the 
premier’s gramlfather. 

1 , 116. Nan<*e Tinno<*k was hosti*ss of an inn in Mauchliin*, where 
Burns u^e<l to discuss ]>olitics o\er his whisky. 

I. I T9. Referring to the window-t,‘ix. 

1 * 133* The nuinbei* * f representative^, in the Imperial Parlianu'iit 
aUotte<l to Scotland at the Union. 

P. 64 . Address to tho Unco Quid. 

II . 59-62. Cf. Cray ^Eleyy : 

No farther seek . . . 

T»> tiraw his frailties from their tln'ad ab<Kl(‘, 

.t . * 

The besom of hU Fattlier and his God. 

P. 80 . Holy Willie’s Prayer. Burns’s <»wn ‘Argument* to this 
daring poem is as follows : Holy Willie was a rather oldish bachelor 
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elder in the parish of Mauehline, and iniieh and justly famed for that 
polemical chattering which <Mids in tippling orthodoxy, and for that 
spiritualized hawdry which refines to liquorish <h*votion. Tii a ses- 
sional process [begun August, 1784] with a gentleman in Maiudiline— 
a Mr. Gavin Hamilton [writer] — Holy Willie [William Fisher] and his 
priest. Father Auld, after full hearing in the prt‘sl>^ tfu-y of Ayr, came 
off hut second best ; owing 2)artly to the oratorical ])owers of Mr. Kobert 
Aiken, Mr. Hamilton’s counsel, but chiefly to Mr. Hamilton's being 
one f)f the most irreproachable and truly resjasdable cliaract<u-s 
in the county. On losing his i)r«>cess, tlu‘ Muse ovt*rheard him at his 
devotions.’ Mr. Hamilton was accused of ‘ habitual negh'ct of church 
ordinances,' and was threatencal with excommunicatit n ; In* appealed 
for protection to the })rt‘sbytt‘ry of Ayr, and - Jan. 1785 was successful 
in his appeal. 

[An extraordinary attempt to whitewash Holy Willie was the subject 
of two h*ading articles in The Satf^tnan newspaper a few years ago 
Dec. 30, 1889, and Jan. 13, 1890' : the corresi)on<lc‘nc<* that ensimd left 
Holy Willie evc‘n black(*r than lie was befort*.] 

P. 89 . Epistle to a Young Friend. His name was Andrew Aiken, 
and he was ‘^oii of Mr. llob(‘rt Aiken, writer in Ayr — the g(‘ntleman to 
whom Burns inscribed TJte i'oiiirs SaUtnhuj Xighf. A droj»]>ed stanza 
might well have been allowed to stainl : it came after the sixth, and was 
as follow.s — 

If yc hue made n step aside — 

Some hap inistak' o’crtac*u yc, 

Yet still kcoii up a dcc'cnt pri<lc 
And ne’er owrc far tlcmoan yo ; 

Time com(‘S wi’ kind oblivious .sb.'idc 
And ilaily darker .sets it, 

And if iiac mair mistaks are mad<* 

The warhl soon forgct.s it . 

P. 92 . Tam Samson^s Elegy. Samson was a seedsman in Kilmar- 
nock. ‘ When this worthy old sport '>inan,' says Burns, ‘ went out last 
miiir-fowl season, he supposed it was to be -in Ossiaii’s phrase — 
the last of his ticld.s, and expressed an ardent wish to die and be buried 
in the muirs. On this hint [the jioet comiiosed the Elegy ].* The 
Elegy is coniiiosed on the lines of standart Habbio ’ — Habbie Simson, 
the jiiper of Kilbarchan ,by Sempill . 

JLiino 2. Mackinlay, the hero of The On'dinatimiy q.v. 

I . 7. Cf. Feignsson’s ^ Ilk carlin ihk> may grunt an* grane * ^ On the 
Death of Scots M nsic). 

II , 31-33. Cf Fergusson's Canler Oysters : 

In her the skate an’ codlin' sail, 

The eel fu’ souple wags her tail, &c. 
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P. 96 . A Winter’s Night. This poem belongs to the year 1786. 
Burns prefixed to it, by way of motto, tlie five lines from Shakespeare^ 
Khig Lear beginning — 

Poor nakerl wretches, wheresoe’er ye are 
That bi<lo the pelting of this pitiless storm. 

Lines 19 24. Cf. Cowper {^The Task) : 

How find tlie myriads that in summer chc‘er 
Tlie hills and valleys with their ceaseless songs, 

Hue sustenance, or where subsist they now ? 

37 » 3®. f 'f. tlie song in ^ 1 *? You Likt It : 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind ! 

TIkju art not so unkinil 

As man’s iiigratitiulo, &c. 

11 . 53-55. Cf. CoUlsinith Tho Dvserltd Village^ 11 . 275-283 ; and The 
Trarellet, 11 . 401-404'. 

P. 98 . Scotch Drink. Composed early in 1786. A set-off to Fergus- 
son's (*anler Wafer, 

Lines 1-4. Cf. F<*rgusson {('au 7 /r Wafer'^ : 

'fbo furidling bardies now-a-days 
Kmi maukin-mad in Bacchus’ piviise, 

And limp and stoiter thro’ their lays 
Anacreontii*, 

While each his sea of wine displays 
As hig'.s the Pontic. 

11 . 8. 9. Whether whisky or ah*. 

I. 20. Bannock.s of l>arh‘y-meal. 

II . 2r, 22. Scotch l>roth, in \vhicli barley grains are an e‘-seiitial in- 
gi*£*dieiit, along with ‘ beef aii<l greens.’ 

11 . 31-36. See Horace, Bk. IIT, Odo xxi. ‘ Tu sjiein redneis,' &c. 

11 . 45-48. Tlio reference is to Holy Fail's. The ‘tents ' are tlie open- 
air ]ml)»its. 

53 * 54 * Mulled ale, sweetened with sugar, and sharpened with 
v,’hisky, is still a common drink in rural Scotland. 

11 . 79 90. See Vi^ri^iissonti I>rnik JCchtgae — Braadg attd Whishg i 
Our gentles’ gabs are grown sac nice 
At thee they tout an’ never spier mg price,^ &c. 

11 . 105-T08. <>f. Fergussoii Answer to Mr, J. S.*s Egistfe : 

She can find a knack 
To gar auld-world -wordies clack 
Tu hamespun rhyme, 

While ilk ane at his billy's hack 
Koejis guid Scots time. 
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I. 109. Ferinto.sli whisky, from a privilogod distillery, belonging to 
Forbes of Ciillodeii, in Cromarty : the privilege was taken away 
by Act of Parliament in 1785. CV»nipensatioii for the loss was given — 
over ^20,000. 

P. 102. Filegy on Capt. Matthew Henderson. This gentleman, the 
laird of Tuiinochside, had held a captain’s commission in the army, 
owned some property in Edinburgh, and was living there before his 
death in November, 1788. It is possiblci th.at Feri’us.son’s Elnjif on fhv 
Dfiith of Scots Music contains in its thiial stanza the nucleus of this 
lament : 'Mourn, ilka nym|>h,’ &c. 

Lines 13-82. Cf. Wordswortli’s E.k ursitui TIu‘ Wandeier : 

Tile poets ill their elegies, and songs 
Lamenting tin* depart«Ml, call the groves. 

They call upon the hills and streams t»> mourn, 

And senseless rocks ; mu* idly ; for they si>eak, &<*. 

P. 100 . The Auld Parmer’s Salutation, &c. 

Line 35. Kyle-Stewart is one of the divisions of Kyli‘ or c(‘ntral 
Ayrshire) lying betwemi th<‘ river Ayr and Irvine watio*. 

II . 98-100. Cf. Smollett’s JftttHjjIinj (linhn : ‘Take parti(‘iilar eaie of 
that trusty old veteran, who has faithfully earned his ]>ieseiit ease bjy 
his jiast serviees ’ ^Mattlu'W Bramble . 

11. lor, T 02 . That is, * Because J will ri‘st*rve for you a good lialf-p«s k 
of my hist bu‘*hel of corn.’ 

P. 109 . To a Mouse, Ac. The occasion of this poem was coininon- 
jilace enough. Tho poet was idoughing, in Nov. 1785, ami tho plough- 
share happened to turn up the nest of a liedd-mou'^c*. The small cieatun^ 
was ill haste to escape, when one «)f the farm- servants, J<.hii Blane, 
made after it with the plough-spade, or pattle. Burns calletl to him to 
stop, and fell into a pensive mood, in wliich he composed tlie pi<‘ce 
just as it stands. 

P. 110 . Man was made to mourn. Burns wrote this dirge — for so he 
calls it — ill liis 27th year (1784 . ‘I ha<l an old graiid-unele with 
whom my mother lived a while in her girlish years. The good ohl 
man ^for such he was) was long blind eie he died, during which time 
his enjoyment was to sit down and cry, while my mother would sing 
the simple old song. The Life and Age <f Man. It is this way of thinking, 
it is these melancholy truths, that make religion so precious to the poor 
miserable children of men.' (Burns’s Letter to Mrs. Dunlop, Aug. 16, 
1 788. ) Much <»f the situation and sentiment of this jioem was suggested 
by Sheiistone’s Seventh Elegy. 
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Linos 9-12. Cf. Shenstone ' Fieveiith Elegy) : 

Stranpfor, amidst this pealingf rain, 

Boiiightod, lonosome, wliitlier wouldst thou stray? 
Eoea wealth or patcer thy weary atep conafrain? &c, 

1 . 34. Cf. Slionstono {Ehrmtk Elegy) : 

Not all the for<*e of manJtootVa active mighty &c. 

1 . 39. Cf. Shakespeare You Like It ii. 7 .’' : 


Oppressed with two w<‘alc evils. Apfo ami Hiingei’. 

Cf. also (tray ^Odt on Kton ("ollegv) : 

Poverty . . . and slow c*oiisi\iuing 

1 . 50. From Young: * I>y skill divine* inworcti in oiir frame’ {Eight 
Thoitghta, Bk. vii). 

55 ^ 56* Tlio idea was caught from Young (Night Thoaghta, iii) : 

Man hard e»f heart to man — 

Man is to man the sorest, surest ill. 


Sec* also Night Tlarnghta^ Bk. v : 


Inhumanity is caught from man : 


and again, Bk. ix : 

Turn the w< aid's history — what find we there? 
Man’s rev(*nge .... 

And inhumaniti<‘S on man. 

11 . 77 82. CT, Young (A’/f//d Thovghta, Bk. v : 

Death is the crown of life ; 

Were death denie<l jMM>r man would live in vain. 


P. 113 . To a Mountain Daisy. This poem was com posed in April 
T786. It probably suggested to AVordsworth his image of Burns 
walking 

In glorj*' and in joy 

•* Behind the i>lough ni>oii the mountain side. 

( Ifeaolution and Independence.) 

Liin*s 31-36. Cf. (coldsniith {The Eef>irt(d Vilage^ 11 . 31^9-336;: 

Her moilest looks the cottage might lulorn, 

Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn ; 

Now lost to fill, her friends, her virtue fled, 

Near her betrayer’s door she lays her head, \c, 

11 . 49, 50. Cf. Gray {The Elegy) : 

For thee, who mindful of the tinlionoured dead, &c. 

52* Cf* Young Night Thoughts, Bk. ix) : 

Final Kuin fierci*ly drive.s 
Her ]iloughshare o’er creation. 
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P. 118 . Address to Sdinburg^h. Written in Edinbiirgli, Dec*. 1786. 

I. 4. The ^tcota Parliament was abolished in 1707. 

II . 9-12. Cf. Goldsmith : 

Proud swells tlie ii*lo with loads of freij^bted ore, Slc. 

{Deserted Village.) 

I. 29. Miss Burnet, daughter of Lord Monboddo. 

II . 34-44. Edinburgh Castle and Holyrood Palace. 

1. 52. A red lion rampant in a yellow field is the Scots blazon. 

P. 120. Lament for James, Earl of Qlencairn. The Lament was 
written in tlie autumn of the year 1791. Tin* Earl had died at 
Falmouth in .faniiary of that year, shortly after his ndiirn from the 
South of Europe, whither ho liad gone in the hope of recruiting his 
health. lie was the fourteenth Earl of Glencairn, and was nearly ten 
years the senior of Burns. 

1 . 36. This line will be found in Paraphrast* xv. of the Scottisli 
Bible. 

1 . 46. Cf. Goldsmith (The De<ferfefl Villac/f : 

For all the bloomy finsli ol* lift' is HimI, 

I . 77. See Isa. xlix. [5. 

P. 122, Lament of Mary Queen of Scots. 

II . 1-6, Cf. Leader ITwaghs and Yarrow^ l)y ‘Minstrel Burn,* — familiar 
to Burns in Ramsay’s Tea-liable Miscfllang : 

When Phojbus bright the azure skit'S 
With golden rays enlight’jieth, &<■. 

and 

Then Flora queen, with mantle green, 

1 . 33. The ‘ false woman * is Queen ElizabetJi. 

P. 124. The Twa Herds. The sub-title of this poem is The ITolg 
Tahie. It belongs to the year 1786. Burns described it as ‘ a burlesque 
lamentation on a quarrel between two reverend Calvinists.' The two 
‘shepherds’ were the Rev. John Russel, Kilmarnock, and the Rev. 
Alexander Moodie, Riccarton. 

P. 127. On the late Captain Grose's Peregrinations. Burns first 
met Grose, tlie antiquary, at the table of his friend and Nithsdalo 
neighbour, Robert Riddell, of Friars Carse, in the Summer of 1789. 
In his youth Grose had been a captain in the Surrey militia. 

1 . I. Oatmeal cakes are meant. Johnson’s description of oats is 

TJ 
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well known. The expression ‘Land o" Cakes’ was first applied to 
Scotland by For#»usson {The Khig*s BirtJu 7 atj in ErJiuhurgh) : 

Oh soldiers ! for your ain dear sakes. 

For Scotland’s, alias Land o’ Cakes, &c. 

1 . 3. Cf. Shakespeare (Khtg TTnn'tj F, iii. 6^) : ‘ If T [Fluellen] find 
a hole in his coal, I will tell him my mind.’ 

I . 47. Named from the maker, Jacques do Liege. 

P. 129 . On Pastoral Poetry. If Burns did not write* this poem, il 
is Forgussoii’.s : })ut Fergusson could scarcely have known of Barbauld 
— a very indifferent Sappho ndirira. 

II. 1-6. Cf. Goldsmith’s Desated Village^ 11 . 407-414 : ‘ Swc*et Poc‘sy, 
thou loveliest maid ! . . . dear, charming Nymph ! . . . thou source of 
all my bliss and all my woe,* &c. 

1 . 19. The answer is Nobo<iy. 

I. 20. That is, they are artificial pastorals. 

1 . 32. Allan Ramsay, periwig-maker ami i>oet, author of The GentU 
She2>herd. Ramsay die<l a fV‘w months before the birth of Burns. 

1 . 35. Tantallon (^asth*, now a mere ruin, an anci(‘nt stronghold of 
the Earls of Angus, on the coast of E 1st Lothian. 

P. 13 ^ 1 . The Humble Petition of Bruar Water. Composed by 
Burns in the course of his tour in the Highlands in the autumn of 
1787. The Bruar, in Blair Atholl, is an aftiiumt of the (farry, the chief 
tributary of Tay. The poem is constructed on the lines of Ramsay's 
Edhihiirgh' a Sahdadon to Laid Carnarrmi, in regard both to manner and 
measure. 

I . 70. Cf. Blair’s Grarv : " Moonshine chequering thro’ the trees.* 

II . 87. 88. These lines contain Burns’s toast at the table of the 
Bnk<* of Atholl, at Blair Atholl, where the poet s^x'nt the first two 
days of September, 1787,^-* the happiest days of his life,' as he said. 
The toast gave great delight to the ducal family. 

P. 133 . To a Haggis. 

11 . 45-48. The contrast here drawn is between their liquid fare, such 
as is favoured by foreigners, and the solid and substantial home haggis. 
Skinh' is not ‘ sk inking ware ’ : it is a species of soup, or rather broth, 
of unusual strength, made from the shank, or shin, of an ox. The 
name is still in common use in Buchan. Shakespeare refers to the 
waiters and potboys of (he Boar’s Head, EastcJieap, as ‘ skinkers * — 
that is, drawei*s of ale or wine ; so called from drawing the liquor 
through a pipe resombling a hollow shank-hone» 
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P. 136. On Creech the Bookseller. William Creeeli was the 
publisher of Burns’s Poems rEclinbiirgh E<lition\ These liiie.s were 
feldressod to liiin in 1787 ; next year he bet'amo ont* of the city 
magistrates, and was clectecl Lord Provost in 1811. Ho resented the 
j)oet’s familiarity, and W’as subsequently satirized in iho SJcefrJi j printed 
on ]). r276 of this edition. 

37 39 * literati of Edinburgh. Mackenzie, sometimes known 
as the Scottish Addison, wrote Tfn Man of Fcelitaj ; Stewart (Professor 
Bngald Stewart) filled tln^ chair of Moral Pliilosophy in th<« Univ(‘r- 
^ity. 

P. 138 . To a Xiouse. 

1. 17. A ‘ bane’ is a bone-comb. 

1. 35. Luiiardi means bonnet. It appi^ars tliat Vimjont Liinardi, the 
aeronaut, had been performing in Edinburgh in 1785 ; he was a 
subject of general talk. 

P. 140 . The "Whistle. 

^As the authentic pros(‘ history of the Whistle is curious,’ writes 
Burns, shall here give it ; — In the train of Anne (»f Denmark, when 
she came to Scotlaml with our .Jaimss the Sixih, there came over also 
a Danish gentleman of gigantic stature ami great i^rowess, and a match- 
less champion of Bacchus. He had a litth‘ ebony whistle, which at 
the commencement of the orgies he laid on the table ; and wbc)ever 
was last able to blow it, everybody else being disabled by the potency 
of the bottle, was to carry off the whistle as a trophy of victory. The 
Dane produced cn*dentials of his victories, without a single d<*feat, at 
the courts of Copenhagen, Stockholm, Moscow, Warsaw, and several 
of the petty courts in trermany ; and challenged the Scots’ Bacchan- 
jdian.s to the alternative of trying his prowess, or else acknowledging 
tlu ir inferiority. After many overthrows on the part of the Scots, the 
Dane was encountered by Sir Robert Lawrie of Maxwelton, am*esior 
of the present wort liy baronet of that name, who after throe days’ and 
three nights’ hard contest, left the Scandinavian under the table, 

And blew on the whistle lii.s requiem shrill. 

' Sir Walter, son to Sir Robert before mentioned, afterwards lost the 
whistle to Walter Riddel of Glcnriddel, who had married a sister of 
Sir Walter’s. On Friday, the 16th October, 1690, at Friars Carse, the 
whistle was once more contended for, as related in the ballad, by 
the present Sir Robert Lawrie of Maxwelton ; Robert Riddel, Esq., of 
Olenriddel, lineal descendant and lepresentative of Walter Riddel, 
Avho won the whistle, and in whose family it liad continued ; an<l 
Alexander Ft^’guson, Esq., of Craigdarroch, likewise descended of the 
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great Sir Robert ; which last gentleman carried off the hard-won 
honours of the field.’ R. B. 

The poem belongs to the year 1789. 

P. 142 . The Kirk^s Alarm. Written in 1789; and annotated by 
Burns himself, as under : — 

1 . 5. Dr. MTBll, Ayr. (He was author of an Essay on the Death 
of Ohrist, believed to contain heretical opinions ; and was proceeded 
against accordingly. Tlio ministers and elders satirized in the poem 
were all against M’Dill.^ 

1 . IT. John Ballantine. 

1 . 12. Robcirt Aiken. 

1 . 13. Dr. Dalryinple, Ayr. 

1 . 17. John Russel, Kilmarnock. 

1. 2 T. James Mackinlay, Kilmarnock. 

1. 25. Alexand<*r Mof)die, r»f Ric<‘arton. 

1.29- William Auld, Mauchline ; for tlie clerk, see Hohj Willie\ 

h 33* Bavid Grant, Ochiltree. 

1 . 37. James Young, in New Giimnock, who l»ad lately been foiled 
in an ec<*lesiasti<*al j)rosecution against a Dieutenant Mit<*hell. 

1 . ^T. William Peebles, in Newtowii-u])on-Ayr, a poetaster, wlio, 
atnoiig many other things, published an ode on the ccuitenary of tJie 
Revolution, in which was the line- 

An<l bound in Diberty’s endearing chain. 

1 . 45. Dr. Andrew Mitehel, Monkton. 

1 . 49. Stephen Young, of Barr. 

1 . 53. (In one version of this poem we find ‘ Cessnocki^de ' fi)r 
‘Irvine Side,* and Burns Jiotes that the minister of Galston, George 
Smith, is meant.) 

1 . 57. John Shepherd, Muirkirk, 

1 . 6r. Holy Will was William Fisher, elder, Mauchline. Vide tlie 
‘ Prayer * of this saint. 

P. 149 . Despondency. 

57 “ 7 <>* Gray’s Ode on Eton College : 

To each liis sufferings. All are men, &:c. 

P. 166 . iBpistle to Davie. Written in the early part of 1785, at 
Mossgiel. The i)oet’s correspondent was David Sillar, the son of 
a crofter, in Burns’s own parish of Tarbolton, Ayi*shire. The stanza 
of this poem was a favourite measure with Allan Ramsay (TAe 
1724) and of Alexander Montgomery (T/te Chet-rg and the Siae, 1597)- 
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But the earliest Scots specimen of this singular stanza, according lo 
Dr. Guest, is to bo found in a poem, belonging to the middle of the 
sixteenth century, say 1550, entitled The Banks of HeUicone. In the 
Bannatyne MS., compiled in 1568 and printed for the Hunterian club 
in 1873, occTirs a poem 'maid to the tone of Tfu^ Banks of IfeJluvncf and 
untitled ' Aiio Ballat of tlie Creation of the World, Man, his Fall 
and Redemption* — an earlier 2 \tradise Lost and Btyainaf. It is easily 
accessible in Ramsay’s Evnyreen. 'The Banks of Ilellitono will be found in 
Pinkerton’s Ancant »bW. Poems, ii, 237. 

1 . 34. ' Haiil * or ‘ hale and her' is am old Scots exi>ression, found in 
Dunbar’s Dream, and in Liehtoun’s Qnha Dontiis Dnntis (Jn Uie Baniia- 
tyne MS.;. 

I . 35. Burns gives this line to Ihunsay, but I cannot liiid it. It 
seems to bo an incorrect recollection from Ramsay’s yision : 

Rost but a while content, 

Not I'earliil, Imt checrlul, 

And wait the will o<* Fate*, 

Wlii<*li minds to, ilesigns to, 

Renew your ancient stat«*. 

II . 46-48, Of. (T<d<lsmith TranUvr') : 

Creation’s heir, the worM^ the work! is mine! 

11 . 63-66. (Jf. The Trarcfh r : 

Vain, very vain, niy weary st‘ar<*]i to tind 
That bliss which only centres in tJic jiiind, 

I . ij 6 . Cf. (tray 'The Bard) ; 

Dear as the ruddy tlroi>s that warm my heart. 

II . 119-133. The original version (with recollect i<nis of tloldsinith : 

Tn all my griefs, an<l G<kI has given my share), 
was as follows : 

In all my share of <*are and grief. 

Which fate has largely given, 

My hope and comfort and relief 
Are thoughts of her ami heaven. 

1 . 138. Tenebrific was got from Young’s mint. Burns was a close 
student of 'The Xighl I'hotajhfs. Young’s coinage is ct)mmouly 2>edantic, 
e.g. ‘ichor of Bacchus’ f<»r wine , ‘a brow solute,’ ‘ antemuiid.aiie 
father,’ ‘ extramundane liead,’ ‘ terra‘-filial,’ ‘ conglobe,’ ‘irrefragable 
smile,' ‘ grand climacterical absurdities,’ &c. 

P. 161 . Slpistle to John Ijapraik. Dated April i, 1785. Lapraik’s 
farm was about fourteen miles to the east of Burns’s. The song reft'ried 
to at 1. 13 begins ; 
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When T upon thy bosom lean, 

And fondly clasp thee a* my ain, 

T glory in the sacred ties 

That made us ano wlia ance were twain. 

I. 45. Crambo is a game in which one gives a word to which anotlicr 
finds a rhyme. In Congreve’s Loce for Loce ^tlio opening scene we 
read : 

Valentine. You are witty, you rogue, f shall want your help ; I'll have 
you learn to make coui>lets, to lag the ends of Acts ; d'ye liear? get the 
maids to crambo in an evening, and learn the knack of rhyming. 

II . 79, 80. Allan Kamsay (1686-1758 , author of The (Unfit Slnjfhufl, 
&e. ; Kobert Fergusson (1750-1774 , author of The Fannet\s Inghy &c. 

P. 165 . To the Same (Lapraik). 'J'hi^ reply bears date April 21. 

1785. 

1 . 20. ’file poet’s remonstrance with his muse recalls Lancelot’s 
dc'bate with his conscicuice befon* lu' ran away from the service of 
Shylock. tSet‘ 'The Mt nhonf of Vt mtt, 

I . 92. Not ‘ the ragg<‘d followt'rs of the -Nine,’ as some editors give it. 
Cf. Congreve’s hou for Lon — conchiding lines of Scene i, Act i. : ‘As 
ragged as one of the Muses ' 

II . 104 106. Cf. Milton’s (Unnns : 

Wheie blight a<*rial si>iritH Uvo ons}»hcrod 
In legions mild. 

0 

P. 168 . To William Simson. This <*pistle was writtmi in May, 
1785. fciinisoii was selioolmaster of Oehiltrtn*, a village on the Lug.ar, 
some <dght miles south of the farm of Mossgiel. 

1. 15. Allan Ramsay and his rhyming eorrespondoiit, Lieut. William 
Hamilton of Gilbert field. ^^See Note on Death and Joying Wonls of Pooi 
Mailie, p. 569. 

I , 17. Robert Fergusson, autlior of The Farm(r\ Ingle, had been an 
engrossing clerk in a lawyer’s offiee in Fdinhurgh. To sueh drudgery 
he was eompelled through domestic i>overty, for he had been well 
educated at St. Andrews. He died in a madhouse in his 24th year. 

II . 31, 32. i^oila, the protective goddess of Kyle, the middle division 
of Ayrshire, in which Burns was born. ‘'I'lnu’e was a lad was born in 
Kyle.’ Coila’s poets Avere sueh as Davie Sillar, William Simson, Joliii 
Lapraik, &e 

1 . 58. Ayr, Turn berry, Irvine, Leglen Wood, &e., are all associated 
witli the patriotic efforts of Sir William Wallace. (See the rude epic 
on Wallace by Harry the Minstrel.' 
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I. 65. J'or ‘ rcd-wat-shod/ cf. Atihur (E. E. T. Society'^ publications 

Ibr 1864 I : 

There men were wet-sclitiodo 
All of braj’^u and of blode. 

II , 85 87. So Milton 'yll Peubct obd) ; 

Youthful poets tlreani 
On summer eves by haunted stream. 

1 . 88. And not weary. The idit'iu is not uiiconiinon, not only in 
Scottish verse, but in current spec^ch. Burns us<*s it •■e\t'riil tinios. 

I . 108. Previously the poet had signed his name Biiniess. lILs 

father^s signature was J'ronounce Bm'titb, 

II. Ill Ti|.. The retV'reiK'c is to The IloJt/ Tnhti^ q.v. p. ‘New 

Light,* says Burns, in a iiott‘, ‘ is a cant phrase in the West ot‘ Scotlaml 
for those religious opinions which Dr. Taylor of Norwich hasdefeiuhd 
so strenuously.' 

1 . I fo. The iniiiistei s and their congiegations, *lljs‘el' is <i loial 
form of ‘ hirsel,' a herd or a Hock. 

P. 174 :. Letter to John Qoudie. Written August, 1 785. tloldie or 
(toudie; was a st'lf-taught g« nius, successful in trade, and widely 
known for his s<*ientilic knowledg<‘ aiul philosophi<*.il ability. At 
first he was a cabinet maker, and afterwards he hectiine a wine and 
spirit iiierehant, in Kilmarnock. His essays, in thiee volumes, bt>ni 
the popular nann* of ‘ ( tondie's Bible.* Burns descrihi*s him as ‘Author 
of the (fospel recovered.* 

I . 9. Rev. John Russel, Kilmarnock. 

II . 13-18. Another version of this stanza is gi\(‘n : 

Auhl Orthodoxy htiig <lid grapph* 

Eor every hole to get a stapxde ; 

But noo she fetches at the thiai»ply 
All’ techts for hreath ; 

Haste! gi<* her name up i’ the chapel 
Near unto death ! 

I . 25. Dr. Taylor of Norwich. 

P. 175 . Third Epistle to Lapraik. Bears date Sept. 13, 1785. 

II . 3, 4. Shc*aring your corn. 

1 . 37. Horse and hi’i<ll<*. 

1 . 38. The ‘ herd ’ M>r herdbo^ /s <luty was to keep the cows from the 
growing or ripening corn. When tin* corn was shorn, and ‘ led/ or 
carted, to the corn>aid, wheie it was built into stacks, the cows weie 
allowed to graze freely on the stubble fields, and the herd-laddie was 
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flispeiiHod with. The use of fences on modern farms has abolished the 
office of hordboy. 

1 . 51. Along with the shearers to raise the overturned sheaves. 

1 . 52. Leave my bagpijje. 

1 . 54. 8«"e the old Scottish song ‘ Maggy Lauder.' 

P. 177. To Rev. John M^Math. Written Sept. 17. 1785. M^Matli 
was assislMit to the minister of Tarbolton. 

1 . 25. Gavin Hamilton. 

P. 180 . To James Smith. Shopkeeper in Mauchline. He after- 
wards went to the West Indies, where he died before Burns. This 
Epistle belongs to 1786, and was written about the time Burns 
contemplated publishing (see 11. 37, 38). 

1 . 133. George Dempster, M.P., a patriotic Scotsman. 

P. 185 . To Gavin Hamilton. Dated ^ Mossgavill<‘, May 3, 1786.' 

* Master Tootie, alias Laird M*Gaun ' ^eems to have been a dislionest 
dealer in cattle. On<^ of his <*vil })raetices was to scrape off the natural 
I’ings from the horns of cattle, in order that he might disguise their 
age (11. 9, 10, and 1. 35). 

1 . 30. John Dow’s Tavern. 

1 . 31. To meet the worldly or greedy reptile — Master Tootie. 

P. 186 . Hpistle to Mr. M‘Adam. Craigmi-Gillaii is in Garrick. 

P. 187 . Epistle to Major Logan. Major William Logan, a retired 
military officer, a musician and wit of some repute, lived in Park Villa, 
Ayr, Avith Lis mother, and ‘sentimental sist<*r, Susie’ ( 11 . 74, 75'. 
This epistle bears date, ‘ MoS'.gud, October 30, 1786.’ 

1 . 51, The ministers blame Eve and her daughters, &c. 

1 * 55* Alas for poor poets ! 

P. 100 . To a Tailor. This is Burns’s reply to a ‘trimming epistle ’ 
from Tammy Walker, a eountry tailor, who stitched and wrote doggerel 
in or near the village of Ochiltree, 

P. 102 . To the Guidwife of Wauchope-House. Written in answer 
to a rliyming letter sent to Burns by Mrs. Elizabeth Scott, wife of 
tbo laird of Wauchope, Boxburghsliire The ansA>or is dated March, 
1787. 

1 . 65. Than ever wa'^ any ])erson robed in ermine. 

P. 105 . Epistle to Robert Graham of Fintry. The • boon ’ re- 
epusted in this letter (written at Ellisland, 1788) was an apj>ointment 
in tlie excise in the neighbourhood of his farm. It was granted about 



(Yto^ee 



a year later. The opening lines of this i>oem may have been sug- 
gested by Garrick’s lines on Goldsmith. 


P. 198 . To the Bev. Dr. Blacklock. Written at EH island, Oct. 
2t, 1789. TJie Rev. Thomas Blacklock, i).D., a letired clergyman of 
the Kirk of Scotland, blind from his birth, and a po<‘t in a small way, 
was one of the literati of Edinburgh, and one of the first to discover 
the merits of Burns. 

I . 43. Cf. Young {Xifjht Thoityhisj Bk. I : 

On reason build i*esolvo, 

That pillar of true majesty in man. 

P. 200 . lietter to James Tennant, Q-lenconner. CHenconner is in 
the jiarish of Ochiltree, 

II . 9, 10. Adam Smith, author «>f The Wecllfh of Xaiiitnn^ and Theory of 
Moral SenlimuitH (1759) — in which h<‘ bases virtue on symj»athy ; Thomas 
Rt‘id, Professor of Moral Philosophy in Glasgow, commonly regarded 
as the fatlier of Scottish or common-sense i)hilosophy : he accepted 
{Shaftesbury’s theory of ‘ a moral stuise.’ 

1 . 22. ^ Brown * is probably tlie English philosophco* and thi'ologian 
Dr. John Brown (1715-1766 , author of E'ybay^oa '‘flu ('JutKitfi risfit of (ho 
Eail of Shaffcbfjiu !/ ; ‘Boston’ is Thomas Boston (1676 1732^, minister of 
Ettrick, author of Sermons and Fourfold Stah . 

1 . 31. ‘ Auld Glen’ is the father of the i)oet’s corresi>ondent. 

P. 202 . Upistle to Robert Graham. 

1 . 31. William, Duki* of t^uet'usberry. 

1 . 53. The Wliig colours. 

1 - 53- ‘ Westerha’ ’ is Hir James Johnstone, the Tory candidate. 

1 . 01. A huge piece of ancient artilh*ry in Edinbui’gli Castle. 

1 . 67. M‘Murdo was the Duke’s chamberlain. 

1 . 85. * Miller’ is the fath<*r of (Captain Miller, the Whig cainlidate ; 
he had been a banker. Cai>tain Miller was leturned. 

1 . 157. Borrowed from Ps. cxxii, metrical version. 

P. 206 . Bpistle to Robert Graham. The date is Oct. 5, 179^- 
Part of this poem sometimes bears title * Tlie I’oet’s Progress.’ There 
jire several unimiiortant variatiems. 

1 . I. The poet broke liis arm by a fall from ^or rather along with; 
his horse in March, and in the follcnving September a similar mis- 
fortune b(*fell liiin by which he severely injured his leg. 

1 . 7. Job’s curse. 

1 . 22. Variation — * Her tongue, her eyes and other nameless parts/ 
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]. 27 . A fi^uj r of tlif* f)i«so. Vf. Sct>tfc i^lAtdy of iht lAika) : 

Yelled, on the view, the opening jiack. 

1. 39 . Tile Monroes w'ere noted anatomists in Edinburgh University. 

P. 200. To Terraughty. John Maxvv<‘ll, of Torraughty and Munches, 
Dumfries, lie was turned sewenty when thus saluted by Burns, and 
he sur\i\ed to the agt* of ninety-four, lie was a desceiidaiit of Lord 
Jlerrit's. 


P. 210. Esopus to Maria. Df. A,7o/s( In Aholard. Kso]ms, in this 
eas 4 ‘, was a strolling actor, J.mies VVilliamson, wh(> oc<*asif>nally per- 
formed in Dumfries, and wlioiu, at Wliitoliaven, in Cumberland, the 
unj)opular Lord Lonsdale had shut up in prison as a vagabond and 
\agrant. ‘Maria’ is the poet’s one(‘ intimate friend Maria (Mrs 
Walter) Kiddell of Woodley Park — Avith whom h<‘ liad a bitter and 
lasting (piarrel. It was through this cpiarrtd the poet unfortunately 
lost the frieiidsliip <»f her relatives of Friars Carse. Williamson, like 
Burns, had been an occasional Aisitor and guest at Woodley Park. 
Wliat can be said in excuse* lor Burns? ‘ Tlie po«*t in a golden ediine 
was born,* A:c. 

1. 13 . Quin's j)rologu<‘-a<‘knoAvh'dgement (in the Avords of Lord 
Lyttelton) on (In* ju'otluction of Thomson’s CortnJanns. That drama 
cann* out a ^<*ar afte'i* T'hoinson’s <h*atb. Tin* i)ri‘matun* death of a 
j»oe*t ha ■» seldom been so sin<M*u>l\ lann*nt(*<l as Avas that of Jaiin*s 
Thomson. (Quin Avas calb'd ‘ th’ Esojms of liis age ’ by Thomson ;. 

1, 31 . (iilh*spie, an Irish ofIi<*er, olten entertained at Wooelb'y Park. 

1. 3 j. A CeJoiiel M'Dowell, a note«l lady-killer and Lothario. 

35- >5011 ol Burns’s friend John Bushby. The young man was an 
adAocite* -?(. b.irrister . 

1 . 78. Cf. (WitcJies’ j)n)phecy ). 

P. 212. To Colonel De Peyster. He e-oinmaiuled tin* Dumfries- 
shire A’oluiitei*rs. Though of French <‘xtraction In* serA^eel as a British 
officer during the American War ; and on retiring from actiA'e* duty 
he settled in Dumfries. His Avlfe aa'us a daughter of the l^rovost of 
Dumfries. 

P. 213. Winter. The sub-title i> Duqi, This is one of Burns's 
earliest )»ieces, and belongs to the AVinter of 1781-2. 

1. 9 . Burns giAe-, this liin* to ‘ Dr. Y'oung.’ It is not hoAveA'er, a 
cpiotat ion, but a re<*ollection from Young. The autlnu* of 
was also author of Ottan, An Odt, part of which goes tlius : 
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The northern blast, 

The shatter’d mast, 

The syrt, the whirl pot»l, and the rock, 

The breaking spout, 

The stars gone t»ut, 

The boiling strait, the juoiister's shock. 

Let others fear ! 

To Britain dear 

Whate’er promotes her daring elaiin, <!tc. 

P. 219. Slegy on Itobert Ruisseaux. Sc. Robert a bui 11 

being Scots for a •stream or rivulet. 

P. 224. The Inventory. The surveyor of laxt*s was BuriisS 
friend Mr. Aiken, of Ayr. Tin* lines are dated from Mossgiel, Fc‘b. 2a, 
1786. In 1785 Pitt ordt'red a tax on female-servants. Burns himself 
has a few notes on this poem : they are here given. 

1 . 8. ‘ Fore horse on the left hand in the i>lough.* R. B. 

1 . 10. ‘ Hindmost on the left hand in the plough.' R. B. 

I . n. Kilmarnock. R. B. 

II . 14, 15. [This is called ‘riding the broose. ’] 

I. 20. ‘Hindmost hoise on the right hand in th<‘ plough.* R. li. 

1 . 14. S< e the W<*st mi lister As‘-embly's i^hot f( r Cattchi&m, 

1 . 47. Cf. Fergusson Ansun fo J, S.*s : 

The Lord deliver frae temx)tatioii 
A’ holiest folk ! 

P. 226 . Address of Beelzebub. Prt*fac*ed with the* follow mg Note : — 

•To the Right Hououralile the Karl of Breadalbane, President of the 
Right Hoiiourabh* and Honourable the* Highland Society, whicli met on 
the 23rd of May last i 786; at t he Shakesj»eare, Covent ( JaiMleii, to concert 
w.iys and means to frustrate tin* designs of live hundred highlaiidc*rs, 
who, as the Society was informed by Mr. M‘Kon/ae of A pplecmss, were so 
audacious as to attempt an escajie from their lawful lords and mastei-s 
whose property they are, by emigrating from the lands of Mr. Macdonahl 
of (llongarry to the wilds of Canada, in search of that fantastic thing 
— Liberty ! ’ 

P. 227 . Nature’s Law. 

1 . 36. The poet’s son and namesake, born Sej»t. 3, 1786. 

P. 231 . On an Interview with. Lord Baer. Cct. 23, 1786. Jjr>r<l 
Baer was the son and heir of tin* Karl of Selkirk. 

1 . 13. (T. Ramsay — 

Turn oot the brent shh* o* your shin. 

For pride in poets is nae sin. 

u 5 
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P. 232 . At a Rev, Friend’s House. The Maiibe of Loudoun (Now- 
iiiilns) ; the minister, Rov. George Lawrie. 

P. 235 . On Scaring some Water Fowl. Loeh Turit, or Turrit, is 
in a lonely hollow among hills behind Ochtcrtyre House, some two 
miles from Crieff, Perthshire. Date*, Oct. 1787. 

P. 239 . Sir James Hunter Blair. He was Lord Provtjst of Hdin- 
hurgli from 1784 to 1786. He died in 1787. Burns was then livinj; 
in Edinburgh. 

1 . 8. »St. Anthony’s Chapel, on Arthur’s Seat. 

1 . 33. * Grateful Science’ is from Gray’s Ode tm EUnt Colkyv, 

I . 34. ^ Fiiir Freedom’s blossoms’ may be from GtildMiiith : 

Anil thou, fair Fret*«loni 

Thou transitory flower ! 

Still may thy blooms the clianpjeful clime cm lure ! 

P. 241 . Prologue. Woods had )M*eu the intimate friend of Rol'ert 
Fi'rgusson (Burns’s seniin* by scarcely eight years . 

II . 17, 18. Reference to Scottish ])hilosophy, as <*ultivated by Reid, 
and his discit>le Dugald Stewart. 

I . 19. 'rhe ('ompliinent is to Robertsoji the historian. 

II. SI, S3. The drama <»f Jhnnjlns '^,1756'), by the Rev. John Iltuni*, 
was immensely j)o]mlar in Seothuid in the latter lialf of the eigliteeiith 
century. ‘ Wli<*i-e’s your Willy Shakes|M*are now?’ cried a voice from 
the ])it of ail Edinburgh theatre when Douyhiis was first 2>i'<‘^^‘“ted. 
Harley is the lachrymosi* li<*ro of the Man oj Vcdhnj, a sentimental 
novel by Henry Mackenzie sometimes dubbed the Sc<itch Aihlisoii, 
and at least as worthy of the coinplimeiit as Home was desi*rving to he 
named in the same breath with Shakesxieare ! 

P. 247 . Ode to the Memory of Mrs. Oswald. She was the widow of 
Richard Oswald, Esip of Auchincruive, and died Dec. 6, 1788. Burns 
himself narrates the occasion of its comjiosition. ‘ In January last, on 
my road to Ayrshire, I had to i>ut up at Bailie Whigham’s in Sanquhar, 
the only tolerable inn in the jilace. The frost was keen, and the grim 
evening and howling wind were ushering in a night of snow and drift. 
My horse and I were both much fatigued by the labours of the <lay ; 
and just as my friend tlio Bailie and 1 Avere )>iddiiig defiance to the 
storm, over a smoking bowl, in wheels the funereal jiageantry of the 
late Mrs. OsAvald, and iiom* I am forced to brave all the* terrors of the 
tenii>estuous night, and jade my horse — my young favourite horse, 
whom I ha<l just christened Pegasus — farther on through the wildest 
hills and moors of Ayrshire to the next inn. The powers of poetry 
and prose sink under me Avhen I would describe what I felt. Suffice 
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it to say, that when a good fire at New Cumnock had so far recovered 
my frozen sinews, I sat down and wrote the enclosed ode.’ 

1. 17 . The reference is to lier hii.shand, wlio liad been a niercliant in 
London. An army-contract seems to be hinted at. 

P. 248. Slegy on the Year 1788. 

1 . a 8 . ‘ Daviely ’ in this lino seems to be a printer’s bliin<ler for 
^ dowiely.’ See ‘dowf an* dowic^ ’ in Skinner’s TuUochgorum, 

P. 250. Sketch. This poem is in tin* mannt*r, and in llie measure, 
of Goldsmith’s T^vtaUatiaht. 

P. 253. Poetical Address to Mr. William Tytler. This gentle- 
man, tht* laird of Woodhousleo, was author of a ‘ Vindication of Mary 
Queen of »Scots,’ published 1759 . 

P. 258. On a certain Commemoration. This satire was probably 
at the expense of the Earl of S<‘lkirk, who was Ixditwcd to be par- 
simonious to the living ami patronizing to th(‘ dt‘ad. It was he who 
crowne<l Thomson’s bust (or rather Thomson’s books) with ])ay.s at 
Ednam — as recorded in the preceding po(‘m. Burns had been invited, 
but did not go, though ho sent the Addrt*ss (p. 257 ^) —and reli<*ved his 
mind by writing the satire. 

P. 259. Libertie— A Vision. The scene is at Lincluden Abbey. 
An American editor (Mr. Ctcbbie; was the* first to suggest that the first 
part ( 11 . 1-32 j was intended to serve as a kind of piv)logm‘ to th<‘ Odr 
oa. WctshhigUm' Si Birthday (1. 33 to the emE. 

P. 262. Fragment of Ode to Prince Charles Edward. The Ode was 
written for a Jacobite club at Dumfri<*s, and in commemoration of 
Prince Cbarlie’s birtli. The opening lines were these : 

Afar th’ illnstvioiis exile roams 

Whom kingdoms on tin's day should liail ; 

An inmate in tho casual she<l, 

On transient pity’s bounty fed, 

Haunted by busy memory’s bitter tale ! 

Boasts of the forest have their savago liomes ; 

But he, who should imperial purple wear, 

Owns not the lap of earth where rests his royal liead ! 

His wretched refuge dark despair, 

While ravening wrongs and woes pursue, 

And distant far the faithful few 
Who would his sorrow share. 

Then followed the main body of tho Odo, given m our text. And 
the poem concluded with tho following epoele ; 
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Perdition ! baleful rhild of night ! 

Rise and revenge the injured rig^lit 
Of Stuart ’fl royal race ! 

Read on the unmuzzled hounds of hell 
Till all the frighted echoes tell 
The blood-notes of the chase ! 

Full on the quarry point their view, 

Full on the base usurping crew, 

The tools of faction and the Nation’s cuise! 

Hark, how the cry grows on the wind ! 

Tliey loavo the lagging gale beliind ; 

Their savage fury pitiless they pour — 

With mur<lering eyes already they devour ! 

See Brunswick sjient, a wretfdied prf‘y ! 

His life one poor despairing <lay 

Where each avenghig hour still ushers in a w'orse f 
Such havock, howling all abroad, 

Tlicir utter ruin bring 
The base apostates to their Clod, 

And rebels to their king ! 

P. 318. Afton Water. Afton Wafer flow’s into uppt'r Nith tlirongli 
the inland parish of C^iinnock, Ayrshire. 

P. 310. Go fetch to me a Pint o’ Wine. 

1 . 6 . The Ferry is Queensferry, up tin* Firth (»f Forth from Leith. 
The wind w^as tli<*r<*for<* w’esterly* 

P. 320. Highland Mary. Burns first ])eeaine aeqiiainted with 
Mary C*ampb<»ll in the S])riiig of 1786 : sin* w’as then a doniesti** 
ser\ant in some* hous(‘hol<l not far from bis farm of Mossgiel. Ih* 
]>oeame ln*r aeeej)t(‘d lovor ; and they ]di*dged mutual fidelity at 
parting, on tin* second Sunday of May, in a manner pe<*iiliarly solemn 
and romantic. Burns foigot hi.^ vow’s; and Mary, dying in the 
autumn of the same year, was buried in (rreenoek. 

I. 2 , Coilsfield House is meant, occupied in 1786 })y a family of the 
name <»f Montgomery. 

II . 5 , 6 . CT. David’s lament for Jonathan, beginning ‘Ye mf>nnlains 
of Clilboa ’ (2 Sam. i. 2 i\ 

P. 321. To Mary in Heaven. Much of the imagery and sentiment 
of this song will be found in Blair's Grave , — a poem well know’u to 
Burns. For example : 

*0 then the longest summer's da^ 

Seemed too t<M» much in Iwvatt'i : still the fnll heart 
Had not imparted half,' See, 
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But there seems also to }>e a recollection of a little-known Otle by 
Thomson — ^Tell me, thou <^0111 of her T loAe ! * 

!P. 322 . My IdTaunie O. The Luf?ar joins the river Ayr about 
two miles south of Mauchlino. Burns wrote Stinchar, and in all editions 
in liis lifetime Stinchar appears where we now rea<l tin* more eu- 
phonious Taiga r ; hut it was the poet himself that fii st suggested Taiga r. 
Burns perhaps never Avrote moie spimtaneoiisl y and liapi>ily than 
when he Avrote lines 25 28. 

P. 323 . Ae fond Kiss. The lady Avas ‘Clarinda ' Agnes C^raig 
^Mrs. M^Liehose^. Set* Burns’s coiTespondein*e for tin* yt*ars 1787- 
1788. 

P. 323 . My I^annie’s Awa. The r<*fert‘ne«‘ is to * flarinda.' 

P. 325 . Of a’ the Airts. ^ This song T eompose<l out of compliment 
to Mrs. Burns. N.B. It Avas during the honi‘^moon. — K. B.* It was 
Aviitten at Kllislainl, in .Inin* 1788. 

P. 326 . There was a Lad. Kyle is the <*entral diAision of Ayrsliire. 
‘.Ian. 25, 175Q, tin* date <»f my hardship’s Aital existenf*<*. H.B. ’ 

1 . T3. To tell his fortune hy palmistry. 

P. 328 . For a’ that and a* that. Produced Jan. t, 1795. ‘Tin* 
pit*ce,’ Avrote Burns, ^ is not really iioetry.’ Mu(*h of the sentiment of 
this poem aamU h<* found in Young (iV/ryA/ — ‘ Night Sixth’). 

1. 25. Cf. Ooblsinith : 

Princes and lords may floniish or may Jade; 

A breath can mak<» them. Dps* rted \'Uln(fp. 

I . 28- Tie cannot cause tliat to hap2H*n ; Fati* has not glA'en a King 
such poAA'er. See Ritson’s Sutt, Sojigs^ a"oI. ii. j) 104- ‘Faith! tliey 
ma’ na fa’ that.* See also Scott’s Note xlix, lAidg of ihe Lnht , 

P. 329 . Auld Lang Syne. This is a r(‘union song — but almost 
always sung sit patting, Allan Ramsay’s song Avitli this title suggeste<l 
nothing to Bui’iis but the opening line — and the title. For the 
01 iginal Aversion, s(‘t* P. Sempill’s u/inhl Lang Sgttf\ 

P. 330 . Scots wha hae. 

II . 22, 23. ‘ I have horroAved the last stanza from the common stall 
<‘dilioii of JVallact [^TTainilton of ( lilhertfield’s — a m<*r<* travesty of 
Minstrt ‘1 ITarry’s] : 

A talse nsnriier sinks in OA^’cry foe, 

And liberty returns Avith cv'«*ry hloAV : 

— a <*ouplet Avorthy of Iloiner.' — Bukns. 
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P. 332. Macplier son's Farewell. Tliis notorious freebooter was 
execiited at Banff in 1700 . Except the chorus and one stanza this 
wild .stormful s 4 ^»ng is wholly Burns's. 

P. 333. Braw Bads. Gala is a tributary of Tweed. 

P. 334. Ca’ the Yowes. The c-horal stanza is Tibbie* Pagan's ( 1740 — 
18121 ). 

1. 13 . Cludon or Clouden is Bincluden Abbey, at the confluence of 
Cloudoii and Nith, nc‘ar Buinfries. 

P. 338. Duncan Gray. See the ‘Wowing of Jnk and Jenny’ in 
The ErorgreeH, Ailsa Craig is an island rock in the Firth of Clyde, 
op 2 >osite Girvan. 

I. 15 . CJommitting .suicide by drowning. Cf. ‘ Tl»e lov<‘r*s lowp'in 
Banisay’s Thp 

P. 342. The Gloomy Night. When Burns wrote tliis song, in 
tlu‘ autumn of 1786 , In* «*xpocted to sail to the West Iinlies in a 
few days. 

II. 5 , 6 . Cf. 01 way’ .s Orphan, v. ii. : 

So in the flolds 

When the <lostroyer lias boon out for prey 
Tlio scattered lovers of the leathered kind, Sco. 

P. 344. And maun I still on Meiiie doat ? 

11. 21 - 128 . (T. < tray’s Elegy — beginning ‘Haply some honry-lieaded 
.swain may say.* 

P. 351. My ain kind Dearie O. Otherwise entitled TJte Len~rig, 
Tills lovely pastoral wa.s suggested hy a song in Jolinson’s Scott Musical 
Museum, ‘mostly compose<l ' isays Burns, ‘by poor Fergusson in one of 
liis merry humours.' With this remark David Baiiig agrees. 

P. 354. Clarinda. 

11. 3 , 4 . Cf. Ford’s Tite Lady's Trial', also Thomson’s Tf7/i^r : 

Miserable they * . . . . 

Take their la.st look of the ilesceinling sun. 

P. 355. Song of Death. 

11. II, 12 . (H*. Young {Eight Thoughts, v.'' : 

Death loves a shining mark — a signal blow ! 

P. 363. AYillie brew'd. Willie wa.s William Nicol, one of the 
masters of the Edinburgh J-Iigli School ; Allan and Kab weie Allan 
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Masterton, also of the High School, and Burns. The meeting was at 
Nicol’s lodging (in the summer vacation) near Moffat. 

P. 364. Uo Churchman am I. 

11. 21 , 22 . Young {Night Thoughts, ii.) : 

Bite’s cares are comforts ; such by Heaven <lcsign’il ; 

He that has none must make them or he wretc'hed. 

P. 308. Does Haughty Gaul. Burns joined a company of Volunteers 
cnrolh'd at Dumfries in 1795 , find on the oc<*a.sioii wrote tliis song. 

P. 418. The PSto Champetre. 

11. 8 , 9 . Jamt's Boswell, who accompanied J>r. .rt)hiisoii (‘ Ursa- 
Major ’ ; on his tour through the Highlands and Ishinds (d* Scotland. 

P. 461. The Dean of Faculty. 

1. 7 . Henry Erskine, and Robert Diindas (of Arnistoni. Dundas was 
elected ( 1796 ). 

P. 515. Bonnie Das.s of Albany. Tlie marriagt' of Pwnc5 Charles 
Edward Stuart the* Young Pretender) wdth Clementina Walkinsliaw 
was announoe<l, and tlndr daughter, the Duchess j>f Albany, was 
legitimated, by the Parliament of Paris, 1787 . 

P. 629. Willie's Wife. Linkumdoddio is no imaginary place, as is 
commonly supposed. The son of the minister of Broughton, Mr. J. K. 
Cosens, Advocate, writing to The Scotsman, Oct. 4 , 1889 , thus iilentilies 
it : — ‘Five ami a half miles above Brrmghton, on tlie road to Tweedsmuir 
and Moffat, there is a hill burn, which joins the Twec*d, called tin* Logan 
Water, and on the bank of the Tweed, nearly oj)posito to the sj)ot wliere 
the waters meet, stood a thatched cottage known as Liiikumdoddie. 
The place is still nuirked by three trees, but the cottage disappeared 
forty years ago. An old inhabitant of this district told me that he 
minds his grandfather speaking to him about a Oideon Thomson, 
a weaver, who at the (*nd of last century lived at Liiikumdoddie. 
TJiis man was what in tlioso dfiys was called a customer weaver, and 
seems to liave lieeii a character. My informant says he liimself 
remembers the cidtage, and is sure that liis gramlfiitinu' always spoken 
of the place by the name of Liiikumdoddie.* 
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A’, all, 

Almck, hehindj at ihe lutrk. 

Abeigli, at hay, aloof. 

A boon, above. 

Abroa<l, abroad. ^ 

Abived, it) breadth. 

Aoqnont, an/nauihd. 

A’-<lay, all day. 

Adit*, putrid water. 

At*, one; only. 

Aff, qfir. 

Aff-liand, at oner, offhand. 

Aff-loof, off-hand. 

Afore, before. 

Aften, often. 

A-gley, off the right line : a<if{nint. 
Aibliiia, 2terhap<t. 

Aik, an oak. 

Aiken, oaken. 

Ain, 07rn. 

Air or t*ar’, early. 

Airl-peiiiiy, earncst-moneif. 

Airies, earmst-nnuiei/. 

Aim, iron. 

Aims, iions, 

Airfc, point or quarter of the earth or 
sky ; to dirnt. 

Air ted, direeted. 

Aitb, an oath, 

Aiths, oafh^. 

Aits, oafs. 

Aiver, hoj'se no longer young. 

Aizle, a hot cinder. 

Ajeo, to the one side. 

Alako 1 alas t 
Alang, along. 

Amaist, almost. 

Ainang, among. 


I An’, and. 

I An *s, and is. 

I Anee, once. 

Ant*, one. 

' 'Anes, ones, ^ 

I Anitlmr, anothp'. 

Arlt's, tamest nunietf. • 

, Ase,*VK//(«:. *■ 

I A^HleiXt, ohliqu(<ly. »*% 

Astt*t*r, tts///. 

A’tliegitber, alfoqetln r. 

Atliort, athu'utt. 

Atwt*en, betnren, 

Anglit, eight. 

Angliteen, eightten. 

Aughtlins, anything, in the least, 
Anld, old. 

Aiildfarran, sagtteions^ old-fashioned. 
Auinous, alms. 

Ava, at all. 

Awa, away. 

Awe, to ou'e. 

Awet*, a little time. 

Awfu*, awful. 

Awiiie, bearded saitl of )>arlt*y'i. 
Aye, always. 

Ayont, beyond. 

Ba^, a ball. 

Babie-clouts, ha by- clothes. 

Backets, buckets. 

Bade, endmed^ desired. 

Baggio Cdini. of bag , ihe stomach. 
Bainie, bonify muscular. 

BairJis, children. 

Bairntimo, cdl the ehildren of one 
mother. 

Balth, both. 
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BakoFi, btscuifs. 

Ballats, ballads. 

Ban', bahxd. 

Banes, hone^. 

Bang, a stroke. 

Bannet, a bonnet. 

Bannock, a cake of oatmeal bread, 
or a barley scon. 

Bardic, dim of bard, 

Barefit, barefooted, 

Barkit, bathed. 

Barin' (of a stone-pit'*, laying bare 
the stones by removing the tnrf. 
Barley-bn*t‘, ale orivhisky. 

Barm, yeast, 

Barmio, frothing or fermenting. 
Batch, a 2 iarty or gaattiity. 

Batts, flte botts or colic, 

Bauckio-bir<l, the bat. 
l^au<lroiis, a cat. 

}bii] ks, ct oss-bea m s. 

Baiik-cn', end of a bank' or ctoss- 
beam. 

Banld, hold. 
lianmy, balmy. 

Bavvk, a ridge left nniilled, 

Baws’nt, haring a tvhife stripe dotrn 
the face, 

Bawtio, a familiar name for a dog. 
Bc’t, be it. 

Bear, barley. 

Beets, adds fuel to fire, inribs, 

Bofa', hef(dl. 

Behint, behind. 

Bolang, belong to. 

Beld, bald. 

Belly fu', bellyfidl. 

Belyve, by-and-by. 

Bon, the inner or best room of a cottage. 
Benmost bore, the innermost recess, 
or hole. 

Botha nkit, the grace after meat. 
Beuk, a hook. Devil’s pictur’d 
bonks, cards. 

Bicker, a mooden botrl, or a short 
' race. 

Bid, to wish, or ask. 

Bide, to stand, to endure. 

Biel, a habitation. 

Bield, shelti-r, 

Bien (of a pei*son^ 9relldo~do ; (of a 
plac€^) comfortable. 


Big, to hnild. 

Biggin, building. 

Bill, a hull. 

Billie, a comrade, fellow, young man, 
Bings, heaps. 
j Birk, the birch, 

Birkon-shaw, a .^mall hirch-wood. 
Birkie, a lively, young, forward fellow. 
Birring, whirring, 

Birses, Irrisiles, 

Bit, crisis ,* also, little, 

Bizzard gled, a kite. 

Bizz, a bustling haste. 

Bizzy, busy. 

Bizzic's, 

Black Bonnet, the elder. 

Blae, blue, sha^'p, keen. 

Blastie, a term of contempt. 

Blastit, blasted, withered. 

Blato, sha^nefaced, sheepish. 

Blat)it‘r, Idftddi r. 

Bhiiid, to slap : a r/uantity of anything. 
Bland in’, pelting or heating. 

Blaw, to blow, to brag. 

Blawii, blown. 

Blcerit, bleared, 

Bloeze, a hlcLze, 

Bleezin, hlazhig, 

Biel him, an idle talking fell < nr. 
Bletlier, the bladder, 'tumse'nse. 
Blethers, nonsense. 

Bhdh’rin, talking idly. 

Blin*, blind. 

Blink, a short time, a look. 

Blinks, looks smilingly. 

Blinkers, a term of contempt, pretty 
girls, 

Blin kin, smirking. 

Blitter, the mire snijie. 

Blue-gown, one of those beggars who 
get ann^ially on the king's birthday 
a blue cloak or gown with a badge, a 
beggar, a bedesman, 

Blude, blood, 

Bluid, blood, 

Blnme, bloom. 

Bluntie, a stupid person. 

Blypes, peelings. 

Booked, vomited. 

Boddle, n sinall coin, a halfjwnny, 

B< >g’ es, hobgoblins, 

Bonnie, beautiful. 
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Kuniiock«, thick cukes of uufuual 
hi'eaiL 

Uoord, board. 

Boorti’oes, elder bushes. 

Boost, 7uitst 'needs. 

Bore, a hole or rent. 

I^ouk, a cori>se. 

Bouses, drinks. 

B^) w-liougli*d , crook- thujhed. 
Bow-kail, cabhuge. 
liow't, crooked. 

Brae, the slope of a hill. 

Braid, broad. 

Braid-elaitli, broad-clotlt. 

Braid Scots, broad Scotch. 
liraik, a hurnno to break the clods. 
Braiiig’t, rushed fortvard. 

Brak, did break. 

Brak’s, broke his. 

J^raiikie, tcrJl attired. 

Braiiks, a kind of icoodvtt, curb for 
horses. 

B rally, brandij. 

Brash, a sadden short illness. 
l^rats, clofhesy aprons. 

Brattle, a shore race. 

Braw, handsome, yailu dnsstd. 
Brawly, •j>erfccil{j. 

Braxii'S, sheep ivhich hate died if 
a disease called ‘ bra.iij.* 

Brt'astit‘, <Uin. of bnast. 

Briaistit, did spring up or fu'ward. 
BreeliaJi, a horse-collar. 
liri'ckaii, fern. 

Bree, Ju ice, I iqti id. 

Broeks, breeches. 

Brent, high, stnoothj univrinklod. 
Brief, a writing. 

Brig, bridge. 

Brither, brother. 

Britliers, brothers. 

Brock, a hadger. 

Brogue, a trick. 

Broo, water, broth. 

Brooses, races at ciondrg weddings 
tvho shall Jirst reach the bridegr%ionC s 
house on return ing from church. 
Browst, as much nutlt Ihiuor as 
btewed at a tim*'. 

Browstcr- wives, ale-house wires. 
Brugli, burgh. 

Brulzie, a broil. 


Brunstaiie, brimstone. 

Brunt, burned. 

Brust, burst. 

Buckie, dim. of bfnk. 

Buckskin, an inhabitant tf Virginia. 

' Buff, to beat. 

' Bughtin-tiine, the time of toltecting 
the ewes in the jwus to be milked. 

^ Buirdly, strong, welt-knit. 

Bukc, book. 

' Bum, to hum. 
j Bum-clock, a beetle. 

' Bumming, humming. 

Buinmle, a blunderer. 

1 Bunker, a scut in a window. 

I Bnrdies, damsels. 
j Bure, bore, tlid bear. 

I Burns, streams. 

Burnie, stteamlci. 

Buriiewiii, i.e. barn the wind, a 
blacksmith. 

\ Bur-tliistlu, the s/fcar-thistlc. 

, Busking, dressing, decorating. 

• Busk it. dres.scd. 

Busks, a/torns. 

B II ss, a bnsh. 

Bussle, a bastJe. 

But, without, or wanting. 

Hut an’ hen, kitchen and parlour. 

I l^y? past, apart. 

I By attour, in the neighbourhoorf, 
j outside. 

I Byk<‘, a bcc-hirc. 
liyre, ancshcil. 

IJa’, to drin ; a call. 

I’a’d, named, dricen ; lalced. 

Ca’t, called. 

Ca’ thruu’, push forward. 

Cadger, a carrier or travelling d*.alcr. 
Cadie, a fellow. 

Caff, cha ff. 

Ca i rds, tinkers. 

Calf-ward, a small inclosurefor adves. 
Cal Ians, hogs. 

Caller, ft esh. 

Callet, a trail. 

Cam, came. 

Caiikert, canke.ied. 

< 'aiikrie, ca nkered. 

Caiiiia, cannot. 

Caiinie, earefallg, softtg. 
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Oantie, cheeiful, lively. 

Cantrip, a charm, a spell, 
Capo-stane, cope-stone, 

Carl, a carle, a imm. 

Carlin, an old woman. 

Cartes, cards for playimj, 

Cartie, dim. of cart. 

Caudrons, cauldrons. 

Cauf, a calf. 

Cauk and keel, chalk and ruddle. 
Cauld, cold. 

<^iups, wooden, bowl. 

Causey, causeway. 

Cavie, a hen-awjK 
Chii mer, cha m her. 

Change-heU'^e, a taicrn. 

Chap, a fellow. 

Chapman, a pedlar. 

Chaiix>, a blow. 

Cheek for eliow, check J or Jowl. 

< ‘lu'ej), chirp. 

Chiels, yon ny fellows. 

Chiinla, chimney. 

(/hitteriiig, shtreriny wdh cold. 
(Allows, cheirs. 

Chuekie, <liin. of 

liristemln*, < 'hristendom. 

■nifiie,. /«/-/(/»<</. 
achaii, a Intmltl. 

aise, cloilus, 
ailh, <lofh. 
ait li Lug, (btlhtny. 
aiver, to Udk idly ot fuolishly. 
(^lainh, ilomh. 

laiikie, a shmp stiokt. 

(Ma]>, a t la Pi ft r. 

(Maik, tlcrky, scholaily. 

Clarkil, wiott. 

Clarty, dirty. 

Clash, yobsip ; fo talk. 

(.Uatter, to talk ally. 

(.^lauglit, dntched. 

Clauglitin, talthiny at anyfhiny 
yrcedily. 

Claut, to bnatth at. to lay hold of a 
yuantity stfaptd toyctiur. 

Claver, doctr. 

Clavers, idle stones. 

(‘law, scraith. 

Cleekiii, a brood. 

Clued, to dotht. 

ClcLdiiig, doihiny. 


Cleek, to seise. 

Cleekit, lit iked themselves. 

Clegs, gad-Jlies, 

Clink, to rhytne; 7notiey. 

Clinkin, sittiny don n neatly. 
Clinkumboll, tfw church bcll-rinyer, 
Clijis, shears. 

Clishmaclaver, idle talk. 
Cluckin-time, hatchinydime. 

Cloot, the hoof. 

Clootie, Satan. 

Clours, bumps or swcllittys aj’tcr a blotv. 
(’louts, clothes. 

Clout, itatch. 

(’hid, a cloud. 

Cobh‘, a Jishiny-boat, 

Cock, to ctett. 

Cocks, yood fellows. 

Cod, aj^illow, 

(’o’er, to cover. 

Coft, boiiyUt. 

Cog, a woodtn tlish. 

(k)ggie, dim. of toy. 

Coila, //<>m Kyle, a distntt of Ayr- 
shire. 

ColIit‘, asheepdoy. 

(’ollieshangie, an uproar, a, quarrel, 
( ’ommaiis, comma ttdmtnts. 

C< »m x>h ‘ j i i n , complatniny, 

(/ood, thi cud. 

C oofs, fools, nitttfies. 

Cookit, appeared and disappeared, or 
itecpvd. 

(’oost, dtd cast, 

Cootii*, a kind fflaryt spoon, or spade; 

also, Jiafhtred, at the ancles, 
(’orhit's, (tows. 

Corii’t, yi'd with oafs. 

Corss, the mat ket-cross. 

(/ouldna, could not, 

Countra, voutUry. 

Coutliie, kindiy, locincj, comfot table. 
Cowj>, to tumble oter, 

Ct»wx)it, tumbled, 

Cow’rin, cower iny. 

Cowr, to cower. 

Cour, to cower. 

Cowte, a colt. 

Crack, a story or harangue, talk. 
Crackin, conversing, gossiping. 

Craft, a iroff. 

Craig, the throat. 
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Craigs, crags, 

Craigy, craggg, 

Craiks, landrails, 

Crambo-cliiik, rhymes^ or doggerel 
verses crammed together. 

Craiiibo-j ingle, rhymes, 

Crankous, fretful. 

Craiireuch, hoar frost. 

Crap, crop. 

Craw, to crow. 

Creel, a haskel. 

Creep ie-cliair, the chair or stool of 
repentance. 

Creeshie, greasy. 

(b*oeks, old sheep), 

C roods, coos, 

Crooded, cooed, 

Croiiie, an intimate comrade. 

Ciooii, a groaning or munnaring 
soioid, 

Croucliie, crook-hackcd. 

Crouse, brisk and bold, 

Crowdic, porridge. 

Crowdie-tiine, breakfast -time. 
Cruniiuock, a sta,0' with a ttooked 
head, 

Cb*iimi), crisp or crumbly. 

Cruiit, a blow 0)1 the head with a 
ctafgel. 

Cuddle, tofo)idle. 

(.’uifs, bloekhcaflsy ni)t*(iis. 

Cuinmoek, asta f tcifh aeroofad hcCAl, 
I’ureli, a female head-dress. 

Cureliie, a curtsy, 

Curiiiurriiig, '/ mnJditig. 

Curpiij, the crupper. 

Ciir]>le, the crupper. 

C u Si i a t s, % cood -p igcon s. 

Custoek, the heart of a stfdk of 
cabbage. 

Cutty, shoit. 

T>addie, father. 

Daos’t, stupefied, dazc(t. 

Daffin, nitrrimod. 

Daft, foolish, sportive. 

Dai Is, deals of wood. \ 

Daimen-icker, an occasional ear of j 
corn. 

Daniies, dim. of dames. 

Dam, icater, 

Dang, knocked, 


Danton, to subdue. 

Darklins, darkling. 

Daud, a lump ; to kiawh. 

Daudin", pelting. 

Daun t i ngl y , dan ntlessly. 

Daur, to dare. 

Daurna, dare not. 

Daiit, to fondle, to doat on. 

Daw, to dawn. 

Dawtit, fondled, caressed, 

Daurg, a daifs 'work, 

Daviely, spiritless, [Dowit'ly.] 
Davie’s, King J)a rift's. 

Dead-sweer, e.^lretnely reluctfuit. 
Deave, to deafen, 

Deils, devils. 

Deil nia care, devil nmy care, 'no 
nu liter for tdl that. 

Dc‘il liaet, devil a thing ; devil have it 1 
Dcdeerit, delirious. 

Delvin, delving. 

Descrivt', to flescribe. 

Deservin’t, flescrving of it. 

Deuk, a duck. 

I>ev<'l, a stunning hhur. 

Diddle, to Jog, or Jidd/c. 

Dilft‘r, difarcnce. 

Digbt, cleaned Jntm. cim^fy to fvipe 
away. 

Din, dun in cotottr. 

Ding, to surjKiss, to beat. 

Dink, neat, t)im. 

Dintisi, flo not. 

Dirl, a tit rilling blote. 

Dizzeii, a ftozf u. 

Doeliter, daugldet. 

Doited, stupejifd. 

Doiisie, stupid, tttinianagf abU. 
D<»oked, flucktd. 

D<k>1, sorrow. 

Di>olfn% sorrowful, 

D« >os, 2 )i'J*‘ons. 

J>orty, saucy, sullett. 

Douce, grave, sober, tnodcsl, gentle. 
f>oucely, soberly. 

Doudled, dandled, 

Douglit, eoffld, might. 

Doiiglit na, did not, t)r did not 
choose to, 

Doup, fife backside, the bottom. 

Dour, stubbotn. 

Dow, do) can. 
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DowfF, pithless^ dull. 

faded or toorn with sortow, sad. 
Downa bido, ca^inot stand. 

Dowiia do, impotence. 

Doylt, stupid. 

Doytin, walking stupidly. 

Doze* 11 ’d, impiotentj torpid or he^ 
numbed. 

Draiglit, draggled. 

Drantfci, sidlen Jits. 

Drap, d7'op, a s^nall quantity. 
Drappie, dim. of drap. 

Drappi ng, d^'opp i yig. 

Drauniing, drawling^ of a slow enun- 
ciation. 

Dree, to eiidure. 

Dreepiiig, drpping. 

Dreigb, tedious mid slow. 

Driddle, jday on the Jiddle without 
skill. 

Drift, a drove. Ft‘ll aft’ tin* drift, 
ivamlercd from his cu^npanions. 
Droddiim, the breteh. 

Drone, the bagpipe. 

Droop-ruinprt, that droops at the 
crupper. 

l>rouk, to (heiuh. 
r)ronkit, wet, dtenched. 

Drouth, thirst. 

Druutliy, thirsty. 

Drukeii, drunken. 

Drunily, muddy. 

Drummoek, meal and water mLied 
raw. 

Drunt, pety sullen humour. 

Dry, thirsty. 

Dubs, iniddles. 

Duds, gai'ments. 

Duddie, ragged. 

Duddies, garments. 

Dung, knocked, exhausted. 

Dunted, beat, thumped. 

Dunts, blows, knocks. 

Dark, a dirk. 

Dusht, push* (I . 

DwallinSj d*c*lUng. 

Dwalt, dwelt. 

Dyvors, bankrupts, disreputable 
fellows. 

Farns, eagUs. 

Fastlin, eastern. 


Eo, €7je ; to watch. «« 

Eeii, eijen. 

E'e brie, the eyebrow. 

E’en evening. 

E'i'iiins, evenings. 

Ec'rie, having or producing a super- 
stitious feeling of dread ; dismal. 
Eild, age. 

Eke, also. 

Eliiucks, elbows. 

Eldritcli, elvish ; strange, wild, 
hideous. 

Eleekit, elected. 

Eller, an elder. 

En', end. 

Enbrugli, Edinburgh. 

Em*brugh, Kdinburyh. 

Enow, enough. 

Erse, Gaelic. 

Etlier-sta no, adder-stone. 

Ettle, design. 

Expeckit, expect* *1. 

Eydent, diligent. 

Fii\ lot ; also, hue* as one's lot, obtain. 
Eaddoin’t, fatlunned. 

Fat*, foe. 

Faem, fram. 

Kaikit, bated, for giwn, txtused. 
Failiiis, failings. 

Fair-fa’, mag good Iwjall ! 

Fairin, a present, a reward. 

Fairly, enfirtlg, c*nupletehj. 

Fallow, a f* How. 

Fa’ll orfa’eij, hat e fallen. 

Fan, found. 

Fand, found. 

Farls, cakes of oat-brtatl. 

Fasli, trouble mys*df. 

Fasli your thumb, trouble yourself 
in the least. 

Fasb ous, troublesome . 

Fasten-een , Fasten^ s~even {before Lent') . 
Fatt’ rols, ribbon-ends. 

Faugh t, a, fight. 

Fauld, a fold. 

Faulding, folding. 

Faulding slap, the gate of the fold. 
Fause, Jalse. 

Faut, fault. 

Fautor, a transgressor. 

Fawsont, scemlg, respectably. 
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Fearfa", fearful. 

Feat, spruce. ‘ 

Feclit, to fight 

Fock, the greater portion, 

Feckly, mostly. 

Fecket,an under ivaisicoat with sleeves. 
Feckless, powerless^ ivilhout effect. 
Fog, a fig. 

feud. 

Fell, the flesh immediately under the 
skin; keetiyhiting ; tasty. 

Fen, a shift, j^rorision. 

Fend, to keep off] to live comfortably, 
Ferli(», ivonder. 

Fetch* t, pulled by fits and starts. 

Fey, fated. 

Fidgo, to fidget. 

fidgetting with eaget ntss. 
Fiel, soft, smooth. 

Fient, Jiend. Tht‘ ii, the 

devil a. 

Fier, healthy, sound ; brother, ft iend, 
Fien*, companion. 

Fillic*, a filly. 

Fin*, 

Fissle, basttf or lusfb. 

Fit, foot. 

Fittie-laii, the tteat hotst oftfa httaltt- 
most pair in the plough. 

Fizz, to make a hissing noise tike fer- 
mentation. 

Flattin, ffapiung, fluffei ing. 

Flae, ajiea. 

Flang, did fling ot (upit. 

Flanneii, flantal. 

Fleech’<i, sujtpUcatcd, f lath ad. 

Flee, a fly. 

Fleesh, a Jleete. 

Flog, a fright, a rataloin sttoke. 
Fleth’rin, flattering. 

Fie wit, a sharp blow. 

Fley*d, seated. 

Hichterin’, flatlet ing. 

Flinders, shrrds. 

Flinging, data ing wildly. 
Flingin-trce, ajlail. 

Fliskit,/re^^£y? and (attend. 
Flittering, Jlnttering. 

Flyte, to Si old 
Fodgel, squat, j^lump. 

Foor, fared, ivent. 

Foord, a find. 


Foorsday, Thursday. 

Forbears, forefather's. 

For bye, besides, 

Forfairn, worn out, jaded. 
Forfonghten, fatigued. 

Forgather, meet, fall in, with, 

Forg i e, forgi re, 

Forjesket, Jaded icith fatigue. 

Yovrii, forward. 

Fothor, fodder. 

Foil, full, tipsy. 

Foughteii, troublid. 

Fouth, abundance, 

Yo\y, ft dl measurt ofeotti, bushel. 
YriXQ. from . 

Fn*ath, to froth. 

Freni it, strange, for* ign. 

YrxavC , friend. 

YvCjull. 

Fu<l, hates tad. 

Fiifl‘*t, pa fed, blew. 

Fiirder, fartheram i , suc( t ss\ 

Fiiriiis, troodi th fot ms or seats. 
Furr-ahiii, tin hindmost Juuse on the 
right hand tf the p'ttagh. 

VwrvH, fart oiv'i. 

Fushionless, ^nV/z/ess'. 

Fy, an exctattiation of haste. 

Fyke, trouble, fass. 

Fylc‘, to sod or dirty. 

C4ab, the mouth ; to prate. 

ae, go, gave. 
llaed, trrnt. 

Gaets, manntrs, or wags. 

Gairs, ^qnitpJe jtcttehes,* 

(lane, gone. 

Gang, go. 

Gangrel, vagratd. 

Gar, to make, 

Garten, gutter. 

Gasli , sagacious, 

Gasliiii, conversing. 

Gat, got. 

Gate, manner, nag or road. 

Hatty, stcelled. 

Gaueie, large, Imshg, full, staUly. 
Gaud, the plough shaft. 
llaudMiiaii, a ploaghboy, tin bog who 
dt ires tin* Inuses in the plough. 
Gaun, going. 

Gaunted, gate tad 
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C4awcio, jdUy, hirgc, Jlouriahinfj. 
Gawkies, foolish persons, 

Gawn, Gavin, 

Gay lies, pretty weU, 

Gear, wealthy goods. 

Geek, to toss the head in scorn. 

Gods, pike. 

Gcnty, slender, 

Geordie, George. Tho yollow 
torM Geordio, a gniaea. 

Get, child, 

Ghaists, ghosts, 

Gio, girv. 

Gied, gave. 

given. 

(ii’eii, giten, 

Gies, give ns. 

Gif*, if, 

Giftio, dim. of gift, 

<4iglots. htnghing (hiidien. 

Gillie, dim. af gill. 

Gilpey, a young person. 

Gimmcr, a ewe two years old. 

Gill, if. 

Girdle, a nnnlnr idnii <f non for 
toasting (alas on, the /ire. 

Girii, to gn'n. 

Girrs, hoops. 

Gizz, a wig. 

Glaikit, thoughtless, giddy. 

Glaizie, snuudh, glossy. 

Glamour, e^fut of a charm. 
Glaum’d, grasped. 

Gled, a kite. 

Gleed, a live coal. 

Gleg, sfaup; cleverly . swiftly. 

Gleib, a gleh or portion. 

Glib-gabbet, thatsjjeaks smoothly and 
readily. , 

Glintc'd, glanced. 

(floainiii, twilight. 

(;loamiii-sliot, a twilight interview. 
Glowriii, stai ing. 

Giowr’d, look* ft eanustly, stand. 
Gluiich, afroini. 

Goavaii, moving and loohing Vxicantly. 
Gotten, got. 

Gowaii, the daisy. 

Gow<l, gold. 

Gowdeii, goldtn. 

GowfTd, golfd. 

Gowk, a fool. 


Gowling, howling. 

Gralf, a grave. 

Grained, groaned. 

Graip, a pronged instrument. 

Graith, harness accoutretnents. 
Granos, groans. 

Grannie, grandmother. 

Grape, to grope. 

Grapit, groped. 

Grat, wept. 

Groo, aptize ; to agree. 

(»reo*t, agreed. 

<»reot, to wee}*. 

Griens, longs for. 

<Srip])<‘t, gripped, taught hold of. 
Gribsle, gristle. 

Grit, great, 

Grozei, a goosahet t y. 

Grumphi«‘, the sow. 

Grim*, the giound. 

Gruiistani', a ip indstone. 

Gruntle, the toanlenance, a grunting 
noise. 

tirun/ie, the mouth. 

(fru.sliie, thhk, of thriving growth. 
Grusoini*, ill favoured, 

Grulti‘ 11 , wejd. 

Gudei'ii, good tvm. 

Gudemaii, good man. 
liudos, goods, 

Guid, good. 

(biid-e’eii, good tvvn. 

Guidfatlier, father-in-law. 

Guiilwife, the mistress of the house, 
the landlady. 

(4uid-willie, hearty. 

Gully, a large knife. 

Gulravage, riotous and hasty. 
Gumlio, muddy, discoloured. 

G umi>tion , iinderstamling. 

Gusty, tasteful. 

Gutcher, grandfather, goodsire. 

Ha*, hall, 

Haddin, holding, inlnntance. 

Hae, have. 
llafletrf, the temples. 

Haflliiis, />ar% ; also, growing lads. 
Hafflins-wise, almost half. 

Hag, a pit in muss(\s ami moors. 
Haggis, a kind of p mid ing boiled in 
the stomach if an o.c or a sheep. 
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lliiiii, to sixirt, to saw, 

Hain’d, spared. 

harvest, 
faith t 

Ilaivers, idle talk. 

Hald, an ahid/nt/~2dftve. 

Hale, whole, entire. 

Haly, hohj, 

Hallan, a partition- wall in a cottage, 
ha l-tnd. 

Hall ions, clotnis, rt)ystvrers, 
Hallowmas, the ^ist oj Ottobtr. 
Hamo, home. 

Han’, hand, 

Han’ afore, the fore^nosl horse on the 
left hand in the /dongh. 

Han’ ahlu, the hindmost hoist tni tin 
hjt hand in the plough. 
Hand-breed, a hand-breadth. 
Hand-walod, tartfully stlc(ttd by 
hand. 

Handlers, without hands, useless^ 
awhuard. 

Hangit, hangtd. 

Haiisoi, a gift for a paitimlar .stastm, 
or the Jirst momy on any paiticidar 
occasion. 

Hap, to ivrap. Winter liap, ninfir 
clothing. 

Hap, hop. 

Happer, a httpper. 

Happing, hopping. 
Hap-step-an’-lowp, hop, step, and 
jump. 

Hark it, hearkemd. 

Harn, coarse linen. 

Har’sts, harvests. 

Hash, a soft, useless Jdlow. 

Hash’d, tut. 

Haslock, the f nest trooJ, being the lock 
that grows on the hals or throat. 
Hastit, hashd. 

Hand, to hold, 

Hauf, the half. 

H auglis, low lying lands on, Ihehordtt 
of a rirtr. 

Hauns, hands. 

Haurl, to drag. 

Haurlin, peeling, diagging of. 
Haiiver, lomsely ground. 

Havins, good nianntrs. 

Hav’rel, half-witted. 


Hawkie, a cow, proptrly on with 
a white face. 

Healsonie, wholesome. 

Heapit, heaped. 

Hearin’, hearing. 

Hearse, hoarse. 

! llech, an exclamation ofsiupiise and 
grhf. 

Heclit, foretold, offered. 
lleclitin’, making to jHtnt. 

Heckle, a comb used in dressing hemp, 

, Jlax, ^e. 

Heeds- o’er-g< >wdy, head-oeer-heels. 
Hec*ze, to elevate, to hoist. 

Heft, haft. 

Hellini, the htlm. 
lleii-brou, htn broth. 

Herriet, hat i ml. 

llerrynient, idiuidei ing, devastation. 
llersed, herself. 
llel, hot. 

Heiigh, a 2)if oi tuitia. 

Honk, a napingdiook, 
llieh, high. 

Hidin’, hiding. 

Hie, high. 

Hileb, to hohblf . 

Hilehili, halting. 

Hitl*tax>, Tiill-iitp. 
lliltie-skiltie, hilter-shelti r. 

Hiuisel, himseff. 

Him*y, homy. 
lling, to hang. 

Hirples, walks as if vi iftpltd. 

H issel, liirsel, as many cattle or 
sheep as one ptrson tan attend, 
Ilistie, dry, barren. 

Hitch, a loop or knot. 

Hizzies, young women. 

Hoast, a cough, 

Hoddin, jogging, jdoflding, 

Hoggic*, a young sheejj one gtar old. 
Hog score, a line dtawit atruss the 
, mik in the game of (urling. 

' Hoi»~sUoutlier, a kind of horse-play 
by just! ing with the shouUb r. 

Hol’t, holed, ptifoiabd. 

Hoodie -craw, the hooded trow. 

, Huul, the outer skin or case. 

Hoolio I sbqr ! cautiously I sojtly 1 
Hoord, hoard. 

. >ordet, hoarded. 
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Horn, a sjioon or a oomh made of 
horn, 

Ilornie, Satan. 

Host or hoast, a cough. 

Hostin, coughing. 

Hotcli'd, fdgcttcd, 

Houghmagrtinlit*, fornication. 
Iloulots, owU. 

HovVl, swelled. 

Ilowdio, a midwife. 

Howo, hollott), 

Howe-backit, sindi, in the back. 
Howes, hollows. 

Howkit, digged, dug uin 
1 toy so, hoist. 

Hoy't, urged. 

Hoyte, to more vlumsihj. 

Hughoc, Hugh. 

Huiider, a hundred, 
lluiikors, the hams. 
lluiitit, hunted. 

Hurohooii, a hedgehog. 

Huivhiii, an urchin. 

Hnrdios, hi 2 >s. 

Hurl, to wheel or whirl. 

Husliion, stocking-leg, wot n on the 
ann. 

Jlyte, mad. 

lekor, an ear of corn. 
lor’oo, a great-grandchild. 

Ilk, each. 

Ilka, everg. 

Ill o’t, bad at it. 

Ill-willie, ill-natured. 

Indentin, indenturing. 

Iiigiiio, genius, ingenuitg. 

Ingle cheek, the Jircside. 

Iiigle-lowe, the household /ire. 

I’se, 1 shall or ivill. 

Isna, is not. 

It her, other. 

Itsel, itself. 

a Jade, a wdd young wonnui. 
Jiinwar, January. 

Jauk, to dally, to trt/le. 

Jaukin, trifling, dallying. 

Jauiier, foolish talk. 

J a u p.s , splash es. 

Jillet, a Jilt. 

Jimp, sletuhr. 


Jimply, neatly. 

Jink, to dodge. 

Jinkor, that turns quickly. 
linkers, gay, sprightly girls. 

Jinkin, dodging, 

Jirkinet, an outer Jacket or Jerkin 
100171 by women. 

Jirt, a Jerk ; to squirt, 

Jo, sweetheait, Joy. 

Joctelegs, daspi knives. 

Joes, lovers. 

Joriiiii, the Jug. 

Jouk, to duck, to make obeisance. 
Jow, to swing and ring, 

J uinpit. Jumped. 

Jundic, to Justle. 

Kaos, daws. 

Xail, broth. 

Kail-blade, the leaf of the coti u'ort. 
Kail-runt, the stem of the eoleivort. 
Kain, farm piroduie paid as rent. 
Kebars, rafters. 

Kebbuek, a chtesi. 

Keekle, to cackle, to laugh. 
Keekin’-glasi^, a looking-glass. 

Keeks, peejis. 

Keepit, kept. 

Kelpii‘S, wakr-sjnrits. 

Ken, know. 

Keii'los, kindles. 

Keiiu*d, Known. 

Keniiiii, a little bit. 

Kent, knew. 

Kep, to catch anything when falling. 
Ket, a/leece. 

Kiaugli, anxiety., tark. 

Kilbagi**, the name of a certain hind 
of whishy. 

Kilt, to tuck nj). 

Kiinmer, a married tooman, a gossip. 
Kin’, kind. 

King’s-hood, a i>art of the entrails of 
an ox. 

Kintra, country 

Kintra cooser, a country stedhon. 
Kirn, a churn. 

Kirns, harvesf-honn s. 

Kirseii, to christen. 

Kist, a chest. 

Kitchen, anything that cats with bread 
to serve for a relish. 
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Kitchens, aeaffotis, makes palatable. 
Kittle, to tickle ; ticklish, flijfic^ilf, 
Kittlin, a kitten. 

Kiutlin, fontUi ng, 

Knaggie, like knags, or points of rock, 
Knappin-hammers, hamme'is for 
breaking stones. 

Knowe, a knoll. 

Knurlin, a dwarf , knotted, gnarled. 
Kye, cows. 

Kytes, bellies. 

Kythe, discover, appear. 

Laddie, a lad. 

Lade, a load. 

Laggeii, the angle between the side and 
bottom of a wooden dish. 

Laigh, low. 

Laik, lack. 

Lair, lore. 

Lairing, sticking in mire or mad. 

Lai til, loth. 

Laithfu’, hasltfid. 

Lallan, lowland. 

Lainpit, limpet. 

Ijan*, land, estate. 

Lane, alone. 

Lanely, lonely. 

Lang, long. 

Lap, did leap. 

Lave, the rest. 

Laverocks, larks. 

Lawin, sliot. reckoning, hill. 
Lawlan’, lowland. 

Lea'e, leave. 

Leal, true, loyal. 

Lea- rig, a grassy ridge. 

Lear, lore, learning. 

Lee- Ian g, live-long. 

Leesome, or lo’esome, pleasant. 
Leeze me, leif (or dear) is to me ; mine 
above everything else be. 

Leister, a three-barbed instrument for 
sticking fish. 

Len% leml. 

Leugh, laughed. 

Leuk, look, appearance. 

Libbet, gelded. 

Licket, beating. 

Licks, a beating. 

Liein, Ming lies. 

Lion, lain. 


Lift, heaven, a large quantity. 
Lightly, to under ralnr, to slight. 

Lilt, sing. 

Limmer, a woman of loose manners 
or moials. 

Limpit, limped. 

Lin, a waterfall. 

Tiinket, tripped deftly. 

Link in , b ijrping. 

Linn, a waterjall. 

Lint, Jlax. 

Linties, linnets. 

Lipjieiied, ti listed. 

Loan, lane. 

Lo*<‘d, hwed. 

Jjon’on, London. 

Loof, palm of the hand. 

Loosonie, lovesome. 

Loot, did let. 

Looves, palms, 

Losh, a petty oath. 

Longli, a lake. 

T^nns, fi Hows, rasi ah. 

Lonp, to hap, 

Ijowe, /lame. 

Jjowan, /laming. 

Lowin, biasing. 

Lowpin, leaping. 

Lowping, leaping. 

Lowse, to loosen. 

Luekie, a designation applied to an 
elderly woman. 

Lug, the ear. 

Luggot, eared. 

Liiggios, small wooden dishes with 
straight handles. 

Luke, look. 

Luin, the chimney. 

Lunardie, a bonnet calhd a/ter 
Lunardi, the aeroiiaut. 

Lunt, a cohiinn of smoke. 

Luntin, smoking. 

Luve, love. 

Luvers, lover's. 

Lyart, grey. 

Lynin, lining. 

Maf, more. 

Mair, more. 

Maist, almost. 

Mak, make. 

Mailio, Molly. 
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Mailins, farms^ 

Mang, among. 

Mantoels, mantJea. 

Mashlum, mi red corn. 

Maskin-pat, a tea-pot. 

Maukin, a hare. 

Maun, must. 

Maunna, mast not. 
mait. 

Mavis, the thru.sh. 

Mawin, mowing. 

Mawn, a basket ; mtnrn. 

Meero, a mare. 

Meikle, as mach. 

Mi*l<Uu*, mr}! sent to the mill to be 
ground. 

M<41, to meddli . 

Melvie, to soil with mud. 

Mon*, mend. 

Monse, good manners. 

Moss John, the clergyman. 

Measiii, a dttg of mixed breeds. 
Mithloii, the dunghill. 
Mi<i(ion-or<H*ls, dunghill hashits. 
Mid(l<*ii-holo, the dunghill. 

Mini, prim. 

Mim-inou’d, prim-mouthed. 

Mill*, remembrance. 

Mill*, mind. 

Minnie, mother. 

Mirk, night; murky. 

Mi&ca*d, abused. 

M i sguidin* , m isgu iding. 

M i s liantt* i*. m is/ortiute. d isaster. 
Misloar’d, mischievous ; ill-hred. 
Mist, missed. 

Mistouk, mistook. 

Miilnu*, mother. 

Mixtio-maxtie, confusedly mixed. 
Moistify, to make moist. 

Mony, many. 

Mools, the earth of graves. 

Moop, to nibble^ to keep company 
with. 

Moorlan*, moorland. 

M(tss, a morass, 

Mou’, mouth. 

Moudioworta, moles. 

Muokle, great, big, much. 
Musliii-kail, thin broth 
Miitelikiii, an hlnglish pint. 

Mysol, myself. 


Na*, not^ no. 

Nao, no. 

Naebody, nobody. 

Naig, a nag. 

Nano, none. 

Nappy, strong ale. 

Natch, gripy hold. 

Noibors, neighbours. 

Needna, 7ieed 7iot. 

Neist, next. 

Neuk, nooA', cornier. 

Now-(*a*d, neivly calred. 

Nick, to break j to sticr suddenly. 
Nickan, cutting 
Nickf't, caught y cut ojf. 
Nick-nfi<‘kots, curiosities. 

Nicks, notches. 

Niest, yiext. 

Niovo-fu*, a fist- full. 

N levels, fists. 

NifTor, excha^uje. 

Nits, 7iufs. 

No<‘ht, 7udhing. 

Norlaml, Northland. 

Nowtts cattle, 

O*, of. 

O’orlay, outside cravafy ^nnffter. 
O’<‘rword, refrain. 

Ony, any. 

I Orra, superfuo7is, extra. 

I O't, 0/ it. 

I Ought, aught y a^iything. 

I Ouglitlins, anj/ihing in, the lea^f. 

Ourie, shivering, dro<ypmg. 

] Oursol, our set res. 

I Out-cast, a guarxet. 

Outlor, un -housed, outlying. 

Owro, over, too. 

Owson, oxmi. 

Pack an’ thick, on intimate terms, 
closely familiar. 

Packs, twelve stones. 

Paidlo, to paddle. 

Paidlea, w^iuder's about rrifhout aim. 
Painch, j^aunch, sUnnach. 

Paitricks, partridges. 

Pangs, crams. 

Parislien, the parish. 

Parritoli, port idge. 

Par r itch -pa ts , porr i dge-pots. 



<5fo00Ar^. 607 


Pat, %nnt ; a pot, 

Patti o, a pJo^*gh-spa^e, 

Paughty, haughtiiy petulant. 

Paiikie, cunning, sty. 

Pay^t, paiff, 

Pucban, the stomach. 

Poeliin’, panting. 

Penny wliet'p, small beer. 

Fettle, a plough-spade, 

Phraisin, flattering., coaxing. 

Pickle, a small quantity. 

Pit, put. 

Placads, public proclamations. 

Plack, an old i^cofeh coin, the third 
part of a Scotch jiemiy, twelve of 
which make an English j)enny. 
Plaiden, plaidimj. 

Plenitslied, stocked, 

Pleiigh, plough. 

Pliskie, a mischievous truk. 

Pliver, a plover. 

Plumpit, 2 tlumi)ed. 

PockB, UHittets or hags. 

Poind, to S( ir.e or distrain. 

Poortith, poveity. 

Pou, to putt : to gat In r. 

Pouk, to pluck. 

Poupit, the p*nl 2 nt. 

Pouse, push or thrust, 

Poussie, a hare. 

Pouts, chicks, 

PoutherM, 

Pouthery, powdery. 

Pow, the head, the poll. 

Pownie, a pony. 

Powther, powder. 

Proe, to taste. 

Preen, a pin. 

Prent, jwint. 

PrieM, tasted. 

Prief, ptroof, 

Priggin', haggling, 

Priinsie, demure, 2 ^rhn. 

Propone, tojn'o'jiose, 

1‘roveses, provosts. 

Pu*, to pull, 

P u d do e k - stool s, foa d stool s. 

Puir, poor. 

Fund, 2 *ounds. 

Pyet, the magpie. 

Pyke, to pick. 

Pyles, grains. 


Quaick, quack. 

Quat, quit, quitted. 

Qiiaukin*, quaking. 

Quean, a young woman. 

Quey, a young cow. 

Quo’, quoth, 

Rab, jRoh. Eoherf. 

Rad, afraid. 

Rade, <iode. 

Ragweed, the plant rag^cort, 

Raiblos, rattles nonsenst. 

Rail*, to 7-oar, 

Raise, rose. 

Raiz4‘, to madden, to injlanu. 
Rambliii, rambling. 
TtiuntoayAWffafigited. 
Ramgunsboek, rugged. 

Ram-stain, fonoard, 2 ^>wv 'date. 
Randie, quarrelso^ne, 

Randy, a vi ren. 

Ranting, 7ioisy, full of a^timal spirits. 
j Rants, Jodifuations. 

Rape, a ro27e. 

Raploeb, coarse doth. 

Rask, a rush. 

Rash-buss, a hush of rushes. 

Riittan, a 7 at. 

Rations, 7’ats. 

Rjinele, rough, 7'ash, sfui'dy. 

Ra light, 7-( ached. 

Raw, a row. 

Rax, to stt f tch. 

Ream, cteam. 

Rt*bute, a rebut, a 7rjnd.se. a 7-ehuhe. 
Ri‘de, counsel. 

Red-wud, stark 7nad. 

Reekin, smoking. 

Re<*kit, S77U}hed, s7noky. 

Reeks, s7noke.s. 

Reestit, smoke-dried ; stood 7'estive. 
Reif randies, 7 'oysterers. 

Riunead, 7e7nedy. 

Remuve, remove. 

Row, to take pity. 

Rickies, sUwks of grain. 

Rig, a ridge. 

Riggin, rafUrs. 

Rigwoodic, withe7'ed, sn27less. 

Rin, 7-U71. 

Rink, the coinse of the shmes in 
cu7’ling. 
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Kinniii, running. 

Kip]), a hantifuJ of unthradhed corn. 
Ripplo, weaknefifi in the hack and 
reins. 

Ripplin-kiime, a fax-comh. 

Kiskit, wade a noise like fite tearing of 
roots. 

Riv©, to hurst or tear. 

Rock, a distaff. 

Rock in, a social gathering, the wome^i 
sfinnning on the rock or distaff, 
Roon, rouiul. 

Roose, to praise. 

Rc)f)sty, rustg. 

Rouii’, rou7Hl. 

Roni)ot, hoarse as toifh a cold. 
Kf>uthio, welt flled^ ahundayit. 
Rowes, rolls. 

Rowte, to low, to bellow. 

Rowtli, alnmdance. 

Rowtin, hnrittg. 

Rozet, 7os{n. 

RnofiT, rueful. 

Rnnj*, a cudgil, 

RunklM, u'linkled. 

R\mts, the stems of (uhhage. 

Ryk<*, reach. 

Subs, sohs. 

Sao, Ko. 

Snft, soft. 

Sail*, sore : to sf^re, 

Siiirly, sorely. 

Sair’t, sereed. 

Sang, song. 

Sanno<*k or Sawiib*, Alexander. 
Sark, a shirt, 

Sarkit, provided in shirts, 

Saugli, the 'trilloiv, 

Saul, soul. 

Saiint, saints. 

Sant, salt. 

Saw, to sow. 

Sawniont, « salmon. 

Sax, six, 

Scaitli, hurt. 

Scaur, to scare. 

Scaur, frightened. 

Scaud, to scald. 

Scawl, a scold. 

S<*ho, she. 

Schoolin’, schooling, teaching. 


Scones, barley cakes. 

Sconner, to loathe ; disgust. 
Scraichiii, screeching. 

Sereed, a tear, a rent; to repeat glibly, 
Scriechin’, screeching. 

Scrieviii', gilding easily, 

Scrimpit, scanty. 

Scrimply, sparingly. 

Scroggie, covered \oith stunted shrubs. 
Seuldud<i’ ry, fot nication. 

Seizins, investitures. 

Sol, self. 

Seirt, sold. 

Sen’, send. 

Set, lot. 

Sets, becoyneSj set off, starts. 

Settlin’, settling. 

ShacliTt, loose and ill-shaped. 
Sliaird, a shred, 

Shangan, a dejt stlch, 

Shanna, shedl not. 

Sliaul, shallow. 

Shaver, a irag. 

Shavie, a trick. 

Shaw, show. 

Shaw’d, .showed. ^ , 

ShawH, wooded dells. 

Sheep-shank, Wha thinks himsol 
nae sht^ep-shank banc, who thinks 
himself no unimportant person. 
Sheers, shears. 

Sheugh, a french or ditch. 

Sliouk, shook. 

ShioJ, a shieling, a hut. 

Shill, shrill. 

Shog, a shock. 

Shools, shovels. 

Shoon, shoes. 

Shor’d, threatened, offered. 

Shore, to threaten offer, 

Shouldna, should not. 

Sliouther, shoxdder. 

Shure, did shear (corn'^. 

Sic, such. 

Sikor, secure. 

Siclike, suchlike. 

Sidelins, sidelong^ 

Siller, rnoyxey, silver. 

Simmer, summer. 

Sin’, since. 

Sindry, sundnj. 

Sin get, singed. 
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Siligin', shufing. 

Sinn, the stm. 

Sinny, sunug, 

Sinsyne, since then. 

Skaith, hurt, 

Skfiithiiig, injuring, 

Skoigh, high-mtUledy disdainful j 
sh if fish, 

Skellum, a u'ojfhless follow. 

Skelp, a slap ; to run with a slappmg 
rigorous sound of the feet on the 
ground. 

Skelpio-limmer, a technical iirin in 
ftmale scolding. 

Skinkin*, ihiUj liquid, 

Skinklin, glittering, 

Skirl, to shriek. 

Sklent, to slope, to strike ohliquelg, 
to lie. 

Sklented, slanted, 

Sklentin, slanting. 

Skouth, rangoy scope. 

Skreeoli* to scream, 

Skriegh, to screa'in. 

Skyriii, parti-c<tlourul. 

Skyto, a ghoaing sliding stroke. 
Slade, .slid. 

Slae, the sloe. 

Slaps, gaps or breaches. 

Slaw, slou\ 

SU*e, slg, clever. 

Sleeest, .slyest. 

Slookit, shek. 

SI id d’ ry, si ippt ry. 

Sloken, to quench, to allay thjfst. 
Slypet, slipped, fell orei' slowly, 

Sina', small. 

Smoildiim, dust, mettle, sense. 
Smeek, smoke. 

Smiddy, a smithy. 

Sinoor*d, .'another^. 

Smoutie, smutty. 

Sinytrie, a number huddled together, 
a smatter. 

Snasli, abu^e, im2)eitinence. 

Siiaw broo, melted snuir. 

Snawy, smnvy. 

Sued, to lop, to (.ut of. 

Snell, bitter, biting. 

Sneeshin-mill, a snuf-boj. 

Snick, the latchet of a door. 

Snirtle, to laugh slily. 
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Snool, to cringe, to sneak, to smd». 
Snoov’d, u'ent smoothly. 

Snowkit, snufed. 

Sodger, a *^oldier. 

Soger, a soUlur. 

Sonsie, jolly, comely, ptlump. 

Sooni, to stt hn. 

Soor, sour. 

Sootio, sooty. 

Sough, a In ary sigh. 

Souk, a suck. 

Soiipe, a spoonful, a snmll quantity 
of anything liquid. 

Sonjdo, .supple. 

Soutor, a shot maker. 

Sowps, spoonfuls. 

Sowth, to u'histle over a tune. 
Sowtluu', to solder, to mala up. 

Spao, to p} opln sy. 

Spails, chips ofn'ood, 

Spairges, dashes or scallets about. 
Spairin, sparing. 

Spak, s2)ahe. 

S]>ati», ajlood. 

Spa vie, .spann (r# disease'^. 

Spean, io 'uutn, 

Speel, to climb. 

Sj)eer, to inquire, 

Sp<*neo, the country 2m) lour. 

Spier, to ask, to inquire. 

Sf>lenchan, a (obacco-2)ouch. 

Si>lore, aftolic. 

Spra<*kled, < lumbered. 

Sprattlo, to struggle. 

Spring, a guide air in music, a 
Scottish reel. , ^ 

Spritty, full of rushes or reed-grasses, 
Spru.sli, S2iruce. 

Spunk, fre, met He. 

Spunkie, of spirit, meiile.somt . 
Spun kies, W iUs-o* - th e-w isjj. 

S[)urtl€', a stak with which, 2)orri<lge, 
broth, lire, are .stirred. 

Squat tie, to sitrawl, 

Staelier’d, staggered, walked un- 
steadily. 

Stack, stuck, 

Staig, a hoisu two yiars old. 

Stan', stand. 

Stanes, stones. 

Stang, io sfiiig. 

Stank, a pool of stagnant wafer. 



6io <S{'o00ar^. 


Stap, io stop. 

Stark, strong, hnrdy. 

Star ns, stars, 

Staukin, stalking, 

Staw, to steal, to surfeit, 

Stocliin, cranmiing. 

Steek, to close. 

Stocks, stitches, 

Stoor, to molest, to stir 
Steeve, firm. 

Stolls, stills — cohnmonhj illicit. 

Ston, a leap or hound. 

Stents, assessments, dues. 

Steyest, steepest » 

Stibblc, stnhble. 

Stib])lo-rig, the reaper in hat rest 7vho 
takes the lead, a stahhle-ridge. 
Stick-an-stowc, totally, altogether. 
Stilt, half. 

Stimpart, an eighth part of a Win- 
chester hnshel, half a pf cl, 

Stirk, a cow or Indlock a year or tn o 
old. 

Stock ins, stockings, 

Slockit, stocked. 

Stocks, plaids of cahhage, 

S t oi t er c (1 , stacjgc re d. 

Stoor, strong, harsh, deep, 

S topiii t, stopped. 

Stot, an ox, 

Stonro, dust, dust hloicn on the icind, 
battle or confusion. 

Stown, stolen. 

Stownlins, hg stealth. 

Stowrie, dusty. 

Stoyte, to stumble. 

Strade, strode. 

Strao, a fair strae-dcatli, a natural 
death in bed. 

Straik, to stroke. 

Straikit, stroked. 

Strak, struck. 

Strang, strong. 

Strapi>in, strapping. 

Stranght, straight. 

Streokit, stretched. 

Striddle, to straddle. 

Stringin, strhiging. 

Stroan’t, 2 dssed. 

Studdie, a stithy. 

Stumpio, dim. of stump, a sheyrt 
ciuill. 


Strunt, spirituous liguor of any kind ; 

to strut. 

Stuff, corn. 

Sturt, ircjuhJe, stir, disturbance. 

Sturt in, frighted, 

Styme, see a styme, see in the 
least. 

Sucker, sugar. 

Su<l, should. 

Sugh, a rushing sound. 

Sumphs, stupid fellows. 

Suno, soon. 

Suthron, Southei'n, English. 

Swaird, swatd. 

Swaird, swelled. 

Swank, thin, agile, vigorous. 
Swankies, strajping young fellows. 
Swap, an exchange. 

Swarf, to sicoon. 

Swat, did sue at. 

Swatch, samjtle. 

Swats, neu) ale, 

S wcarin*, ^wea ri ng. 

Sweat In, sfCf'aling. 

Swinge, to lash. 

Swirl, a curve. 

Swith, swift, suddenly. 

S wit her, hesitation, 

Swoor, strore, 

Sybow, a fhich-necled onion. 

Syne, sitwe. then. 

Tack, lease. 

Tackets, hob-nails. 

Tae, toe. Throc-tacM, three- toed. 
Taed, a toad. 

Taen, taken. 

Tairgc, to task severely. 

Tak, to take. 

Tald, told. 

Tanc, the one. 

Tangs, toiig.s. 

Tapotless, heedless, foolish, jiith- 
less, 

Tapmost, tfpmost. 

Tappit hen, a guart measure. 

Taps, tops. 

Tai>saltecrio, topsy-tuixy. 

Tarrow, to murmur, 

Tarry-breeks. a sailor, 

Tassio, a goblet or cup, 

Tauld, told. 
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Tawie, that aJiMVS itaelf penceahltj to 
he hamtUerJ, 

Tawpios, ./>>o^*sA ifouvf/ person^i. 
Tawted, mattetl. 

Teats, sJWrtV quantitive. 

Teen, sorron\ 

Tel I’d, tohl. 

T«‘llin\ tfllhtg. 

Temper-pin, the u'oothn pin n<irft /nr 
t<*m2>oring or rcffulathaj the motion 
of a spinning-u'hvet. 

Tent, to take hvedf mark. 

Ten tie, heedful, 

Teughly, touyldu. 

Teuk, took. 

Thack, thatch, 

'riiao, these. 

Thairm, fiddlestrings^ intesfines. 
Theekit, thatched, corend up. 
’rhegithor, together. 

Themsols, them set res. 

Thieve! ess, withoat an oh}e<t. trijlinq, 
nnpoU nt, 

Thij'^or, beggar. 

Thir, these. 

Thirl’d, thrilled, bound. 

Tliole, to snftr, to endure. 

'Dion’s, thou art. 

'Diowes, thairs. 

'Diowless, slack, lazg. 

'Phrang, busy : a enned. 

'Dirapple, the throat. 

'Diravo, hrentg-four sheaves of c<u'n, 
making turn shochs. 

Thraw, to sprahi or tu'isf. to <ross or 
contradict. 

Thrawin’, twisting, 

'D i rawn , i w isted. 

'Diraws, throes, 

Threap, to assert. 

Tliretteon, thirteen. 

Throtty, thirty. 

Til ri sale, the thistle. 

Throwthor, mixed, pell-mell. 

Thuds, that makes a loud intermittent 
noise, resounding blows. 

Thummart, the polecat. 

Tliumpit, thumped. 

Thysel*, thyself. 

Tidins, tidings. 

Till, to. 

Tiirt, to it. 
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Timmor, timber, 

Ti mmer-jirojit , ti )nher-prop2>ed. 

Tine, to lose or he htst. 

Tint, lost. 

Tint as win, lost as wott. 

Tinkler, a (inkt r. 

Tips, rams. 

Ti p^M'iiei*, twojience, 

Tirl, to stri^) or uncover. 

Tirl’d, rasped {h nocked'). 

Tirl in, unroofing. 

Tither, the oflnr. 

Tittlin, tch is2h ring and laughing. 
ToeJier, marriage 2^0) fion. 

Todlin’, walking nnshadilg or softly 
like an infant. 

Tods, /oj •es. 

'room, emjdy. 

Tooji, a ram. 

Toun, a hamlet, a fann-honse. 

Tout, the blast of a horn or frunijKt. 
Toiizie, tough, shaggy. 

Touzle, to rnnqde. 

Tow, a rope. 

Towmond, a tmlrononth . 

Toy, a fashion of Jem ale head-dress. 
Toy to, to tot hr. 

TransmngrifyM, mefa^norphotfd. 
'I’raslitrie, trash. 

Treadin’, (leading. 

Trows, t roust rs. ' 

Triekie, itkhsy. 

Trig, sin'uce, neat. 

'IVinkling, ti ickling. 

'IToggin, wares sidd bg wandering 
merchants or cadgers. 

Troke, to exchange, to deal unth. 
Trottiii’, trotting, 

Trow’t, helieced, 

Trowth ! in truth ! 

Tulzie, a quarrel. 

Tup. a ram. 

Twa, tioQ. 

Twa-fauld, twofold. 

Twa-three, two or three. 

Twal, twelve. 

Twalt, the twelfth. 

Twang, twinxje. 

Twined, reft, separated from. 

Twins, bereaves, takes awag frotn. 
Twistle, a twist. 

Tyke, a vagrant dog. 

2 
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Tyno, /o Josp. 

Tysflay ^teen, Tup^fhnt at prenimj. 

Unchancy, dcniqprou^. 

Unco, rer»/, great, erfreme, fiftangp. 
Uncos, strange th/ngsj news of the 
countiy-side, 

Unkonn'cl, vnhnowu. 

Un sicker, tmsccure. 

UnskaithM, 'unhurt. 

Upo*, upon. 

Upon’t, XQJon it. 

Vap’rin, vapouring. 

Vannt.io, proud, in high sph'its. 

Vera, rerg. 

"Viewin, rieu'ing. 

Virls, 7ings. 

Vittel, victual, grain. 

Vittlo, victual. 

Vogie, proud, u'cll-ptcased . 

Vow, an interjection of admiration 
oi surprif>p. 

Wa*. a 'UYdl, 

Wa*-flowor, the 'indJftoicpr. 

Wab, a weh. 

Wabster, a 9vpat'cr. 

Wad, ivoutd ; <t icager ; to wed. 

Wad a liaen, would have had. 
Wadna, tvould not. 

Wadst't, a mortgage. 

Wao, sorrowful. 

Wae days, wofid dag'^. 

Waefu’, irofid. 

Waes me, 'woe's 7np. 

Waesneks ! alas ! 

Wfio worth, 'looe hefall. 

Waft, the iro^s thread that goes from 
the shuttle through the weh. 

Waifs, sfrag shcip. 

W'air’t, spend it. 

Ward, chose. 

Wale, choice. 

Walie, ample, large. 

Wallop in a tow, to hang one's self. 
Wame, the hclhj. 

Wamefon, helUjfull, 

W'an, did win, earned, 

Wanchancio, 'unlucky. 

Waiirestfu% restless. 




War'd, spent, hestoired. 

Ware, to .sp(md. 

Wark , woik. 

Wark-lumo, tool. 

Warks, ivorks. 

Warld, world. 

Warlock, a wizard. 

Warly, wot Idly. 

Warran', 'irarrant 
Wai’sle, to U'resth . 

Warst, worst. 

Warstl'd, wrestled. 

Wasna, wa^t not. 

Wast, west. 

Wastrio, j^'f'odigality, riot. 

Wat, wet ; wot, know. 

Wat na, wot not. 

Waterbrost', meal and watp'r. 
Wattle, twisted wands. 

Waublo, to u'dlible. 

Wanglit, a hig drink. 

Wankening, awakening. 

Wan kens, wakens. 

Wankit, thiiknufl irith foil. 
Wankrifo, intla/id. 

Wanks, a 7 rakes. 

Wanr, to fight, to defat; nntsi. 
Wanr't, irorsted. 

Weans, children. 

Weason, the iceasand. 

Wee, little. 

A wee, a shttrt piriod of time. 

A wee a-l)aok, a small space 1n- 
hind. 

Weel, well. 

Weel-gann, ircll-going. 

Weel-kent, 'irell -known. 

Weet, wet. 

We'se, 7V0 shall or will. 

Westlin, western. 

Wha, who. 

Wha e'er, whoever. 

Whaizlo, to wheeze. 

Whalpit, whelped. 

Wham, whom. 

Whan, when. 

Whang, a large slice. 

Whar, where. 

Wha re, where, 

Wha's, whose. 

Whaso, whose. 

Wliatfor no ? for irhat reason 'tud 
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Wliatt, did whet or cut, 

Whaup, a curlew, 

Wliaur'll, where will, 

Whiddiii, running as a hare. 

W liigmaleerios, crochets. 

Whingiu*, crying^ coniplaining, 
fretting. 

Whins, /i/rre husJus. 

Wliirlygigums, 'useless ornamentt^. 
Whisht, peace, 

W ii is ki t , wh iskcd. 

Whisslo, whistle. 

Whistle, the throat. 

Wliitter, a hearty draught ofliguor, 
Whun-staiie, xchinstone, granite. 
Whup, a whip. 

Whylos, souutimcs. 

Wi’, with, 

Wick, a tenn in (urling. 

Widdle, a sftuggle or hubtU. 

Wiel, a snudl n lurtpool. 

Wifio, dim. of wife. 

Wiuht, strong^ pownfnl. 

Wil’ cat, the wild tat. 

Willow wicker, sniaW t sptttc'y ttf 
fcillow. 

Willyart, wdd^ strange. 

Wiini)lin, Jlowing^ nicandtring. 
Wiinpl’t, triniplid. 

Win’, wind. 

Winkin, winking, 

Winiia, toil I not. 

Wiiinock-lniiiker, a siaf in a 
window. 

Wiimocks, windows. 

Wins, winds. 

Win’t, did wind. 

Win tie, a staggering motion. 

Wintles, struggles. 

Winze, a curse. 

WibS, wish. 

Witha’, withal. 

Withoutteii, without. 
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Wonnor, a wonder. 

Wons, dwells. 

Woo*, wool. 

Woodie, the gallows, a withe, 
Wi»oor-habs, garters tied ahoco the 
calf of the leg with two loops, 
Wordie, dim. of wo?'d. 

Wor<iy, worthy. 

Worl’, world. 

Woi>et, worsted. 

*Wow, an exclamation of suiprise 01 
Wonder. 

Wrang, wrong. 

Wr**eth.s, uTcaths. 

Wild, mad. 

Wumble, a wimble or auger, 

W'ylo, to bcgiide, to dteoy. 

Wyliecoat, ajlannd cist. 

W^^ling, beguiling. 

Wyte, to blame. 

Yard, a garden. 

Ya ml, a worn-out horse. 

Y< *a li n gs, lot n ils. 

Yt‘ll, bainn, gn tng no milk. 

Yerd, yaid. 

Yerket, jerked, laslud. 

Yerl, axt carl. 

Yo’se, yon shall or n dl. 

Yc‘st reel! , yeste might. 

Yetts, gait'i. 

Yeiikin, itching. 

Yeuks, itches. 

Yill, ale. 

Yill-caup, ale-mng. 

Yird, earth. 

Yirtli, the earth. 

Yokin, yoking^ a bout, a set to. 

Yont, beyond. 

Youi-sel, goLirsclves, yourself. 

Yowes, ewes, 

Yowie, 2wt ewe. 

Yule, Christ mas. 
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A ffiiitl New- Year I wish thee, Maggie ! . . . . . .106 

A head, pure, sinless quite of brain and soul ... . . 554 

A little, upright, pert, tart, tripping wight ...... 276 

A rose-bud by my early walk ... . . . . 526 

A slave to love’s unbounded sway . . ...... 473 

Accept the gift a friend sincere ... .... 273 

Adieu ! a heart-warm, fond adieu !........ 343 

Admiring Nature in her wiltlest grace ... ... 236 

Adowii winding Nith I did wander . . ... 518 

Ae day, as Death, that gruesome carl ... . .3*0 

Ao fond kiss, ainl then wo sever !..... . 323 

Again rejoicing nature sees ....... * ^44 

Again the silent wheels of time . . .... 265 

Ah, Chloris, since it may na bo .... ... 507 

Ah, woo is me ! my mother dear .... ... 282 

.Vll devil as I am, a damned wretch ..... .280 

All hail ! inexorable lord ! . . . . . . . ^ n.S 

Altho’ my back be at the wa’ .... .... 478 

Altho’ my bed were in you muir . . . . . . • *155 

Altho’ thou maun never bo mine ........ 359 

Amang the trees whore humming bees ... ... 453 

Among the heathy hills and ragged wootls ... . 237 

. Ance mair I hail thee, thou gloomy December ! .... 354 

An honest man here lies at rest . . ... . 286 

Anna, thy charms my bosom lire . ...... 421 

An* O for ane an’ twenty, Tam ! . . . .... 352 

An’ O ! my Eppio 505 

As cauld a wind as ever blew 291 

As down the burn they took their way . ..... 478 

As father A< lam first was fool’d . . . • . . • . ^*2 

As I came in by our gate end . . ...... 473 

As I stood by yon r<x>floss tower ... ... 259, ^29 

As I was a wand’riug ae midsummer e’enin’ ...... 479 
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As I was walking up the street ........ 4^6 

As Mailie, an’ her lambs thegither ........ 59 

As on the banks o’ wandering Nith ........ 255 

As Tam the Chapman on a day ........ 299 

Ask why God made the gem so small ....... 287 

A’ the lads o’ Thornie-bank ......... 479 

At Brownhill wo always get dainty good cheer ..... 301 

Auld chuckie Koekie’s sair tlistrcst . . . . . . . -130 

Auld comrade dear and hrither sinner . . . . . . . Jot> 

Awa, Whigs, awa ...... ..... 48<j 

Aw'a wi’ your belles and your beauties .... . . 519 

Awa wi’ your witchcraft o’ beauty’s alarms . . ... 425 

A’ ye wh a live by so wps o’ drink . . . . . . . .116 

Aye waukiu’ O . ......... 508 

Bannocks o’ boar meal . . . . . . . . . .480 

Beauteous r«jse-bud, young and gay ....... 266 

Behind yon hills where Lugar flows ....... 322 

Behold the hour, the boat arrive ! ........ 423 

Below thir stanes lie Jamie’s banes ........ 316 

Beyond thee, <lcarie^ beyond thee, dearie ....... ^77 

Bless Jesus Christ, O Cardruicss . . . . . . . . 

Blest be M‘Murdo to his latest day ........ 2<)6 

Blithe hao I boon on yon hill ...... . . 382 

tU^the, blythe and merry was she 37^ 

iiie lassie will j'o go . . . . . . . . . . .^^5 

Be .nio wee thing, cannio woe thing . ....... 43b 

w, braw lads of Gala Water ........ 483 

.«,w, braw lads on Yarrow braes . . . . . . . • 33^ 

Bright ran thy line, O Galloway . . . . . . . .310 

But lately seen in gladsome green ........ 440 

But rarely seen since Nature’s birth ....... 2(>o 

1 y 2\llan stream T chanced to rove ........ 451 

By Ochtertyro there grows the aik ........ 375 

3 ' yon castle wa’, at the close of the day ...... 370 

' lie 3’owes to the knowes ......... 334 

I cease to care ........... 524 

nst thou leave me thus, iny Kat3'? . . . . . . . 5^^ 

Cauld blaws the wind frae east to A\ast . . . . . . .3^7 

Cauld is the e’enin' blast .......... 481 

©ease, i»rudcs, .your en vious railing . . ... 31)8 

Clarinda, mistress of soul .... .... ^54 

Come heat me o’er, come row me o or . . , . , . . 482 

t-’^ome, let mo take thee to m3’ bretisi . .... 383 

Coming through the lyc, i>oi»r lx>d3’ ....... 483 

Contented wi’ little, and cantie wi’ muir . . • • . 3 
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Could aught of song declare niy pains 
Crochallan came 

Curs’d ho the man, the poorest wretch in lile . 

Curse on ungrateful man, that can bo pleiis’d . 

Daughter of Chaos 

Dear Sir, at oiiy time or t i<lo ..... 
Dear Smith, the sloet*st, luiuKLe thiel 

Dear , I’ll gio ye some advice .... 

Delutletl swain, the pleasure ..... 
Dire was tho hate at old Harlaw .... 
Does haughty Gaul invasion threat? 

Dost thou not rise, imlignaiit Shade ! . . . 

Duncan Gray came hero to woo .... 
Dweller in yon dungeon dark ..... 

Karthed up, here lies an inij) n' liell 

Kdina! Scotia’s darling seat ! ..... 

Expect na. Sir, in this iiarratum .... 

Eair Empi'oss of the Poet’s st>ul 

Pair fa’ your honest, sonsie face .... 

Pair maid, you need not take the hint 

Pairest maid tm Devon banks ..... 

False flatterer, Hope, away ...... 

Pareweel to a’ our Scottish fame .... 

Farewell, dear Pricn<l ! may gui<l luck hit 3-011 
Farewell, old Scotia’s bleak <loinalns 

Farewell, thou fair day, thou green earth, ami 3 c sUies 

Farewell, thou stream that winding flows 

Farewell, 3'(* dungeons dark and strong 

Fate gave the word, tlie arrow spetl 

Fill me with the ro.sy wine ... 

Fiiitry, my stay in worldly strife 

Fii-st when Maggie w-as my care .... 
Flow gently, sweet Alton, among thy green braes . 

For Lords or Kings 1 diiina mt)urn . 

For thee is laughing Nature gay .... 
Forlorn, my love, no comfort near .... 
Frae the friends and land 1 love .... 
Friday first ’s the da3’’ appointei I .... 
Friend of tho Poet, tried and leal .... 
From a white-blossom’d sloe my deai* Chloris requcstetl 
From thee, Eliza, I must go .... . 

From those drear solitudes an<l frowsy cells . 

Full well thou know’st I love thee dear . 

Fy, lot us a’ to Kircudbright ..... 

Gane is the day, and mirk ’s the night 

3 
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Gat ye me, O gat yo me .......... 484 

Go fetch to mo a i'>iiit o* wine . . . . . ‘ . . *310 

Goodo’en to yon, Kiniiner ......... 5».>6 

Gracie, thon art a man of wt>rth ........ 307 

Grant me, indulgent Hcav’n, that I may live ...... 304 

Green grow tlie rashes O ......... . 3^7 

Guid-mornin’ to your Majesty ! ........ 67 

Gnid speed an’ furder to you, .Tohnny . . ... 175 

Had I a cave on soiilo. wild, <listaiit shore ...... 448 

Had I the w’yte, lia<l I the wyto ........ 485 

Hail, l^>esie ! thou Nymidi ro.serv’d ! .... . i-’o 

Hail, thairm-ins]urin’, rattlin’ Willie ! .... . 187 

Hark ! the mavis* evening sang . ...... 334 

Has auld Kilmarnock seen the Heil ? .... • 

Ha ! wh’are yo gaun, ye crowlin ferlie ! . . . . . . 138 

Health to the Maxwells’ veteran Chief! ....... 

Hear, Haiul o' (’akes, and hrither Scots . . . . . . • ^-^7 

He clench'd hi.', jnimphlets in his list ... ... -*85 

Ho looks as sigu-hoai<l lions <lo ........ 55.t 

He who of I {a Ilk ine sang, lies stilf and dead ..... 3(K) 

I fee balon ! m,>' sw(*et wee Honahl ........ 486 

Her ihwltlio foi'laul, her niinnie forba<l ....... 487 

Her flowing locks, tin* raven's wing ....... .f65 

Here awa, there awa, wandering Willh‘ ....... 332 

Hoic bi'ewer (Jahrh'l s lire ’s extinct ....... 315 

Here eoines Hums ....... ... 300 

Hc‘re eiirsing swearing Burton lies ........ 3^7 

13’ Willie's sail* worn clay ........ 281 

Here is the glen, and here the bower ....... 350 

Here lie Willie Miehie's banes ......... 312 

Here lies a 'iu>ck ]Vrar<|ais whose titles woi'c shainni’d . . 314 

H'ero lies a . ->80, a laulding ruse . . . . . . . -27^ 

Here lies B ead amang tho dead . . . . . . • 3>t> 

Hero lies .Jci Bushh^’', Imnest man ! . . . . • 3'3 

Hero lies John 113’^ l*i<lgeon . , . . . . . . . • 3^3 

Here souter Hooil in Heath does sleoi» . . . . . .3*5 

Here .Stmirts once in gloi-y reign’il ........ 283 

Hex‘e, where tlio Scottish Muse immortal lives ..... 267 

Here ’s a bottle and an honest friend ! ....... 362 

Here ’s a health to ane I lo'e ilear ........ 358 

Here ’s a health to them that ’s awa .... ... 46g 

Heio *s to tli3' health, 1113' honnio lass ....... 487 

He3% the dusty miller ......... 488 

His iace with smile eternal <lrest ........ 354 

Honest Will to lioaveu is gano . ... . . 3(»3 

How can my poor heart ho glad .... ... 445 

How cold is that bosom >\hicli tolly once fired . 263 
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}fow cruel are tlio parents 

How tluur ye ca’ me how let-face .... 
How gracefully Maria leads the daueo ! . 

How laiig and dreary is the night 

How', hiberty ! girl, can it be by thee named ? 

How pleasant the banks of the clear- vviialing l)o\on 
How Wisdom and Holly meet, mix, and unite 
Humid Seal of soft affections ..... 
Husband, husband, cease your strife 

1 am a keei)er of the law ... . . 

L am iiiy niammio’s ae bairn ..... 

I bought my wife a stane o’ lint .... 

I burn, i bum, as when thro’ ri]^»en'd corn 

1 ciill no Gotbless to iiisiiire niy strains 

1 coft a stane o’ haslock woo’ .... 

I ilo confess thou ait sao tail* . . . . . 

I dream'd I lay where flowcu-s were spj-inging . 

1 gaed a waefu’ gate yestrccji ..... 

I gaed up to Hunso ... ... 

I gat your letter, winsome Willie .... 

I had sax owseii in a idcugh ..... 

I hao a wife o’ my ain ...... 

J hob I it. Sir, my boundon duty .... 

I lang liac thought, my yoiitlifu’ Irieml . . . 

1 married with a sc<ddiiig wile ..... 

T munler liato by liebi <ir Hood . ... 

I mot a lass, a boiinio lass ...... 

1 mind it wcel, in early date ..... 

1 rod yon beware at the hvinting, young men . 

X see a foi'in, 1 see a face ...... 

J sing of a Whistle, a Whistle ol worth 

Jlk care and fear, when thou art near 

I'll aye ca’ in by yon town ..... 

I'll kiss thee yet, yet ....... 

I’m now arrived, thanks to the gods ! . . . 

I’m owre young, I'm ow’re young .... 

I’m thr€‘o times doubly o’er your tlebtor . 

If thou should ask my love . . . . . 

If ye gae up to yon ]nll-taj> 

If you rattle along like your mistress’s tongue 
111 coining by tlio brig o’ Dye . . . • - 

In Mauc hline there dwells six proper >oung lielles 

In politics if thou wouldst mi V . 

In sc’entetoi bunder an’ forty-nine .... 
In simmer when the bay was mawii 
In this stiaiige land, tbi.s unc<uith clime . 

In Tarbulten, ye ken, there are proi>er young men . 
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In vain would Prudence, witli decorous sneer 
Tn wood and wild, ye warbling throng 
Inhuman man ! curse on thy harh’rous art 
Instead of a Song, boys, 1*11 give you a Toast . 

Is there a whim-inspir^fl fool ..... 
Is there, for honest i>overty .... 

Is this tlxy plighted, fond regxtJ'd 

It is na, Jean, thy bonnie fiico . . . . 

It was a’ for our rightfu* l^ing ..... 
It Avas in sweet Senegal that my foes did me enthral 
It wa.s the charming month <»f May .... 
It was ui>on a Liammas night ..... 

Jamie, come try me . ... 

Jenny M‘Craw, she has ta’en to the heather 
Jockey’s ta'eii the parting kiss ..... 
John Anderson my jo, John ..... 

Kemble, thou cur*st my unbelief .... 
Ken ye xmght o’ Captain Orose*? .... 
Kilmarnock Avabsters, li<lge and claw 
Kind Sir, I'a'o read your paper through . . . 

Know thou, O stranger to the fame .... 

Kament him, Mauchlino hiishanda a’ . . . 

liaiiieiit ill rhyme, lament in prose .... 
landlady, count the lawiii 

Jaissie wi’ the lint-Avhito locks ..... 

‘ss, when your niither is frao hame 
’<■ May a braw wooer cam down the lang glen 
criiiprd ol' an arm, and noAv a leg 
not Avoman e’er complain ..... 

wt other heroes boxist their scars .... 

|bt other Poets raise a fracas ..... 

Cile ne’er exulted in so rich a prize . 
ji^ht lay the earth on Billy's bretist 
bike Ksop’s lion. Burns sxiys, .sore I feel . 

!jono on the bleaky hills the straying flocks 

jong life, 1113 ’- Ijord, an’ health be j-^ours . 

joiig, long the night ...... 

jord, to account who dares thee call 

ji»rd, A^'e thank an’ thee adore ..... 

joild blaw the frosty breezes ..... 

jouis, what rock I hy thee ..... 

jovely was she hy the duAvu ..... 

iark .A'ondcr pomx> of costly iashion 
faxwell, if merit here j’ou crave .... 
fusing on the roaring ocean ..... 
ly blessings on 3’e, honest wife .... 
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My bottle is my holy pool .... , 

My Cliloris, mark how green the gi’ovcs , 

My curse upon your venomM stang .... 

My Father was a Farmer upon the Carrick bordtu* O 

My godlike friend — nay I do not stare 

My Harry wa.q a gallant gay 

My heart is a breaking, dear Tittio 

My heart is sair, I dare na tell 

My heart is wae, and unco wao 

My heart’s in the Highlan<ls, my heart is not here . 
My heart was anee as blythe and free 
My honour’d Colonel, deep I feel 
My I^ady’s gown there ’s gairs ui>on’t 
My lord a-liunting lie is gane . 

My liord, I know your nohh* enr . 

My lov’d, my honour’tl, mueh respec-ted friend ! 

My love is like a rod ihmI rose* .... 

My love .she ’s hut a la.s.sio yet . ... 

My Peggy’s lace, my Peggy’s form .... 

Nae gentle dames, tho’ ne’er sac fair 

Nae heathen name shall I prefix .... 

No churchman am I for to rail and to write . 

No cold approach, no altore<l mien . 

No more of your guests, ho they titled or not 
No more, ye warblers of tho w<M>d — no more ! . 

No sculptur’d marble here, nor pompous lay 
No song nor dance I bring from yon great city 
No Spartan tube, no Attic shell 

No Stewart art thou, Galloway .... 
Now bank an’ brae are claith’d in green . 

Now health forsaike.s that angel face 

Now in her green mantle blytlie Nature arrays 

Now Kennedy, if foot or horse .... 

Now nature cleeds tho flowery lea .... 
Now Nature hangs her mantle green 
Now Robin lies in his la.st lair . 

Now ro.sy May comes in wi’ flowers .... 
Now simmer blinks on flowery braes 
Now spring has clad the groves in green . 

Now westlin winds and slaughtering guns 

O aye my wife she dang mo ..... 

O a’ ye pious godly flocks ...... 

O l>onnie was yon rosy brier ..... 

O cam ye here tho fight to shun .... 

O can ye labour lea, young man .... 

O could I give thee India’s wealth .... 
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O Death, hadst thon hnt spar’<l his life 
O Death ! fhoii tyrant fell and hh>ody I 
O for him hnek npain ! . . . 

O g^io my love hrose, hrose , 

O Gondie ! terror o’ the Whigs . 

O guid ale comes, and good ale goes . 

Oh ! had each Scot of ancient times 
O, liatl the malt thy strength of mind 
O how can I he hlitho and glafl 
O how shall T, iinskilfu’, try 
Oil ! T am <*omo to the low countri 
O ken yo what M(‘g o’ the Mill has gotten 
O Kenmnrc ’s on and awa, Willie ! 

O, Dady Mary Ann 
O lassie, art thou slee^ung yet 'i 
O lay thy loof in mini*, lass 
O leave novels, yo Manchline hellos 
O leezo nn* on my spinnin’ whc'cl 
O lot me in tlij.s ae night . 

O Dogan, sweetly dMst thon glide 
O T^ord, since wo have ftsasted thus 
O Tjor<l, when hunger jiinches sor<‘ 

O lovely I’olly’ 8f<‘tVart 
O Inve will ventme in, where it danr na 
1^0 Mally meok, Mally ’s sweet . 
f A litai?’', M w indow he 

O May, liiiy morn, ‘ivas ne’er sae swt- 
»0 meikle thinks my luve o’ my heanty 
hae I heen teethin’ a heckle 
k, mirk is this midnight hour . 
and go . 

bliee I lov'd a honnie lass 
^ the door, some pity to shew 

Vf Ijappy 1 o fiat day 
ith canhi, an restless love . 
jj^fontjLue’s withering blast . 
Willie . 

O rtfUglii mde, ready-wntted Rankine 
anfl heavy shr aid I part . 

O ww ye honnie J-«esley 
^Oliaw ye my dear, my Phely ? . 
fj^aaw ye my dearie, my Eppie M‘Nah : 
a new itog to the Tjord . 
sweet warbling w^oodlark, sta,> 
Cfet^Vher tip, and hand her gaim . 

‘O that I Imd noVr heen marrie<l 
O l^is is no m.v ain lassie 

U the laasie o* my heart . 


Aveel he s< 
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O Thoii clrea»l Pow’r, who roiffn\st al)ovo , 
O Thon gprfnt Being-! what Thou art 
O Thon, in wliom we live ninl move . 

O thon pale Orb, that silent shines . 

O Thon, the first, the greatest frientl 
O Thon nnhnown Almighty Oansi* . 

O Tlion, Avha in the Heavens tlost <l\voll 
O thon ! whatever title suit Ihee 
O Thon, who kindly dost provble 
0 tlion whom Poetry abhors 
O ^riblde, J liae set*n the <lay 
O, wat ye wlia ’s in yon town 
O wat ye what my minnie did . 

O, wt^H* I on Parnassus' hill 
O were mj” love yon lilao fair 
O, wert thon in the eanld blast 
O -wha is she that lo’es mo . 


O wha. my babie-elonts will bny ? 

O wliare did ye get that hanv<‘r-meal bannoek'/ 
O whare live ye, my bonnie lass 
O wha will to Saint Stephen's house. 

O whisth', ami T‘11 eome to yon, iii.a lad 
O why the <lence slionld T repine 
O, 'VVillio brew’d a, peek o’ mant 
O wilt thon go wi’ me. sweet Tibbie HnnbarV . 
O ye wha are sat‘ good yonrs(‘l .... 

O ye, whose eherdc the tear of pity stains . 

Of a’ the airts the -wind ean blaw 

Of all the nnmerons ills that hurt onr ]>eaee 

Old Winter with his tVosty bear<l 

On a bank of flowers, in a summer da.v 

On Cossnoek banks a lassie dwells 

On iieaee and ri*st my miml was bent 

Onee fondl.y lov'd, and still remember'd dear . 

One night as 1 ili^l wander .... 

One Qneen Artemisia, as old .stories tell , 

Oppress’d with grief, oppress'd with care 

Orthodox, Orthoilox, wha believe in .John Knox 

Onr thrissles flourish'd fresh and fair 

Out over the Forth I look to the north 
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Peg Nicholson was a gndo bay mare . 
Powers celestial, whose protection 
* Praise woman still,’ his lordship ronis 
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Pash mortal, and slanderous poet, thy name 
Raving winds around lier blowing 
Revered defender of beauteous Stuart 
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Kight, Sir ! your text T’ll provo it trno 
Robin sliiiro in liairst .... 
Rusticity’s ungfainly form .... 

Siwl thy talc, thou idle pag-o 
Sae fair her hair, sae hr<*nt her brow 
Sae flaxen wore her ringlets 
Say, Sages, what's tlie charm on earth 
Scots, wha hao wi’ Wallace bled 
Searching aiild wives’ barrels 
Sensibility, how charming 
She is a winsome wee thing 
She’s aye, aye sac blythc, sae gay 
She’s fair and fatiso that causes my smart 
Shoiild auld acquaintance be forgot . 

Sic a reptile was Wat .... 
Simmer ’s a pleasant time . 

Sing on, sweet Thrush, upon the leafless bough 
Sir, ns your mandate did reque.st 
Sir, o’er a gill I gat your card . 

Sleep'st thou, or wak’st thou, fairest creature ? 
Slow spreads the gloom my soul desires . 
Some l»ooks arc lies frao end to end . 

Sit^me hae mea^ mid canna oat 
%Mire mo thy v«lgeanco, Galloway . 

charmer, can you leave mo ? 
llxious to secure your partial favour 
} the si>ot and green tho sod . 

} that glide in orient plains . 
jLife*<!lloses the ovining on Craigio-burn-woo*! 
It fSfik’s tho •*ve on Craigie-burn 
et flow’rot, pledge o’ meikle love . 

7$et nalfveto of feature 
reetest May, let love incline thee . 

vages . 

That thfi^lPn||3|^Udj|^od in his looks . 

The bairt»s an unco shout 

TRie bludo r^rose f>t ‘TiSa^ may !>lau 
The lK>nmes^Sa<l tli^t e’er I saw 
Tlie Catrine woods were yellow seen 
cac^per Cn<14io cam here awn . 

The <iay retitrns, my bosom burns 
The Pe^il com Addling thro’ the town 

eyil no^liee that Grose was a dying 
ver it blawd, it fa<lcs, it fa’s . 

Iflritnd whom wild from wisdom’s way 
ndght'il gathering fast . 
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Tho heathor was blooming, the meadows were inawn 
The King’s most humble servant, I . 

The laddies by the banks o’ Nith 

Tho lami) with ill-i>resaging glare 

Tho last braw bridal that I was at . 

Tho lazy mists hangs from tho brow of the hill 
The lovely lass o’ Inverness ..... 

Tlie man, in life wherever plac’d .... 

The night was still, and o’er the hill 

The noble Maxwells ami their powers 

The idoughinan, he’s a bonnie la«l .... 

The i)Oor man weeps — here (ravin sleei>s . 

Tho simide Bard, rongh at tho rustic i>longh . 

The small birds rejoice in the green lea\es returning 

The smiling sin’ing comes in rejoicing 

Tho Solemn lioague ami Covenant .... 

Tho sun had closed the winter day .... 

Tho Tailor fell thro’ the bed, thimbles an’ a’ 

Tho Thames fltiws proudly to the sea 

Tho tither morn ....... 

Tho weary pund, the weary i)und .... 

Tho wintl blow hollow frao the hills .... 

The winter it is past, and tho simmer comt‘S at last 
Tho wintry wast extends his blast .... 

Their groves o’ sweet myrtles let foreign lamls reckon 
Thor<5 came a iiipcr <mt o’ Fife ..... 

There livM a lass in yonder dale 
There lived a carle on Kelljdmrn braes 
There’s anhl Rob Morris that wons in yon glen 
There’s a youth in this city, it were a great i»ity 
There’s «lcath in tho cni) —sac beware ! . . 

There’s nows, lasses, news ...... 

There’s noixght but care on ev’ry han’ 

Tliero was a bonnie lass, and a bonnie, Imniiie lass . 
There was a lad was Ijorn in Kyle .... 

There was a lass, and she was fair .... 

There was a lass, they ca’d her Meg 

There was a wife wonn’d in Coekpen 

There was iive CJarlins in the south . . f|| 

There was <nice a day, but ol<l Time then was youm 

There was three Kings into the east 

They snool me sair, an«l hand me «lown . 

Thickest night, o’erhang my dwelling ! . 

Thine am I, my faithful fair 

Thine be the volumes, Jessy ikir .... 
This day Time winds th' exhausted chain 
This wot ye all whom it concerns .... 
Tho’ cruel fate should bid us part .... 
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3nie>: of Mince, 


Tho’ women’s minds, like winter winds . 

Though fickle Fortune has deceiv’d me . 

Thou flattering mark of friendship kind . 

Thou Grroybeard, old "Wisdom, mayst boast of 
Thou hast left mo ever, Jamie . 

Thou liiberty, thou art my theme 
Thou lingering star, with lessening rav . 

Thou of an independent miinl . 

Tlnm’s welcome, wcmui ! mislianter fa’ m«‘ 

Thou wh<nu cban<*e may hither load 
Thou, who thy honour as thy God reverest 
Through and through the insiiired leaves 
’Tis Friendship’s i>le<lgo, my young, fair frientl 
To dauntoii, ane, and mo sae young . 

To Raldell, muc-h-lamcntc<l man 
To thee, lov’d Nitli, thy gladsome plains . 

To you, Sir, this summons I’ve sent . 

True hearted was he, tho sad swain o’ tho Yarrow 
Turn again, thou fair Kliza 
*Twas oven —tho dewy fields were green . 

'Twas in that pl.ieo o’ Scotland s isle 
'Twas in tin' seventeen humlor year . 

Twas na her hoiinio blue oe was my ruin 

in the mop; ug's no for me . 
fpoa a simmet inday morn . 

JpQix that night, when iaiiies light 
* th« 011 ^ ' 1 of Dysart 

rmm, and mo i r *'-• my eo 
thy hower, thou cursed leaf ! . 

*» mean Gray 

i na to view y<mr warks 


thy treasures 



^eey 
rVci^’Winw 


l»er behind the door 
Rtor and o’er tho sea 
^ison-tipped flow’r . 

, tim"’rous beast io 
^i^ahis leather wallet . 

beauties all 

that lit nw bo wOT^gor ? 

^aiheiUbu;^ Jljj^roggin . 

.... 

. m »e bctin sao braw, lad ? 

ye lousio bitch 
Vhat can H young lassie, what sha lassie 

Vhat dost thou in that mansion fair/ 

Vhat this din about tho town o’ J.jon'on 

V|||# 4 »j«iBlaivith v>hom you have supt . 
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What will I do gin my Hoggio die ? , 

When biting Boreas, fell and <loure .... 
When by a generous public’s kind acclaim 
When 'chaimiaii billies leave the street 
When cliill November’s surly blast .... 
When dear CliU’inda, inateliless fair 
When death’s dark stream T terry o’c'r 

When deceased, to the tlevil went . 

When first I came to Stewitrt K> Itj . 

When fir.st 1 saw fair Jeaiiie’s face 

When first my brave .lohiinie lad .... 

When (Jruildford good our Pilot stood 

When I think on the happy tlays .... 

When daiiuar’ wiinl was blawiiig cauld 

When Ij’^art leaves bestrew the yir<l .... 

When Nature her great master-piece design’d 
When o’er the hill the eastern star .... 

W^lien the drums do beat ...... 

When wild war’s <loa<lly blast was blawn . 

Where are the joys 1 hue met in flie nun*niijg 

Where, braving angiy winter’s storms 

Where Cart lins row in to th<‘ sea .... 

While at the stock the sheaieis cow’r 
While briers an’ woodbines budding green 
While Europe’s eye is fix’d on mighty things . 

While larks with little wing ..... 

While now-ca’<l kyc rowte at the stake 
While virgin fc»i>riiig, by Eden's flood 
While w'inds Irae all’ Ben-Bomojid blaw . 

Whoe’er ho bo tliut sojourns here . » . . .-v. 

Whoe'er thou art, O reatlor, know . . . 

Wlioin will you send to Xiondtni toW'U 
Whose is that noble, dauntless brow':* 

Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene*:' 

Why, why tell thy lo\ er . . , ^ * . . 

Why, ye tenants of the lake . . i 

Wi’ braw new branks in mickle 

Willie Wastlo tlwalt on Tweet I ..... 
Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary 
Wilt thou be my dearie ? . . '. 

With I’egasus ui>on a tl»y ... , . . 

Wow, but your letter made me vaun^j 
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Ye banks, and braes, and streams .«jl' J " . * . • jf. • . 3 ^ 

Ye banks and bi aes o’ boiinio Boon . . I 3 ^\ 

Ye gallants bright, I retie you right ...... 4 4b 

Ye hue lien a’ wrung, lassie . . . . • • • • • 5 V; 

Ye hypocrites I arc these > our pranks ....... 5 S *5 
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of £mo«. 

Yo Irish lr>rrls, ye knights an’ squires ..... 

Yc Jiicobitcs by name, give an ear, give an ear 

Y<‘ maggots feast on Nicol’s brain ...... 

Yc men of wit and wealth, why all this sneering . 

Yo sons of old Killie, assembled by Willie .... 

Ye sons of sedition, give ear to my song ..... 

Yc true ‘ Ijoyal Natives,’ attentl to my song .... 

Yestreen I had a pint o’ wine ....... 

Yestreen T met you on the inooi ...... 

Yon wand’iing rill, that marks the hill ..... 

Yon wild mossy mountains sae lotty and wide 

Young Jamie, pride of a’ "he plain ...... 

Young Jockey was the blithest hid ...... 

Young Peggy blooms our bonniest lass ..... 

Your billet, sir, I grant receii^t 

Your friendship much can make mo blest .... 

Your News and Review, Sir, I’ve read through and through, Sii 
You’re welcome to Despots, Dumouricr . ... 

You’re welcome, Willie Stewait ...... 

Youis this moment I unseal . . . * . 
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CHRONOLOGICAL LIST OF 


®tttn0*0 (po<^m0 

(as lAll AS known). 


ROBERT BURNS, 

Born January, 1750 —Died July, 1706, aged 37 I years. 


1773 

Ilaiulbome N<>11 — ‘ (),<)Uco 1 lo\od.* 
1775- 

VO Tibbie, 1 liao soon the day. 

‘1 dreamed 1 lay/ 


Th<‘ Konalds of ihe H< uiials — ‘In 
Tarboltoi), >e ken.’ 

The Lass of Cessiiock Banks. 

I Bonnie PeLfj^y Alison — ‘ Ilk earo 
an^ f<‘ar.* 

M.iry Morison. > 

Here’s to thy llt*alth. 


1776. 

The sun ho is sunk in the west. 


1777. 


Tragic Fragment — 
I am.’ 


‘All as 


t^^8. 


The Tarboltou Lasses — • 11 
Jeremiad-— ‘ Ah, >\oe is mo.^'V 


1779- 

Montgomeries Pegi»y— ‘ Altho’mv 
bed.’ 

1780. 

As I was a wandeiing. 


WLJ,or ^ V i>h^ ; ‘The wiH^ 

v^ast. ' 

Prayer under the Pressuie 
^Anguish. 

Paraphrase of the P 

Yersiuxij 

■X!cX>'' 

A IVay er ih 

. ’'<’»*tune. 


X tune’s vdth' . 111 ^ 


/ wa 1 A 



Blast. 


0 why ihe Donee. 

My Father was a Fame*!*. 
John Barleycorn. 
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C^vonofo^caf Mtef. 


Th« Death and Dying Words* of 
Poor Mailie 
? Poor Mailio ’8 Elegy. 

? JSio Churchman am I. 

1783- 

The Rigs o* Barley — ^ It was upon 
a Lammas night.' 

Now Westlin Winds. 

My Nannie O — ‘ Behind you hillb.’ 
Remorse — ‘Of all the numerous 
ills.' 

Ei>ita2)h on Boghead. 

Epitaph on Souter Hood. 

Epitaph on William Muir of 
Tarbolt«>n Mill. 

Epitajdi on his Father. 

1784. 

Wha is that at my Bower Door ? 
(freen grows the ^shos O. 

When Guildford good. 

‘1 am a keeper of tlie law.' 

Epistle to J ohii Rankine — ‘ O 
rough, rude.* 

Welcome to his ‘ doar-hoeht B<‘ss' 

— ‘ Thou 's welcome, wean ! ' 

O Leave Novels. 

AVheii First I t.ime to Stewart 
Kyle. 

a^Mauchliiie — ‘ £u Mauoh>*< 
there dwells.' 

Bitch ’—'Ber 

^4>n a Sl^peeked Ilushanu, 

L on tha Itftiwe — * 
r#tlthou.^ / ,, ^ 

epigram^ ‘ Gnc 


en. 

fAe dav« as 




Death and Doctor Horiihook. 

Epistle to John Lapraik — ‘While 
briers ' i). 

Epistle to John Lapraik — ‘ While 
new-ca’d kye ' 21). 

Epistle to William Simpson 

One Night as I did Wander. 

Tho' Cruel Fate. 

Rantin’, Rovin' Robin. 

Elegy on the Death ot Robeit 
Ruisseaux. 

Epistle to John Goldic‘ {An(fnst'). 

Epistle to John Lajiraik — ‘ Guid 
speed* i^Siptembtv'). 

Epistle to Rev. John M‘Math 
{hf2>ttmh(i 17;. 

Second Epistle to Davie — ‘ I'm 
three times owre.' 

‘ Young Peggy blooms ' 

Farewell to Balloclimyle — ‘ Tlie 
Catrino woods.’ 

‘ Her flowing locks,’ 

Halloween {Kox trnhex'). 

To a Mou^e {Xo\ tmhu^ 

Epitaph on ,Tolin Dove, or Dow. 

Adam Aiinour’s Piaycr. 

The Jolly Boggais {Ninonhtt . 

The Cottei’s Satin day Night 

( \on tttbtt 

Address to the Deil. 

Bcotch Drink. 

1786 

Auld Faimer’s New-Yo.ir 
Lorniiig Salutation to his Auld 
Mare, Maggie. 

The Twa Dogs. 

The Author’s Earnest Ciy and 
Prayer. 

The Oidination. 

Epistle to James Smith — ‘ Dear 
Smith.’ 

’1m» Vision, 

" vitin’ Dog, the Daddie 


Epitapli on Holy Willie. 

? Epii»tle to Davie, a Brother 
Poet. 


^^e’s his health 111 w.iter.' 

^ Addiess to the Umo Guid 
The Iiivenloiy ‘Sir, as >our 
mandate ’ 22 

To John Kennedy- ‘ Now, Ken- 
nedy.’ 
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MieU 


To Mr. M^Adiim — ^ Sir, o’er a 
gill.’ 

To a Louse. 

‘ Thou nattering murk.’ 

The Holy Fair. 

Menie’s ec — ^ Again rejoicing na- 
ture.' 

To a Mountain Dais\ (Aprif)» 

To Kuin — ‘All hail, inexorabh* 
lord.’ 

The Lament — ‘ O thou jiale orb.’ 

Despondency — ‘ Oppressed with 
grief.* 

To (ravin H.imiltoii — ‘1 liold it, 
Sir ’ 3\ 

Ixejilj to an Invitation — ‘Sir.youis 
this inomcnt.’ 

‘Will ye go to the Indies, my 
Mary ? ’ 

My Higliland Lassie O. 

Epistle to a Young Friend 
{May), 

Address of Heel/ebiib to I^ord 
Breadtilbano i . 

A Dream {Jam, 4), 

A Dedication, to Oaviii Hamil- 
ton. 

Koto to Dr. Mackenzie — ‘Fiiday 
lirst ’s the d.iy.’ 

Farewell to St James s Lodg«* 

— * Adieu.’ 

On a Scots Bard gone to the West 
Indies. 

Farewell to Eli/a. 

A Bard’s Epitajib. 

Epitaphs — Robcit Aiken, (.«a>in 
llainilton, Wee Johnnie. 

The Lass o’ Balloehmyle. 

Motto to the Kilmarnock Poems 
{July . 

Lines to John Kennedy- ‘Fare- 
well, dear friend.’ 

Lines to an Old Sweetheart — ' 

‘ Once fondly loved ’ 

Linos on the Back of 9, ,J 
note. 

? On Naething. 

The Farewell — ‘ Farewell, ola f 
Scotia’s.’ I 

The CiiU {scpfemhfr 3^. ) 

Nature’s Law ‘ Let other heroes.* j 

Willie Chalmers. 


Reply to a Lousie Bitch ot a 
Tailor. 

The Brigs of Ayr. 

‘ The night was still.’ 

Epigram on Bad Roads. 

‘ O Thou dread Power.* 

* The gloomy night.’ 

Lines on meeting Lord Daer 
{October 23). 

Masonic Song — ‘ Ye sons of old 
Killie* {Oitoh(7 26). 

Tam Samson’s Elegy. 

Epistle to Major Logan — ‘Hail, 
thairm inspiring’ {Odohct 36). 
On Sensibility. 

A Winter Night. 

‘Yon wild mossy mountains.’ 
Address to Edinburgh. 

Add less to a Haggis. 


1787. 


To Miss Logan — ‘ Again the silent 
wheels ’ {Jan. 1 ). 

‘ Crochallan came.* 

Rattlin’, Ro.irin’ Willie. 

‘ My blessings on >e.’ 

Ex (011121010 111 the Court of Ses- 
sion.’ 


Inscrijition for Fergusson the 
Poet’s gla^estone. 

Inscriiition under Fergusso^a the 

Poet’s n4Hk£i^ 

Epistld^ 

fOir. 

Prologuo-A 

(4pri/ i6>. 

The Bounin 
‘Mrflorda- 

II || || " I 

, ^ Occasion 

Mb.’ 





goneroiji 



* iley, ca’ tlnoir. 

To William Tytlor 
lee. 


of Woodhouse- 
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Mtei. 


Willie^H Awa — ‘ Auld chuckie 
Keekio.* 

At the Grave of Highland Mary — 
* Strait is the spot.* 

On the Death of Sir J. H. Blair. 
To Miss Ferrier — ^ Nae heathen 
name.* 

* Sad thy tale.* 

On Carroll Iron Works. 

‘ Here Stuarts once 
At Kenmoro Inn. 

Birkb of Aberfeldy. 

Tiio Humble Petition of Bruar 
Water. 

On the Fall of Fyers. 

A Highland Welcome*. 
Strathallan*.s Dament 
iVistle Gordon. 

Dady Onlie, Honest Buckie. 
Theiiiel M<‘ii/ies’ Bonnie Mary. 
The Bonnie Lass of Albany. 

On Scaring some* Water-fowl. 
Blythe and Merry was she 
A Rose-bud by my Early Walk. 
Banks of D<3Von. 

The Lofty Ochils. 

My Peggy’s Face*. 

Young Highlainl Rover. 

On the Di'atli ot Robert Duiidas. 
Sylvandc'i* to Clarin, 

Deo, 


Soul. 



lusiiig on the Roaring Ocean. 

’ho BKide-re<l Rose. 

’he Winter it is Past. 

Fair Empi'i*SH, of tin* Poet’s soul.’ 
1*110 Chevalier’s Lament. 


The Bonnie Lad that’s Far Awa. 
Epistle to Hugh Parker. 

My Jean — * Of a* the airts.’ 

‘ I hao a wife o’ my ain.’ 

Verses written in Friars -Carse 
Hermitage.* 

‘ My god-like friend.' 

‘ Anna, thy charms.’ 

The Fete Champetre. 

To Graham of Fintry — ‘When 
Nature.* 

‘ The day returns.* 

A Mother’s Lament. 

‘ O, \vere I on Parnassus Hill.* 
The Lazy Mist. 

‘ It is na, .Jean, thy bonnie face.’ 
Go, fetch to mo a Pint o’ Wine. 
Auld Lang Syne. 

The First Kiss — ‘Humid seal.’ 

‘ Th<*e, Nature, partial Nature.’ 
I]legy on the Year 1788. 

The Henpeckc‘d Husband. 

Robin Shurt* in Hairst. 

Ode, to tlu* Memory of Mrs. 
Oswald. 

‘With Pegasus upon a day.’ 

‘ I burn, I burn.’ 

She’s Pair an’ Pause. 

To Capt. Riddell — 'Your news.* 
Clinic Ann. 

Miss Cruickshaiik — ‘ Beauteous 
ose-bud.* 

,Ode on the Regency Bill. 

Epistle on Gl€*neoiiner ‘ Aul 
comrade.’ 

* O sing a now song.* 

A Sketch — To thc‘ Hon. C. J. Fox. 

le Woundeil Hare. 

On a Bank of Flowers. 

‘Soung Jockey. 

f lanks of Nith. 

^»mie, come try me. 

' uidy O. 

w» Tibbie Duiib.ir. 
ount tind go. 
ohn Ander-on, my jo. 
y Lovi*, she’s but a Lassi€ 
yet. 

Tam (Ten. 

Carle, an the king come. 

There’s a Youth in cliis Cit\. 
Whistle o’er the Lav<* o’t. 


i O V, 
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My Eppio Adair. 

On Captiiin Orose'sPpregri nation*?. 
The Kirk's Alarm. 

On Being appointed Excibeman. 
On Kecciving .a Favour — ‘ I call no 
Goddess’ (yl/oy. lo^. 

Willie Brew’d a Peck o’ Maut. 

Oa’ tlie Yowes. 

Ee sae Bonnie Blue. 

Highland Harry Back Again. 

The Battle of Sherramuir — 
cam ye here.* 

Killieerankio Braes 
Awa, Whigs. 

Farewell to the Highlands. 

The Whistle. 

To Mfiry in Heaven. 

Epistle to Dr. Blacklook (Jkf. 2i'>. 
To the Toothache. 

The Five (^arlins. 

Westerha — ‘Tlu‘ Laddies by the 
Banks o’ Nith.’ 

1790 - 

Prologue — ‘ No song nor dance * 
(Jan. I.) 

To Mrs. Dunlop — * This day Time 
winds’ (.Jan. i) 

Prologue— ‘ What needs this din.* 
On Receiving a Newspaper — 
< Kind Sir, I’ve read. ’ 

Elegy oil Willie NicoTs Maie 
‘ Peg.’ 

Yestreen I had a j)int o’ wine.’ 

* Gudewife, count the lawin.’ 

‘ I minder hate. ’ 

Election Ballad — ^ Fintry, my 
stay.’ 

Elegy on Captain Matthew Hei»- 
dorson. 

On Captain Grose — ‘ 
ought.’ 

Tam o’ Sha liter. 

On the Birth of a Postlui 
Child. 

Elegy on the late Miss Burnet'. 

1791 - 

Lament of Mary, Queen of Scots. 

* By yon castle wa*.’ 


honnie 


‘ Out over the Forth.’ 

‘ Ye hanks and braes 
Dooii.’ 

Lament for the Earl of Glen- 
cairn. 

Craigieburn Wood. 

The Bonnie Woo Thing. 

Lovely Davies. 

* What can a Young Lassie do.’ 
The Posie. 

On (ileiii iildel’s Fox breaking his 
Chain 

Caledonia — ‘ Then' was once a 
day.’ 

? On P.istoral Pocdry. 

On the Destruction of Drumlanrig 
Woods. 

The Gallant W^‘a^er. 

Welcome, Willie Ste>\art. 

Tiovely Polly Sti^wait. 

Cock uj) your Beaver. 

Eppie M‘Nab. 

My Tocher's the Jewid. 

O for An<* an Twenty, Tam ! 

Fair Eli/a — ‘Turn again.’ 

Bonnie Bell. 

Sweet Afton. 

To the Sliadi^ of Thomson. 
Fari'weel to .i' our S<*ottish 
Fa.i 

Ye Jacobites. 

Keiiniure’s on and awa. 

To Maxwell of Ten a ugh . 
Epistle to Grain tn of — 

‘ Late crip])l0a.’ 

Song of Death ott the Field] 

B ’ t-tle. 

Seiifeibility. 

O May, thy Morn 
Ae Fond 



^ - - 

The Weary Fund o’ Tow. 
Willie Wastle. 

Lady Mary Ann. 

Kellyhurn Braes. 

' It was in sweet Senegal.* 



^34 


^^ronofo^icaf &i«t. 


The De’il *s awa wi' the TJxrise- 
man. 

Country Ija‘*sie — * In Uinmer 

when the liay.* 

Bessy and her Spinning whec 1. 

Bonnie Lesley 

The Lea Rig -‘When o’er tlie 
hill/ 

My Wife’s a Winsome Wee Tiling 

Highland Mary — ‘ Ye banks lind 
braes/ 

Spoken by Mi-^s Fontenolh* — 
‘ While Europe’s e;ye ’ 

Auld Rob Morris. 

Dunean Gray. 

Hole’s a Health. 

1793- 

Poortith Cauld — ‘ O why should 
Pate.’ 

Biaw, braw Lads. 

Sonnet — ‘ Sing on, sweet thrush ’ 

Lf»rd Gregoiy. 

Wandering Willie. 

‘The wan Moon is setting.* 

Young Jessie —* True-hearted was 
he.’ 

Meg o’ the Mill. 

The Soldier’s Return. 

The Labt Timc‘ I eaino o’er the 


ilac 



that 


Gallo. 


1794- 

Wilt thou be my Dearie ? 

A Vision — ‘ As I stood by ’ 

Banks o* Cree 
Monody — * How cold iv 
bo^ran/ 

Epistle fiom Ksopus t<» Maria. 
Lovely Lass of Invc*rness. 

Hoe Balou. 

‘Bannoeks o* bear meal.’ 
Highland Widow’s Lament 
It was a’ for our Rightfu’ King. 
On the Seas and Far Away. 

^Sae flaxen weie her ringlets ’ 
How Long and Dreary. 

Lot not woman e’er eomplain. 
Sleep’s! thou, or wak st thou 
But lately seen. 

Behold, my love, how green the 
groves. 

Lassie wi’ the Lint-white Locks 
Willy and Philly — A duet. 
Contented wi’ Ijittle 
Farewell thou Stream. 

My Nannie’s awa * 

Fur the S.ike of Sonn hod> . 

A Man ’s a Man for a’ that. 

3795. 

Lot me in this ae night. 

I’ll a>e ea’ in by yon town. 

. Heron Election Ballads. 

^The Lass that inadt* tlie Be<l 
to me 

‘Does haughty Gaul in\asion 

* threat.’ 

‘O stay, sweet waihling.’ 

*How Cruel are the Parents 

* Can I cease to care.’ 


Yonder Pomp. 


Adown 


i^ainty 


oys. 


Where are 
Deluded Swain. 
Thine am I. 
Spoken by Miss 
* Still anxious.’ 


‘was na her Bonnie Blue Ee 
[^’{’’leir Groves o’ Sweet Myrtle. 
*^0 wert thou, love, but neai 
B me.' 

Hast May a Braw Wooer. 

^lis is no’ my aiii Lassie. 

O Bonnie was yon Rosy Brier. 
Now Spring has clad. 

‘ O, wat ye wha.’ 

Fontenelle — I To Chloris-^ " 
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News. Lassos, Nows 
* Mally’s Meek, Mailly’s Sweet. 
Jockey *s ta’en the Parting Kiss. 
To Collector Mitchell — * Friend oP 
the Poet.* ^ 

1796 

The Penn of Faculty . 

Epistle tt> (^^l. <lo Pey« 


A Lass wi’ a Tocher. 

In Praise of Jessie Lcwars. 

"^Tore’s a health to ane I lo'o 
a ^ ' 

O ‘V* i* ' . >11 di ^aphl blast.' 

‘Unit M fb \*>lHnies i^^essy fair.' 

< r. s 

* Pan* 1 n lid <'0 p* vhi anks.' 

iJ.i 1 - 
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